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PREFACE, 


In tiie course of a revised edition of my ‘^■"orks I liave come 
to a biograpliical sketch of Goldsmith, |)iiblislied sevei*al years 
since. It was written hastily, as introductory to a selection 
from his writings; and, though the facts c<>ntaiiic.‘d, in it were 
collected from various sources, I was chiefly indebted for them 
to the voluminous work of Mr. Janies Prior, who had collected 
and collated the most minute particulars of the poet's history 
with unwearied research and scrupulous fidelity : but had r<.‘n- 
dered them, as I thought, in a form too cumbrous and ox'crlaid 
with details and disquisitions, and matters iiiiinterestmg to the 
general reader. 

When I was about of late to refuse my bing’raphieal sketch, 
preparatory to repiibiication, a voliiiue was ]rat into my hands, 
recently given to the public by Mr. Julm FoE'ster. of the Inner 
Temple, who, likewise availing himself of the labors of the in- 
defatigable Prior,, and of a few new lights since evoha?«.h has 
produced a biogi'aphy of the poet, executed with a spirit, a 
feeling, a grace and an eloquence, that leave nothing to Im de- 
sired. Indeed it ivould ha.ve been presunijtion in iiie to under- 
take the subject after it had been thus felicitously treated, did 
I not stand committed by my prevknis sketdi. Hmt skt^teii 
now appeared too meagre and insufficient to satisfy public 
mand; yet it had to take its place in the revises! series of iny 
works imless something more satisfactory be siilislitimHl. 
Under these circumstances I have again taken up the subject, 
and gone into it with more fulness than formeily, oiniiting 
none of the facts which I considered illustrati\'c cf lltc life and 
character of the poet, and giving them hi as graphic a si ylu us 
I could command. '. Still the hurried numiuT in wbietj I iia\‘e 
had to do this amidst the pressure of other claims un my af?eu 
tion, and with the 'i^ress dogging at my beds, lias javveiiled 
me from giving some /paids of the sidycct the thorougfi ham 
diing I could have Aelshwl ■ .< 
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treated still more at large, with the addition of critical disqui- 
sitions and' the advantage of collateral fa ids, would do well to 
refer themselves to Mr. Prior^s eirciiinstantial volumes, or to 
the elegant and discursive pages of Mr. Forster. 

For my own part, I can only regret my sliort-coniings in 
what to me is a labor of love; for it is a trii)!.i1e of gnitilude to 
the memory of an author whose writings irere the delight of 
my ciiildiiood, and have been a source of eiijoyinent to me 
throughout life; and to whom, of all cithers, I inay address the 
beautiful apostrophe of Dante to„Tirgil: 

Til se’ lo niio maestro, e' 1 niio aatore: 

Tiise' solo cohsi, da eir io tolsi 
Lo foelio stile, che iir lia faxo oiiore. 


SUNlfiTSIDE, Aiig. i. 


W. i 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH, 


OOIsTTEITTS. 


PREI'MCE 


FA«S 


:■! 


CHAPTER I. 

Birtli and parentage. — Cliaracieri.'^ties of the Golclsniifh raee.--rof‘tK*aI S)3r:!i- 
place.—GGtdln Iiouse. — Scenes <->{' iioy]ienv{.-d.a'ssoy.~“'Fieturenr a c. *unt!’y paa*- 
son, — Goldsmith’s schord.iiisfivss,— j'.yi-jie. lVie villa, "i* sehtiolmasu-r. - ~G<ud- 
smitii’s hornpipe and epigram. — Uiicie Oojdarine.— School studies ami atrhool 
sports.— Mistakes of a night * 11 


CHAI^TER II. 

ImxM'oviclent marriage.s in the Gokismltli ramllj'.— GohlsiuiTh ai rni\e;-si!\; 
—■Siluation of a sizer.—Tyrarmy of Wikler, liie Tnh>r. — IkMunuary straifs.— 
Street ballads. — College riots.— Gallows Walsh.— i ‘cat *ge prir.t'.- daiiun^ ijUe!’. 
nip ted 20 

CHAPTER ni. 

Goldsmith rejected by the bishop. — Second sally to see the \vorId.---Tal.’es ftas- 
.sage for America. —Ship sails without him.— Eetiirii on Plddh'-back.—A ims- ' 
pitabie Mend.— The counsellor. - $) 


CHAPTER IT. 

Sallies forth as a law sfeudeot. — Stumbles at the outs*-!.— Comln Jane attil Ifie 
valentine. — A family oracle.— Sallies forth as a. situhnit af nu'dieJne. — !h»eus- 
jjoeusof a i:»oardingd:iause.— TransforDiations f*f a lyg of tnoeli 

g1n>sr..— Sketches of Scotland.— Trials of Toryism.— A poet’s purst' for a i 'onfi 
nental tour ..... 3,5 

CHAIT’ER T. 

The agreeable fellow-passengers.— Risks from friends picked up hr tin* waysMiy 
— Skidchas of Holiaml and the Dutch.— Shlft.s while a pnra* stuilcni ui, f**‘\ iIhu, 
—The tulip snecuhitimi.— The jirovident at Paris.- 

Voltaire.— Trax^clling shifts of a plulosophtc vagabond . - 



4 ■ ■ ■ PBEFACB. 

treated still more at large, with the additioii pf critical disqui- 
sitions and the advantage of collateral facts, would do well to 
refer themselves to Mr. Prior’s circiimstantial volumes, or to 
the elegant and discursive pages of Mr. Forster. 

■ For my own part, I can only regret my short-comings in 
what to me is a labor of love ; lor it is a triljiite of gratitude to 
the memory of an author whose writings were the cleliglit ol; 
my childhood, and have been a source of enjoyment to me 
throughout life ; and to whom, of all others, I may address tlie 
beautiful apostrophe of Dante to. Virgil: 

Tu se’ lo mio maestro, e 'i rnio autore: 

Tu se’ solo colui, da cu’ io tolsi 
Lo bello stile,. clie m’ ha fato onore. 
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A BIOGEAPHY. 


CHAPTER I. 

BIRTH AND PARENTAGE— CHAR ACTEEISTICS OF THE GOLDSMITH 
RAGE— POETICAL BIRTHPLACE— (3IOBLIN HOPSE— SCENES OF BOY- 
HOOD— LISSOY— PICTURE OP A COUNTRY PARSON— GOLDSMITH’S 
SCHOOLMISTRESS— BYRNE, THE TILLAGE SCHOOLMASTER— GOIA)-' 

smith’s hornpipe and epigram— uncle contarine— school 

STUDIES AND SCHOOL SPORTS— MISTAKES OF A NIGHT. 

There are few writers for whom the reader feels such per- 
sonal kindness as for Oliver G-oldsmith, for few have so emi- 
nently possessed the magic gift of identifying thc^msi'lves with 
their writings. We read his*character in every page, and grow 
into familiar intinmcy with him as "we read. The artless Ije- 
nevolencc that beams tliroiigiioiit his works; the whimsical^ 
yet aiiiiable views of human life and himiaii nature ; the nii- 
foreed liumor, blending so happily with good feeling and good 
sense, and singularly dashed at times- with a pleasing nielan- 
clioly; even the very nature of his mellow, and flowing, and 
softly -tinted style, all seem to bespeak Ms moral as well as his 
intellectual qualities, ami make us love the man at the same 
time that we admire the author. ■ While the pBidiictions of 
writers of loftier iiretenslon and more sounding naou^s are suf- 
fered to inonhler on our shelves, those of Goldsmith are cher- 
ished and laid in our bosoms. We do not quote tlnnn with os- 
ton tation, l)iit lliey mingle 'with our minds, sweeten our tern- 
neis, and haiiiionke our thoughts;, they put us in good humor 
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r^appM bettSen ® 

Ietfus"X;?:e^eT^^ 

them to be little more than traascrits of Ms o^L^rtTr 
SXh . Tbere be shows himself the same 

Wlieent tehig that he appMul T hLS^ r™f 

adventure or cliaracter is given in ins wortQ 

traced to his own parti-colored stoi-y! Many of hiXo^T 
crons scenes and ridiculous incideJts hare bfe^lrX X 
Ms own blunders and mischances, and he seems mnlX f 
been buffeted into almost every liwxim ^ X 

the instruction of his reader. ^ mpaited by Mm for 

Oiivoi G'Oldsinitli was born on fbA 'tofh n,-P at i 

thiV'stoA-. S « 

incornpetency, and to 'hand down 

generation to generation Such woe 7 ^^ poverty fi-om 
smiths. “They wemaWsX f 
“a strange 

doing anything but XI Sy ^uj "-‘Sw 
able, says another statement “ for ' thei,-^! ' 
cleverness in the ways of the wX ” oh 'l n 

tod toMlpdo toPit the v«ue.°;::r;SS:’2’S',S 

thTliife of Ms'wSef friends' ' 

ont by the produce JsoXs^Xrf 

some occasional duties perforxned Tp? f • and of 

rector of an adjoining parish, did xxofelXd Sriy pS. 

^ “And p.ming rich with forty pounds a year. ” 

™ii^™d iTroShM^^ that stood on a 

mg a low tract, occasionally coimtry, overlook- 

boxxse Goldsmith warbom ^^this 

a poet; for, by all accounts, it wL “’^5' 

handed down among the neio-hborino- S^ound. Ati-adition 

neighboring peasantry states that, in 
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after years, tlie house, remaining for some time unteiiaiited, 
went to cleeay, tiie roof fell in, and it became so lonely and for- 
lorn as to, be a resort for the ‘‘good people” or fairies, who in 
Ireland are supposed to delight in old, cimy, deserted mail'* 
^sioiis for their midnight revels. AU attempts to repair it wefe 
in vain; the fairies battled stoutly to maintain possession. K 
.huge missiiapeii hobgoblin used to bestride the house every 
evening with an immense pair of jack-boots, .which, in dais 
eSorts at hard riding, he would thrust through the', roof, kic*k- 
iiig to pieces aU the -work of the preceding day. The ■ house 
•was therefore left, to its fate, and wenl vO ruin. 

Such is the popular tradition about Goldsmith’s birthplace. 
About two years after his birth a change came over the' cir- 
cumstances of his father. By tlic death of his wife's uncle lie 
succeeded to the rectory ai Edikemiy West; and, aband<:)ning 
the old goblin mansion, he removed to Liss^>y, in the count}' of 
Westmeath, where lie occupied a farm of sc.^venty acres, situ- 
ated on the skirts of that pretty little village. 

This was the scene of Goldsmitli’s bo^diuod, the little woiid 
whence he drew many of those pictures, rural and domestic, 
whimsical and touching, which ahoun<l throughout his W()rks, 
and which appeal so eloquently ]>c»tl;i to the fancy and the 
heart. Lissoy is contidentlj cited as the original of Ins “Axi- 
burn” in the “ Deserted Yillage liis father’s establishment, a 
mixture of farm and pa.rsonage, furiiie.lied liint'S, it is said, 
for the rural economy of the Vic'ar of Wakeheld: and his 
father himself, with his learned simplicity, Iiis guileless wis- 
,dom,, his a.miable P'iety, a.nd utter ignorance of tlio world, lias 
been exquisitely portrayed in' the worthy Dr. Primrose. Lot 
us pause for a moment, and draw from Gobisiiiith s writings 
one or two of those pictures which, iiiifler feigned names, rofi- 
resent his father and his family, and the happy fi reside of his 
childish days. 

“My father,” says the “Man m Black,” who, in some rcc 
spects, is a counterpart of Goldsmith himself, “my fathca*, the 
younger son of a good family, was posst*sstHl of a small living 
in the church. His education was above his fortune, and Ills 
generosity greater than his education. Poor as lie '^vas, lie Irid 
his flatterers poorer thaii-.liimself; for o\ cay diiiner gave 
tiiom, tlicy returned him .an 0('|ui%mlent in praiscv’ and this was 
all ho wanted. The same ambition that acdiiati^s a monarch at 
the head of his army influenced my fat I H‘r a! the' head his 
table: he told the story of -'the A-y4ree, and that %?as hiiiglicii 
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at; he repeated the jest of the two scholars and one pair of 
breeches^ ^d the company laughed at that; but the story of 
Taffy m the sedan-chair was sure to set the table in a rLr 
Thus Ms ple^ure increased in proportion to the pleasure he 
gwe; he loved aU the world, and he fancied aff the world loved 

fortoie was but small, he lived up to the very extent 
of it; ne had no uitention of leaving his children "monev 
for that was dross; he resolved they should have learning- for 
Mai-nmg, he used to observe, was better than silver or%Id 
I or this purpose he undertook to instruct us himself and lool- 
as much care to form our morals as to imp^e Ul nndet 
standing. We were told that universal benevolenee was wlrii* 
tot cemenW society; we were tot.ghtTcS* c .11 h„ 
wants ot mankind as our own: to le-ir.l tJ^r? 

ivith affection and esteem; he wound us up to he'ineij 
machmes of pity, and rendered us incapable of withst-mdim- 
the shghtest impulse made either by real or fictitious distiv^'tT 
In a word, we were perfectly instnicted in the art of 

away thousands before we were taught the necessiirvoualillca^ 
tions of gettmg a farthing ” ^ » v yuannui- 

“ His honse xv'as known to all the vagrant trahL 

relieved their pain : 

The long-remembered begi^ar was his guest, 

flescendlng, swept his aged breast; 

The nun <1 spendthrift, now no longer proud 

The bioken soldier, kindlj bade to stay 

by his fire, and talk’d the night avav; 

Shoulder d his crutch, and shelv’d how fields .o-e wen 

Pleased with his guests, the good man learned lo -iruy * 

And quite forgot th£dr \ices in their woe' * 

thme^dSfei? consisted of five sms and 

was the guide and protector of Ms’lSS' 

most tenderly attached throughSe ’ ““ 

Ohver. education began whef he wiS' about three yearn 
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old; that is to. say, he was gathered under the wings of one of 
those good old motherly dames, found in every village, who 
cluck together the whole callow brood of the neighborhood, to 
teach them their letters and keep them out of harm’s way. 
Mistress Elizabeth Delap, for that was her name, flourished in 
this capacity for upward of fifty years, and it was the pride 
and boast of her declining days, when nearly ninety years of 
age, that she was the first that had put a book (doubtless a 
hornbook) into Goldsmith’s hands. Apparently he did not 
much profit by it, for she confessed he was one of the dullest 
boys she had ever dealt with, insomuch that she had some- 
times doubted whether it was possible to make anything of 
him: a common case with imaginative children, who are apt 
to be beguiled from the dry abstractions of elementaxy study 
by the pictui*ings of the fancy. 

At six years of age he passed into the hands of the village 
schoolmaster, one Thomas (or, as he commonly and 
irreverently named, Paddy) Byrne, a capital tutor for a poet. 
He had been educated for a pedagogue, but had enlisted in 
the army, served abroad during the wars of Queen Anne’s 

time, and risen to the rank of qiiarterniaster of a regiment i i 

Spain. At the return of peace, having no longer exercise for 
the sword, he resumed the ferule, and drilled the urehin 
populace of Lissoy. Goldsmith is supposed to have liad Mm 
and his school in view in the following sketch in his Deserted 
Village; 


'‘ Beside jon straj^gling fence that skirts the wa^r, 
With blossom’d furze unprofltabl,y gray, 

There, in his noisy mansion, sbiird to rule, 

The village master taught his little school; 

A man severe he was, and stern to view, 

I knew him well, and every truant knew: 

IVeil had the boding tremblers learned to trace 
The day’s disasters in his morning face; 

Full well they iauglCd with counterfeited glee 
At all his Jokes, for many a Joke had lie: 

Full weHth(‘ Inisy whisper cinding round, 

Convey d the dismal tidings when lie frown’d; 

Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught, 

Tile love he bore to learning was in fault; 

The village all declared how inueh h<‘ knew, 

’Twas certain he could write and ciplna* too; 
Lands he could measure, terms atid tides presagti. 
And e'en the story* ran that he could gauge: 

In arguing, too, the parson own'd his skill. 

For, e'en though vanquished, he could argue still; 
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While words of learned length and thiind'ritig sound 
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around— 

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew. 

That one small head could carry ail he knew'.” 

There are certain whimsical traits in the cliaraeter of 
Byrne, Bot given in the foregoing sketch. He was hind of 
talking of his vagabond wanderings in foreign lands, an<I lavl 
brought with iiiin from the wars a world of campjiigiung 
stories, of which he was generally iho hero, and wlifeli ]h: 
would deal forth to his wondering scliolars wlien .he ought to 
have been teaching them their lessons, lliese travtllers' 
had a powerful effect upon the vivid ininginatioii of G( fid- 
smith, and awakened an imcoiiqiierable passion for wandei’- 
iiig and seeking adventure. 

Byrne was, moreover, of a romantic vein, and. exceedingly 
superstitious. He was deeply versed in t hi^ f:nry siiperstii i< ms 
which abound in Ireland, all wiiieli he pn^resM^I iniplicilly to 
believe. Under his tuition Goklsiiiith srM m biraiuf? alniost a.s 
great a proficient in fairy lore. From thi.« I a*anch ot g' >< nl-for- 
nothing knowledge, his studies, by an rusx* trrmsfttuin ex- 
tended to the liistories of robbers, pirates, smugglers, and the 
whole race of Irish rogues and rniijkuvHis. JU’orxl]} ng, in 
short, that savored of romance, fable, and a<lveinino was 
congenial to his poetic mind, ami t(»ok instant vunt then*; la it 
the slow plants of useful knowledge were a]d to he o\ernm. if 
not choked, by the weeds of his quick lam einn lien. 

Another trait of his motley preceptor, Ifmaie, via.s n tli.UHasi- 
tion to dabble in poetry, and this likevrise was fiaiight Iw Ids 
pupil. Before he was eiglit years old Go ldsmith had chti- 
tracted a habit of scribbling verses on small S('ra|)s of pa.per, 
which, in a little while, he would throw into the fin\ A fev 
of these sibylline leave.s, however, vmn* re;u*ur«I iVnUi tlie 
flames and conveyed to his mother. The gu-^l w<ima.n rr*a«l 
them with a mother’s delight, and saw at thad her son 
was a genius and a poet. From that lime she bestg her 
husband with solicitations to give the hoy an edueahinn 
suitable to his talents. The w'-orthv man was alrtgaly si raid 
enod by the costs of instruction of liis ekh-st son Henry, and 
had intended to bring his second son up to a trade: hut the 
mother wmuM listen to no such thing: as usual, her inlhierK*e 
prevafied, and Oliver, instead of being instruefed in srano 
humble hut cheerful and gainful handicraft, was devoted to 
poverty and the Muse. 
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A severe attack of tlie small-pox caused liim to be taken 
from under tlie care of Ms story-telling preceptor, Byrne. 
His malady had nearly proved fatal, and ids face remained 
pitted through life. On his .recovery he was placed iiinler the 
elia,rge of the Rev. Mr. G-rlffin, schoolmaster of Eljdiin, in 
Pcjseommom and became an inn into in the house of ]ii> uu(*]e, 
John GoMsJiiflh, Esq., of Baliyoiighter, in that vicinity. He 
now entiavd iq)on studies of a higher order, ])ut wiihout 
making any uiicommon la'ogress. Htill 'a eaivless, easy 
facility of disposition, an amusing eeceiitrieity of iiiuriiiors, 
and a vein of quiet and peeuliru* humor, rendered him a 
general favoiite, and a trilling incident so<in iuducod In's 
miclc's family to concur in Ids niutht-rs opinlun nf his gcnuus. 

A lunnber of young hJks bail assimihled at liis iiirdios to 
dance. One of the coni.i>any. nanunl Cummings, i^layed ini 
the violin. In the eiairse of the iwemlig Oliver undertook a 
hornpipe. His sliort and <dumsy dgure, and Ids raei> pitted 
and disefJored with tie' smalbpox, rendei'fsl Irim a ludierouH 
figure in tlie eyes of tlu* musician, who made merry at his 
expense, dnhhinghim his liith* Goldsmltli vras lettled 

by tlKy'jesi, and, stop] dug slu»rt in tlie lioimpipe, exclainr/d. 

“ Onr lifTiiM h;iOs iiemciinu'il tliis sjivsnj-T, 

Sr*e and his rnt'rikt’y elayiri.'r.''' 

Tlie repartee was iliouglit \vonfle!*rul for a buy <*f iiini* years 
old, mul Olivi‘r Iwiiiie friiihwhh the tvil mrl the bright 
genius of the fatally. It was timught a pily lu‘ ^Jmuld not 
receive tlie same adwantages wit!} Ids elder hvutlwn* 1 hairy, 
wlio had br'cn seal! to the Hnivershy; and, as his falliekH 
cireuiiishiners would not alTord it, se\'*‘ral of his relaiives, 
spurreil lui h\ the repre>onlatious of bis mother, agreed to 
eoutrilaih* tiward tire expfUise, Tin' greati^r pari, however, 
was borne by his 4iiiele. ila* Ibwa Tbomas Coiitarine, This 
worthy man had hetai the t^iJIeiri’* etunpani^ui of IlKlHip Iteike- 
ley. airl |i!^sse*:sed of moderaie mt atw, lioMinvlIa^ fiving 
of Carrii:k'on”"^liaimom lie had manag’d the dsierof Cold- 
siidtlds father, lad was now a wicbov^u’. with an onlv eliild, a 
daiigliler, named Jama CiUitariin* was a kinddieartt*d luaip 
with a gTenerosity beyvuul ids means. He took I iolfismltli into 
fav'or from his infancy: liis was open lo him dtiHiig 

till'* holiilays; his driugbter Jauo, twv ynrm (bb-r fhaii the 
|xx?k was ills auiy 1*1:13 male : and tnwdc ik'iituriue. contiBiicd 
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to the last one of Ms most active, unwavering, and generous 
friends. 

Fitted out in a great measure by tMs ^ considerate relative, 
Oliver was now transferred to schools of a Mgiier order, to 
prepare him for the University; first to one at Atlilone, .kojit 
by the 'Eev. Mr. Campbell, and, at the end of two years, to 
one at ' Edgeworthstown, under the "superintendence of the 
Eev. Patrick Hughes. 

Even at these schools Ms proficiency does not appear to ha\'e 
been brilliant. He was indolent and careless, nather 

than dull, and, on the whole, appears to have been well thought 
of by Ms teachers. In his. studies lie inclined toward the Latin 
poets and historians; relished Ovid and I-Ljrac(\ and delighted, 
in Livy. He exercised himself with pleasure in reading and 
translating Tacitus, and was brought to pay at tent inn style 
in Ms compositions by a reproof from liis brernr-r Henry, b> 
whom he had tviitten brief and confused letters, arel whc.> 

Mm in reply, that if he had but little to say. iu laideavor to say 
that little well. 

. The career of Ms brother Henry at the* University was 
enough to stimulate him to exertion. He soeiiU‘il to he n^aliz- 
ing all Ms. father’s hox>es, and was wiiining rolk*giate honors 
that the good man considered indicative of Ids futun^ siir«.‘ess 
inhfe. 

Ill the meanwhile Oliver, if not distingiiishefi among his 
teachers, was pof)ular among Ms school mains. II(* had a 
thoughtless generosity extremely captivating to young lieails; 
his temper was quick and sensitive, and easily offended: hut 
Ms anger was momentary, and it was impossible U»r him to 
harbor resentment. He' was the leader of all lioyish sports and 
athletic amusements, 'especially ball-playing, aiifi he was h'av- 
most in all miscMevous pranks. ' Many yt^^ms aftiawarfl, an 
old man, Jack Fitzimmonsi one.of the directors of the sports 
and keeper of the bafi-court at Ballymalion. used to bmst c»f 
having been schoolmate of Noll Goldsmithd’ ns he callctl him, 
and would dwell with vainglory on one of their exploits, hi 
robbing the orchard of . TMieken, an old fainil)' reside nc«’* of 
Lord Ammly. The exploit, ho^vever, Irjxl mxirly invislved dis- 
astrous consequences;., for the crew of Juveiiilo depredatt>rs 
were captured, like Shakespeare and his dceisstealing cub 
leagues, and iiotMng but the I'espeetability of Goldsmith’s 
connections saved Mm from the pimisliment that would 
have awaited more plebeian delinquents. 
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An amusing incident is related as occurring in CMdsmitli’s 
last journey homeward from Edgeworthstown. His father's 
house was about twenty miles distant; the road lay through 
a rough country, impassable for carriages. Goldsmith pro- 
cured a horse for the journey, and a friend furnished him wutli 
a guinea for travelling expenses. He was but a stripling of 
sixteen, and being thus suddenly inounted on horseback, with 
money in his pocket, it is no wonder that his head was 
turned. He determined to play the man, and to spend Iiis 
money in independent. traveller’s style. Accordingly, instead 
of pushing directly for home, lie halted for the night at the little 
town of Ardagh, and, accosting the first person he met, in- 
quired, with somewhat of a consequential air, for the best 
liouse in the place. Unluckily'', the person he had accosted was 
one Kelly, a notorious wag, who was ciuartered in the family 
of one ]\Ir. Featherstone, a gentleman of fortune. Amused 
with the self “Consequence of the stripling, and willing to play 
off a practical joke at his expense, he directed him to what was 
literally ‘‘the best house in the place,” namely, the family 
mansion of Mr. Featherstone. Goldsmith accordingly I'ode up 
to what he supposed to be an inn, ordered his horse to be taken 
to the stable, walked into the parlor, seated himself by tlie fire, 
and demanded what he could have for siix>per. On ordinary 
occasions he was diffident and even awkward in his manners, 
but here he was “at ease in his inn,” and felt called upon to 
show his manhood and enact the experienced traveler. His 
person ^va^s by no means calculated to ]}lay off his pretensions, 
for he short and thick, with a pock-oitirked face, and an 
air and carriage by no means of a distinguished (‘ast. Tlie 
owner of the house, however, soon discovered liis wliimsieal 
mistake, and, being a man of humor, determined to indulge it. 
especially as he accidentally learned that this intruding g'iu‘st 
was the son of an old acquaintance. 

Accordingly Goldsmith -was “fooled to the top of hislwmt” 
and permitted to have full sway throughout the evei dug. Kevtu* 
was schoolboy more elated. When supper was sorvf'fi he 
most condescendingly insisted that the landlord, Ids wife and 
daughter should partake, and ordered a bottle of wino to (a“o\^'n 
the repast and benefit the house. His last ilourish was on going 
to bed, when he gave especial orders to hhxe a hot at 
breakfast. His confusion and dismay, on diseown-ing tht‘ tjoxt 
morning that he had boon swaggering in f.liis frin^ and c‘asy 
way ill the house of a. private gentleman, may be readily cun- 
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ceived. True to Ms habit of turning the events of his life to 
literary account, we find this chapter of ludicrous bliinclers 
and cross purposes dramatized many years afterward in iiis 
admirable comedy of ‘‘She Stoops to Gonqiier, or the Mistakes 
of a Nightd^ 


CHAPTEE II. 

iMPROVIDENT MARRIAGES IX THE GOLDS3IITH FA3IILY-— GOLI>s:Mn:H 
AT THE UNIVERSITY-SITUATION OF A SIZER— TYRANNY OF 
WILDER, THE TUTOR— PECUNIARY STRAITS— STREET BALLADS— 
COLLEGE RIOT— GALLOWS WALSH— COLLEGE PRIZE— A DANC1:: 
INTERRUPTED. 

While Oliver was making his way somewhat negligently 
through the schools, his elder brother lieury was riqiucing his 
father-s heart by his career at the University. He so<in dis- 
tinguished himself at the examinations, and ithlafnetl a sHalaj*- 
ship in 1743. This is a collegiate distinction whioh seawes us a 
stepping-stone in any of the learned professions, and whuH 
leads to advancement in the University slK^nld the individual 
choose to remain there. His father now tliat he wiadd. 

push forward for that comfortable provision, n i'elluw-lup, and 
thence to higher dignities and emoluments. Henry. Ir ov**ver, 
had the improvidence or the “iinworidliness'* of his race: 
turning to the country during the succeeding vaoatiraR he 
married for love, relinquished, of course, all his rnlleeiaie 
prospects and advantages, set up a school in Ids father’s nolgh- 
borhood, and buried his talents and acquii’cineuts fiUMliarr*- 
mainder of his life in a curacy of forty pouials a year. 

Another matiimonial event tjccurred not haig adterward in 
the Goldsmith family, to disturb the equaniiidty of it< wt)rt]j\‘ 
head. This was the clandestine marriage of his dnnghitn* 
Catherine with a young gentleman of tlie name nf lindscaR 
who had been confided to the care of Iier brother Henry ti'i 
complete his studies. As the youth was of wealthy pareiiiagta 
it was thought a lucky match for the Goidsmii.Ii family; bad 
the tidings of the event stung the bride’s failmr tu the suuL 
Proud of his integrity, and jealous of that good name wldab 
Ms cMef possession, he saw himself and Ms family siibjecti'd 
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to tlie degrading suspicion of liaving abused a trust reposed in 
them to promote a mercenary match. In the first transports 
of his feelings he is said to have uttered a wish t'hat his, daugh- 
ter might never have a child to bring hke shame and sorrow 
on her head. The hasty wish, so contrary to the usual benig- 
nity of the man, was recalled and repented of almost as soon as 
uttered; but it was considered baleful in its effects by the 
superstitious neighborhood; for, though his daughter bore 
three children, they all died before her. 

A more effectual measure was taken by Mr. Goldsmith to 
ward off the apprehended imputation, but one which imposed 
a heavy burden on his family. This was to furnish a inaiTiage 
portion of four hundred pounds, that Ms daughter might not 
he said to have entered her husband’s family empty-handed. 
To raise the sum in cash was impossible ; but he assigned to 
Mr. Hodson his little farm and the income of his tithes until 
the marriage portion should be paid. In the mean time, as Ms 
living did not amount to £200 per annum, he had to practise 
the strictest economy to pay off gradually this heavy tax in- 
curred by his nice sense of honor. 

The first of Ms family to feel the effects of this economy was 
Oliver. The time had now arrived for him to be sent to the 
University, and, accordingly, on the Iftli June, 1745, when 
sixteen years of age, he entered Trinity College, Dublin; but 
his tatliei* was no longer able to place him there as a pensicaior, 
as he had done his eldest son Henry; he was obliged, therefore, 
to enter him as a sizer, or ^‘poor scholar.” He was lodged in 
one of the top rooms adjoming the lil>rary of the building, 
numbered 35, wlmre it is said Ms name may still be seen, 
scratched by himself upon a window frame. 

A student of this class is taught and boarded gratuitously, 
and has to pay but, a very small sum for his room. It is ex- 
pected, ill return for these advantages, that he will be u dili- 
gent student, and render Mmself useful in a variety <')f wa,ys. 
At, .Trinity College, at the time of Goldsmith’s adinission, s(a*- 
eral derogatory and indeed menial offices were exact(.‘cl from 
■ the sizer,' as if the college sought to indemnify itself tor eoifiVfr- 
ring benefits by inflicting indignities. He was obliged to swec^p 
part of the courts in the morning, to carry up the dishes fi'om 
the kitchen to the fellows’ table, and to wait in the ball until 
that body had dined. His very dress marked tlie inkrumiy 
of the ‘^poor student” to Ms happier classmates. It wtin a 
black gown of coarse stuff without sleeves, and a plain black 
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cloth cap without a tassel. We can coiieoivo rcort? 

odious and ill-judged than these distinctions, wliicli attacliod 
the idea of degradation to poverty, and plac'od the iiidigent 
youth of merit below the worthless mhiion of iViriiiue. Tl ie^- 
were calculated to wound and irritate the rud.do inind, aiHl ts,') 
render the base mind baser. 

Indeed, the galling effect of these servile tasks upon youUu^ 
of proud spirits and quick sensibilities becauu^ at lenglli 
notorious to be disregarded. About fifty years sin(.*<n on a 
Trinity Sunday, a nimiber of persons were assonibled to wil-^ 
ness the college ceremonies; and as a sizer was oarrying up a, 
dish of meat to the fellows’ table, a burly vhizvn hi t lie erowd, 
made some sneering observation on the serviiiiy of hdsntlioo. 
Stung to the quick, the high-spirited youtli ui>taiitly dung ilu^ 
dish and its contents at the head of the sneeivv. The was 
sharply reprimanded for this outbreak of wnraidod prM<\ Imt 
the degrading task was from that day Jorward very i‘foperly 
consigned to menial hands. 

It was with the utm()st ixqnignance tliat rdhlsniitli entered 
college in this capacity. His shy and seii'-itive' naunre vas 
affected by the inferior station he was dornaed lahl rnnoisg 
his gay and opulent fellow-students, and he beeanie, at tinh*s 
moody and despondent. A recollection of early mortifi- 

cations induced him, in after years, most stri»m;Iy to dissuade 
his brother Henry, the elergyinan, from sendiirr a siai tt» i.'ol- 
lege on a like footing. ‘'If’ he has amlutiou. ,-irong ]rissir»r|,4, 
and an exquisite sensibility of contempt, do net senfi him 
there, unless you have no other trade for iiriu t‘X(‘»*pt yinir 
own.” 

To add to his annoyances, the fellow of t he* eelhgs* w]a> Iitr! 
the peculiar control of his studies, the Ih v. Theukor Wilder, 
was a man of violent and capricious temper, mid of diamcarh 
cally opposih> tastes. The tutor was devoted tn exaet 
sciences; Gobh-mith was for the classics. Wlldei* endeavored 
to force his favorite studies upon the student hy harsh means, 
suggested by his own coarse and savage nature. He alnised 
him in presence of the class as ignorant and stuoicl: nMieiiiecl 
him as awkward and ugly, and at tinieB in the transporis of 
his temper indulged in personal Tiolenee. The elTeei wr*s to 
aggravate a passive distaste into a jx^itlve avt*rsioiL Gobh 
smith was loud in expressing his contempt fur maf homed los 
and Ms dislike of ethics and I#gic; and tiic* prtyiidiees ihuH 
imbibed continued thimigh life. Matht^matk^s fumrlwav-' pru- 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 23 

no'anced a science to wMch tlie meanest intellects were compe- 
tent. 

A truer cause of this distaste for the severer studies maj 
probably be found in his natural indolence and his love of con- 
vivial pleasures. ''I was a lover of mirth, good-humor, and 
. even sometimes of fun,” said he, ‘‘from my childhood.” He 
sang a good song, was a boon companion, and could not resist 
any temptation to social enjoyment. He endeavored to per- 
suade himself that learning and duliiess went hand in hand, 
and that genius was not to be put in harness. Even in riper 
years, when the consciousness of liis owm deficiencies ought to 
have convinced him of the imi3ortance of early study, he 
speaks slightingly of college honors. 

‘‘ A lad,” says he, “whose passions are not strong enough in 
youth to mislead him fi'om that path of science ■which his 
tutors, and not his inclination, have chalked out, hy four or 
five years’ perseverance will probably obtain every advantage 
and honor hi§ college can bestow. I would compare the inaii 
wdiose youth has been thus passed in the tranquillity of dispas- 
sionate prudence, to liquors that never ferment, and, conse- 
qitently, continue always muddy.” 

The death of his worthy father, which took place early in 
1747, rendered Goldsmith’s situation at college extreniel.y irk- 
some. His mothei‘ was. left with little more than the means of 
providing for the wants of her household, and was iinablt} to 
/ furnish him any remittances. He wmiiid have been compelle<l, 

therefore, to leave college, had it not been for the occasional 
contributions of friends, the foremost among whom was his 
generous and warm-hearted uncle Contariiie. Still those sup- 
flit,,'":;,, ' plies were so scanty and precarious, that in the intervals be- 

*: tween them he was put to great straits. He had two college as- 

sociates from whom he would occasionally bo,rrow small sums; 
one was an early schoohimte, by the name of Beatty; the other 
a cousin, and the chosen . companion of liis frolics, Kobert (or 
rather Bob) Bryanton, of Ballymulvey House, iieai' Ballpna- 
hon. , When these casual supplies failed him he was morei ,thaii 
once obliged to i*aise funds.- for his immediate wants by pawn- 
,ing his books. At times he sank into despondency, but lie had 
what he termed “a knack at hoping,” -which soon l)UoyeciM 2 n 
,up again.. He began now to resort to Ms poetical vein as a 
source, of profit, scribWing street-ballads, which he privately „ 
sold for five shillings each’ at a shop which dealt in sucli small 
wares of literature. ,' He' felt an authors aftectloii for these 
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unowned ])antlings, and we are told would stroll pri\'ate]y 
through the streets at night to hear them sung. listcuung to 
'the comments and criticisms of b^^standers, and ^.>hs<*roing ilio 
degree of applause which each received. 

Edmund Burke was a fellow-student with Goldsmith at i iso 
college. Neither the statesman nor the poet ggive ]>romiso < *(’ 
their future celebrity, though Burke certaiiil>’' siirpassiHl his 
contemporary in industry and application, and eviiirod niurt.^ 
disposition for self-improvement, associating hinisell; witli a 
number of Ms fellow-students in a debating club, in whh*h 
they discussed Mterary topics, and exercised tlieinseives in 
composition. 

Goldsmith may likewise have belonged to tins assoeiatitjn, 
but Ms propensity was rather to mingle wit It the gay and. 
thoughtless. On one occasion we find him iniplleateii in an 
affair that came nigh producing Ms expulsam. A n ‘port was 
brought to college that a scholar wns in the hatids of the Itail- 
iffs. Tins was an insult in which ever\' gvnvn<iuan felt him- 
self involved. A mnnher of the seindars ilew to arms, and 
sallied forth to battle, headed by a hare-lauhied fellnw nick- 
named Gallows Walsh, noted for Ms aptness at misuhier and 
fondness for riot. The strungliold of the ]>ailiir w'as earrii‘d by 
storm, the scholar set at liberty, and the deliiipncnt eatchpoi* 
home off captive to the college, where, having ir * pinn|‘j tu |>utr 
Mm under, they satisfied the demands uf t;i>lk?giate law by 
ducking Mm in an old cistern. 

Mushed with tMs signal victory, Galkors Walsh now ha- 
rangued Ms followers, and propiised to break o\'mi Newgate, 
or the Black Dog, as the prison was called, and efiVet a gmieral 
jail delivery. He was answered by shouts <.)f concairrcmcc, 
and away went the throngof madcap yonng*sttu*s, fully bent 
upon putting an end to the tyranny of law. They were ‘intsl 
by the mob of the city, and made an attack upon prism i 
with true Irish precipitation and thMiightlcHsiiesK, iievcu* hav- 
ing provided themselves with cannon to hatter its stone walls. 
A few shots from the prison brought them to tlicu'r Honscs, awl 
they beat a hasty retreat, two of the towiismen being killed, 
and several wounded. 

A severe scrutiny of this affair took place at the IJmverdty, 
Four students, who had been ringleadm, were cxpi.Iled: four 
others, who had been prominent in the afiVay. were ptibhk> 
ly admonished; among the latter was tb<; \inlucky Gold- 
smith, 
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To make up for this disgrace, he gained, within a month 
afterward, one of the minor prizes of the college. . It is true it 
was one of the very smallest, amounting in pecuniary value to 
but thirty shillings, but it was . the first distinction die had 
gained in his wdiole collegiate career. This turn of success 
and sadden influx of wealth proved too inuch for the head of 
our poor student. He forth-with gave a »supper and dance at 
his chamber to a number of young persons of both sexes from 
the city, in direct violation of college rules. The unwonted 
sound of the fiddle reached the ears of the implacable Wilder, 
He rushed to the scene of unhallowed festivity, inflicted cor- 
poral punishment on the ‘Hather of the feast,’’ and tinned his 
astonished guests neck and heels out of doors. 

This fiUed the measure of poor Goidsmitli’s huiniliatioiis ; he 
felt degraded both within college and without. He dreaded 
the ridicule of his fellow-students for the ludicrous termina- 
tion of his orgie, and he was ashamed to meet his city ae(piain- 
tances after the degrading chastisement received in their pi’es- 
ence, and after their own ignominious expulsion. Above all, 
he felt it impossible to submit any longer to the insulting ty- 
ranny of Wilder; he determined, therefore, to leave, not merely 
the college, but also his native land, and to bury wliat lie con- 
ceived to be Ms irretrievable disgrace in some distant country. 
He accordingly sold his books and clotlies, and sallied forth 
from the college walls the very next day, intending to emliark 
at Cork for— he scarce knew where— Anieric;a,, oi* any other 
part beyond sea. With his usual heedless imprudence, how- 
ever, he loitered about Dublin until liis finances w'ere reduced 
to a shilling; with this amount of specie lie set out on his 
Journey.;'., 

For three whole days he subsisted on his shilling; when that 
was spent, he parted with some of the clothes from his back, 
until, reduced, almost to nakedness, he was four-and-tweiity 
hours without food, insoimich that he declariul a liantirul i^f 
graypease, given to him by a girl at a wake, ivas one* of the 
most delicious repasts he had ever tasted. JTunger, faiiguc, 
and destitution brought dowm his spirit and calmed his anger. 
Fain w-ould he have retraced Ms -steps, could he hnve done so 
with an,y salvo for the lingerings of his pride. I.ii his extre- 
mity he vonveyed to his brother Henry iidbrmntloii of his dis- 
tress, and of tlie rash project on which he had set His 

afiectionate brother hastened to his relief; furnished him with 
money and clothes; soothed his feelings with gentle (*ouiist*l; 
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prerailed upon him to return to college. an<l eiTected an 
fereut reconciliation between him and Wilder. 

\Wter this irregular sallj" upon life lie reniaiiR-d nearly iwu 
years longer.at the University, giving proofs of talent in ocaae- 
sional translations fi’om the classics, for laie (»i' whirh. ho re- 
ceived a premium, awarded only to tlitise wlio are llu* iivA in 
literary merit. Still he never made nixich ilgui'c at cdlegaa 
his natural disinclination to study being iiit.avasedi hy the 
harsh treatment he continued to experience frcau Iris iiitur. 

Among the anecdotes told of him while at eullege, is one in- 
dicative of that prompt but thoughtless and rdien whimsical 
benevolence which tlu-oiigliout life formed one of tlio most ec- 
centric yet endearing points of his eharatde!*. He was engaged 
to breakfast one day wdth aeollege intimate, lait i‘ai]r*d to makc^ 
Ms appearance. His friend repain*d to liis knooked at 

the door, and was bidden to enter. To his surprise. 1h‘ hound, 
Goldsmith in Ms bed, immersed to his chin in feathers. A 
serio-comic stoxy explained the circumstanee. In the etuirse 
of the preceding evening’s stroll he had met with a woman with 
five children who implored his charily. Her luisliand was in 
the hospital ; she was Just from the country, a straitgva*. am! 
destitute, without food or shelter for her liolpless otrsfiring. 
This -was too much for the kind lieart t*f (hsldsmilli. was 
almost as poor as herself, it is true, and barl no nvmeyln bis 
pocket; but he brought her to the college gatre gave laa* th.e 
blankets from Ms bed to cover her little bruMil, nnd part of In's 
clothes for her to sell and purchase bxod: and. furling himself 
cold during the night, hxid cut open his hnd am.l I, juried himself 
among the feathers. 

. At length, on the 2Ttb of February. IT-hk 0. S.. he was ad.- 
mittecT to .the degree of : Bachelor of Arts, and iu<jk his final 
leave of the University. He wi^s frwl from e‘ullege riiltc that 
emaiicipation so ardently. coveted by the l]ii*ngh1h‘ss sliuhad, 
and wliich too .generxxlly launches him amid tlic^ t‘ares. the 
hardships, and vicissitudes of life. He was fn*f *d, h » c fn Jin the 
brutal tyranny of Wilder. If Ms kind mu} placable nature 
could retain any resentment for past injuries, it; might ha\’e 
been gratified by learning subsequently tliat the passiifiiafe 
career of Wilder was terminated by a violtait death In ilw 
course of a dissolute brawl; but Goldsmith took no delight in 
the rmsfoiijimes even of his enemies. 

He now returned to his Mends, no longer the siutleiit to s|X)rt 
away the happy interval of vacation, but tlio anxious inatg 
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,wlio , is' lieiiceforth, to shift foi’ himself and, make Ms way 
tln-oiigh the world. In fact, he had no legitimate home, to re- 
tiim to. At the death of Ms'father, the paternal house at Lis- 
soy, in which G-oldsmith had passed his childhood, liad been 
taken by Mr. Hodson, who had married his sister Catherine. 
His mother had removed to. Ballymalion, where she .occupied 
a small house, and had to practise the severest frugality. His 
elder brother Henry served the cimacy and taught the school 
of his late father’s parish, and lived in narrow circumstances 
' at Goldsmith’s bii'thpiace, the^old goblin-house at Pallas. 

None of his relatives were in circumstances to aid him mth 
anything more than a temporary home, and the aspect of 
every one seemed somewhat : changed. In fact, his career at 
college had disappointed his friends, and tlioy began to doubt 
Ms being the great genius' they had fancied him. He -whiinsi- 
caliyalliides to this circumstance in that piece rsi’ autobiogra|jliy, 
“ The Man in Black,” in-the-CitiKeii of the World. 

The first opportunity my father had of finding liis expecta- 
tions disappointed was in the middling figure I made at the 
University ; he had flattered himself that lie should sc>oii see me 
rising into the foremost rank in literary re]“)utatioii, but was 
mortified to iiiid me utterly unnoticed and univiiown. His 
c1isaprM>iiitiiieiit might have been partly ascribed to his hoviiig 
overrated my talents,, and- partly to niy dislike of matheiiiatd- 
etil reasonings at a time when my imagination and memory, 
yet unsatisfied, were more eager after new objects than desir- 
ous of reasomng upon those I knew. : This, however, did not 
please my tutors, who observed, indeed, that I was a little 
dull, hut at the same time' allowed' that I seemed to be very 
good-natured, and had no- harm In me. ” 

The only one ofiiis relatives who did not appear to lose foith 
in him was his uncle -Contarine.- This kind and Cinsiderate 
man, it is said, saw in him a warmth. of heart ret|uiriog some 
skill to direct, and a latent genius' that wantc'd time to mature, 
and these impressions none of his -subsequent 
larities wholly obliterated. His purse and alTt^eti* nu therefore, 
as well as his house, were now open to him, and he heeaira^ his 
eliief counsellor and director after his father’s dc*atli. H’e iirgetl 
him to prepare for holy'ordeis, .and others of liis relatives c*hii- 
eiirred in the arlviee. Goldsmith had'a settled repugnaia*e to a 
clerical life. This had been 'ascribed by some to conseiimlloiis 
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scruples, not considenng.Mmself 'of a temper oiui Cranio of inina 
for such a sacred office'; others attributed it to his I'oiiiig pio- 
pensities, and bis desire ■to visit foreign eoiintjies: lit;* liiriLst.'lf 
gives a ivliimsical objection in bis biography of \hv ‘nMoji in 
Black:” ‘‘To be obliged to wear along wig wlien I Jiketl a sliori. 
one, or a black coat when I generally dress<>d in Iirown, I 
tbougbt siieb a restraint upon my liberty that 1 absolrdoly iv- 
jected the proj)osa].” 

In effect, bowever, bis scruples were tivcaTiiied, and ho 
agreed to qualify him>self for tbe otlleo. lie was iuo\- tinly 
twenty-one, and must pass two yea i*s ? >1 j ct ihathni. Tl i f \v wi a** ^ 
two years of ratber loitering, unsettled llbe. hiios he was 

at Lissoy, participating with tboogiitless cipjnrinent in I lie 
rural sports and occupations of Ins bn ab^ in 1 :j V r. 1 hnl - - ai : 
sometimes be iras with his brotlior Henry, at *«ld g. Blia 
mansion at Pallas, assistbig Iiim (^eensi- in ]hV M'linMf. 

Tbe earl}’" marriage and imambitktus retiromi-nt m|‘ Ihany, 
though so subversive of tbe fond plans of hi^; fat h«'r. had prH\%-d 
happy in their results. He was a]n*a<ly :-nmmndwi hv a 
blooming family; be was contented with Iris hit. IhImwhI by 
his parishioners, and lived in tbe daily pnu-lira of all the aiiii- 
abie virtues, and tlie immediate enjryuaau, of thoir iwaard. 

Of the tender affection inspired in the lirea-i of I bdtlsaiiih by 
tbe constant kindness rff this excellent bi'nili.-r. and of i ht^ 
longing recollection with which, in the Itjuely wmidorings oC 
after years, he looked back upon this scene r>f dt ♦mesl le iblioft v. 
weJtave a touching instance in the well-known opiaiiug to Ins 
|)oem of The Traveller:” 

Remote. iHjfi'ieiiilod, TnolarKrhnly. slow. 

Or bj- the lazy Belaid or %viuuh>riiii;j‘ Po: 

* ^ ^ ■ ■ ■« -o:,; 

Where'er I roam, Avhatever rmima to see. 

My heart untraveU'd foiuUv tariK tn tia-i’; 

still to my brother turns witloft*aK5v*H|c 
And drags at each remove a Iciigthenifjg ehaiti. 


Eternal blessings eronvn my enrlit'sr frl-oid, 

And round his dwelling giuirdi'Ui saints siifend ; 
Bless'd he that spot', wh<‘re t'liforfoi gfe-is ndim 
To pause from toil, and trim their ovi-nin^r hr* ; 
Bless'd that abode where watit ami pain r-piur. 
And every stranger fintls a ready chair; 

BlessM be tho.se feasts with simfde pl« nty cro’tvn 
Where all the ruddy fandiy around 
Laugh at the jests or prattks that m*vor huh 
Or sigh with pity at .some inoiuasful laie; 
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Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 

, And learn the luxury of doing good.” 

During this loitering life Goldsmith pursued no study, hut 
rather.: amused himself with misceHaneous ■ reading; such as 
hiography, travels,. poetry, novels,: plays — everything, in short, 
that administered to the imagination. Sometimes he strolled 
along the banks of the river Inny, where, in after years, wlicui 
he liad become famous, his favorite seats and haunts used to 
be pointed out. Often he joined in the rustic sports of the 
villagers,* and became adroit at throwing the sledge, a favorite 
feat of activity and strength in Ireland. Eecollectioiis of these 
'‘healthful sports'’ we find in his “Deserted Village:” 

“ How often have I bless'd the eomirig day, 

Wlien toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all tlie viilag^^ main, frorn labor 

Led tip their sports beneath the sprea<iing tree: 

And many a gambol frolicked o'er the groninl. 

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round.” 

A boon companion in all his riiral amiisements was Ms 
cousin and coHoge crony, Eobert Bryaiiton, with wlioni. he 
sojourned occasionally at Baliymiilvey House in the neiglibor- 
hood. They used to make excursions about the country on 
foot, sometimes fishing, sometimes hiniting otter in the Jiiny. 
Tiiey got uj) a eriimtiu” club at the iittio imi or Bally] naluni, of 
which Goldsmith soon became the oracle and prime wit. aston- 
ishing his unlettered associates by his learning, and being 
(considered capital at a song and a stoi^v. From the rustic 
conviviality of the inn at Ballymalion, and the company 
wliich iis(‘d to assemble there, it is surmised that he took sumo 
hints in after life for his picturing of Tony Lumpkin and his 
associates: **Dick Huggins, the exciseman; Jack ^Slang, the 
lioise doctor; little Aininidab, that giinds tiie musiobox, aiid 
Tom Twist, that spins the pewter platter.” Nay, it is.tiiouglit 
that Tony's drinking song at the “Three Jolly Figimis” was 
but a revival of one of the eonvmal catches at Bally inahoii: 

jorum about, 

And lot us Im*. marry and clever, 

<nir hearts and uur are stuut. 

Here's the Tbsv^e Jolly Pigeons fiU’ ever. 

Let some cry of weodoxrk or hare. 

Your bushmls. your ducks, and yuur widgeons^ 

But of all tile gay birds In file air, 
licrtvs a health to the Threi* Jedly Pigujows, . 

Toroddle, tomidlc, tarolL” 



Notwithstanding all these accomplismneiit«i oiu this rurr 
popularity, Ms Mends beg^li %o *||fe ' and slirn. 

their shoulders when they spoke of him; and his It...’.::.' 
Henry noted with anything but sivtisfactioii his freqiWM- ^ isi; 
to the club at Bnllymahon. He emerged, howofor, unser,!!.,- 
from this dangerous ordeal, more fortunato in this rcsp« 
than his coini-ade Bryanton; but he retained limnighoiit lif 
a fondness for clubs; often, too, in the course of hi.s elicekeitJi 
career, he looked back to this period of i-ural sports and otm 
less enjoyments as one of the few sunny sjhiI.s of his 
life; and though he ultimately rose to associate with birds of i 
finer feather, his heart would still yearn hi mjcret after th 
‘ ‘ Theeb J olly Pigeoxs. " 


CHAPTER III. 


GOLDSfflTH REJECTED BT THE BISHOP—SECOXD SAIXT W 
THE WORLD— TAKES PASSAGE EOR AMERICA— SHIP SAItS 
OUT HIM— RETURJt ON PIDDLE-BACK— A HO.SPITABIJB 
THE COUNSELLOR. 

The time was now amved for Goldsmith to apply for orders 
and he presented himself accordingly before the Bishop 
Elfphn for ordination. We have stated his great objection fe 
clerical life, the obligation to wear a black cent : and, whin) 
sical as it may ajipear, dress seoraetl in fact to !iave furnMid:*! 
obstacle to his entrance into the church. Ho had ever a. pas 
sion for clothing Ms sturdy but awkward little })erson in gaj 
colors; and on tliis solemn occasion, when it was to be sup 
posed his garb would he of suitable gravity-, in- 
luminously amyed in scarlet breeches! He na'i rej.-Vk'd b; 
the bishop; some say for want of sufficient prqr-wi 

tion; his rambles and frolics with Bob Bryanton, and his rcvhl 
with the club at Ballyniahon, having inurh in the way o 
Ms theological studies; others attribute hi-j j i jei-ri.m to 
of his college irregularities, which the l<i.<tu.j> hud receive- 
from his old tyrant Wilder; hut th<iso v.lu' lu.)k ituo tir 
matterwith more knowing eyespronnuttee tie r3«t br- t'cho 
to have been the fundamentM ohj.tctiou. .My frioiidn,’' rav 
Goldsmith, speaking thtou^ his hummus repHWgaafat^ 
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^^^l^kii. iii Meads were now perfectly satis- 

and.yet.thay thoiightit a pity for one that 
ad not the least harm in him, and was so very good-natured.” 
“■3 uncle Oontaiine, however, still remained unwavering in 
kindness, though much less sanguine in his expectations. 
He now looked round for a humbler sphere of action, and 
through his influence and exertions Oliver was received as 
lutor in the family of a Mr. Flinn, a gentleman of the neigh- 
borhood. The situation wvas apparently respectable; he IkkI 
his seat at the table, and joined the family in their domestic 
recreations and their evening game at cards. TIiei*c was a 
servility, however, in his position, which was not to his taste; 
nor did his deference for the family increase upon familiar in- 
tercoxirso. He charged a member of it with unfair play at 
cards. A violent altercation ensued, wit ieh ended in^ his 
throwing up his situation as tutor. On being paid off he found 
himself in possession of an unheard of ainoiiiit of money. His 
wandering propensity and his desire to see the w'^orld were 
instantly in the ascendency. Without (.'onimiinicating Ills 
pkins or intentions to his friends, he procured a good horse, 
and with thiidy pounds in his pocket made his second sally 
foiffh into the world. 


m 




The worthy niece and housekeeper of the hero of Mauelia 
coidd not have been more surprised and dismayed at one of 
the Don's clandestine expeditions, than were the mother and 
friends of Goldsmith when they heard of his mysterious de- 
parture. Weeks elapsed, and notliins; was seen or hoard of 
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him. It was feared that he had left the countiy on one of his 
wandering freaks, and his poor mother was red'm'e<l almost to 
despair, when one day he arrived at lier door ahnost as for- 
lorn in plight as the prodigal son. Of his thirty pounds not a 
drilling was leftj and instead of the gftodiy steed oti w]u(*ii lie 
had issued forth on Ms errantly, he was muimted < m a ,si nay 
•>■<<■’0 pony, which he had nicknamed Fiddle-back. As soon as 
ntbther wa 8 _ well _assured of his safety, she rated him 
undly for his inconsiderate conduct. ITis brothers and sis- 
, were tenderly attached to him, interfered, and sue- 
W ^ Moffifying her ire; and whatever lurking anger the 
inight have, was no doubt effoefually \'an(pi!s]ied 
'PrtiuMieal nmntitivo which he drew up at his 

,te,^ther, if you will sit down ami calmly lisfini to 
shall he fully resolved in e\'cry one of tlm.se 
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many questions you Bave asked me. I wont to Cork and con- 
' verted my horse, wMch you prize so much lii.i?her than h'idtlio- 
baek, into cash, took my passage in a ship hoiiiicl fur AnrTiea. 
and, at the same time, paid the captain fur my freight and all 
the other expenses of my vojmge. But it sf) liapj^enud that the 

vdnd did not answer for three weeks: and yuu kiiuw. mrii!r*r. 

that I could not command the elements. .My niishvrimr * w;is. 
that, when the wind served, I luippiaied in he witli a part\' In 
the country, and my friend the captain never liupiireil after 
ine, blit set sail with. as much iinhilVreiice as if I had l)c‘en on 
hom'd. The reinainder of my time i: eiiiployiMl in the i*lty and 
its environs, viewing everything curious, and you know no one 
can starve while he has money in his poclcra . 

‘^Reduced, however, to my last two guinua-. I liegait to think 
of my dear mother and friends whom 1 had lui't behind me, 
and so bought that generous beast Fiddle-bat*k, and bath* adieu 
to Cork with only five shiliings in my p< n-kei . Hiis, tit be Mire, 
vras but a scanty allowance for man and Ir a'se towanl a juur- 
ney of above a hundred miles; but i ^Ud despair, furl knew 
I must find Mends on the road, 

“ I recollected particularly an old and faithful acquaintance 
I made at college, %vho had often and (‘arueMly pre-M^I me to 
spend a summer with him, and lie livctl but tdglit iriilos inmi 
Cork. This circumstance of vicinity' lie W(„ail.il raxpaliat.t' «.iii to 
me with peculiar emphasis. ^\Ve shalld siiys he. •enji»y tiif) 
delights of both city and country, and you .shall oonumuid my 
stable and my purse.’ 

.‘‘However, upon the way I mot a I'loor woman all .In tr*aw, 
who .told me her husband had been arri‘Stc‘d h>ra di*hf lie* was 
not able to pay, and that his eight cliiidmi inns! now starve, 
bereaved as they were of his industry, wliieh had bi^cn llmir 
only support. I thought myself at honit\ imt- far friim 

my good friend’s house, and therefore parted with a iiioir'ty of 
all my store; and pray, mother, ought 1 not to liavr‘ giv< ii her 
the other half c^o^vn. for what she got wouhl ht' of iitllc lue fo 
her? However, I soon arrived at the luansitm of my af!b?iii m- 
ate Mend, guarded by the vigilance id a lingo iiinslili; who 
flew at me and would have torn me to piei*C4 bii! for tin* assist- 
ance of a woman, whose couiitenariee was iioi loss grim ffiaii 
that of the dog; yet she with great hiimaiuty relieved me from 
the jaws of this Cerberus, and was prerailcnf on to curry up my 
name to her master. 

- ‘' Without suflering mo to wait long, my oM friend* who was 
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then recovering from a 'Severe lifc of sickness, eauif" ^Itnvii iii his 
nightcap, iiightgomi, and slippers, and enibrneeil ni,.* with thcs 
most coniiai \ve] come, showed mo in, and, ailcr giving iih‘ a 
history of his iiidisposition, assured mo that ]iecoin*’‘deivd lum 
self peeiiliaiij^dorkimite ill having iiiiiler Ids roof the num livj 
most loved on earth, and whoso stay with him iimsi, alMwe all 
things, contribute to perfect Ms vecovvvy. 1 now repmniHl 
soreiyi had not given the poor woman the other hah: crown, 
as I thought all my Mbs of humanity woiiiil he ]mji(‘iuMliy an- 
swered by this worthy man. I revealed tohiiiiniv wlioie siuii; 
I opened to him all my distresses; and freely owiietl that 1 had 
but one half crown in my pocket; but that now, liki‘ a. ship 
after weathering out the storm, I considered secure In a 

safe and hospitable harbor. He made no answer, hut walked 
about the room, rubbing Ms hands as one in liei-]? study. This 
I imputed to the sympathetic feelings of a ten»h?r iieart, whieii 
increased 1113’' esteem for him, and, as that inereasi^d, I gave tlio 
most favorable interpi'etation to his silence. I const nied it Into 
delicacy of sentiment, as if he dreaded to w'oimd my juidt^ by 
expressing Ms coinniiseration in words, leaving Ids geiKMYnis 
conduct to speak for itself. 

“It now^ approached six .0 clock in the evening; and as I had 
eaten no breakfast, and as 1113" s}, arils were raHed, my appetite 
for dinner grew' uncommon] v' keen. At length the efl wannau 
came into the room with two plates, one spoon, ami a* dirty 
cloth, which she laid upon the table. Tiiis appearance, wif-hout 
increasing my spirits, did not diminish 103- II, y pro- 

tectress soon returned with a siiiali bowl at sago, a small por- 
ringer of sour milk, a loaf of staJc brown hivad, and the heel of 
an old cheese all over crawling with mites. Hy friend apolu- 
giised that his illness obliged him to live on slops, and that bet- 
ter fare was not in the 'house; observing, at the sarno tiima 
that a milk diet was certaml3" the most healthful; run! at elgfd 
o’clock lie again recommended a regniar life, declariir: that 
his part lie would He down with the Iamb and /vV wlih the hir/a 
M3’' hunger was at this time so exceeding1,y sharplhat T wishetl 
for another slice of the loaf, but was obliged to go in lietl with- 
out even that refreshment. 

“This lenten entertainment I had received made luo r<‘;-^fdve 
to depart as soon as possible'; accordingly, next morning, when 
I spoke of going, he did not oppose mimvsoluiiou : ho raTlior 
commended my design, adding some veiw sage c^otins'l upon 
the occasion, To be sin*c,’ said ho, * the Imiger you stay aivay 


34 


OLIVER aOLDSMJTlL 


from your mother, the more you will grieve her and your other 
friends; and possibly they are already afflicted at hearing of 
this foolish expedition you have made.’ NotAvitlistaudiag all 
this, and without any hope of softening such a s<“>rdid heart, I 
again renewed the tale of my distress, and asking ‘]i«>w ]je 
thought I could travel above a hundred miles upon one hall; 
crown?’ I begged to borrow a single guinea, wiiich I assured 
bill! should be repaid with thanks. ‘ xkiid you know, sir,’ said 
I, ‘ it is no more than I have done for you.’ To which he iirnily 
answered, ‘Why, look you, Mr. Goldsmith, that is neither here 
nor there. I have paid you all you ever lent me, and this 
sickness of mine has left me bare of cash. Bnt I have be- 
thought myself of a conveyance for you ; sell your Iioi'se, and I 
will furnish you a much better one to ride on.’ I readily 
grasped at his proposal, and begged to see the nag: on wliicli 
he led me to his bedchamber, and from under the bed h<? pulled 
out a stout oak stick. , Mlere he is,’ said he; ‘take this in your 
hand, and it will carry you to your mother's with mure safety 
than such a horse as you ride.’ I was in doubt, when I got it 
into my hand, whether I should not, in the first place, apply it 
to his pate; hut a rap at the street door made tlie wretch fly t<> 
it, and when I returned to the parlor, he intriHluced me, as if: 
nothing of the kind had happened, to the gentleman who en- 
tered, as Mr. Goldsmith, his most ingenious and woiiliy friend, 
of whom he had so often heard him speak with z-a]:)tiire. I 
could scarceh^ compose myself, and must have betrayed indig- 
nation in my mien to the stranger, who wns a counsel lor-at- 
law’' ill the neighborhood, a man of engaging aspect and polite 
address. 

‘‘After spending an hour, he asked my fiieiiil a ml me to 
dine with Mm at his house. This I declined at first, as I 
wished to have no farther communication wdtli my hrispitalie 
friend; but at the solicitation of both I at last eous<,*nti-‘d, d<- 
terniiiied as I was by two motives: one, that I was prejudiced 
ill favor of the looks and manner of the counsellor: an<l the 
other, that I stood in need of a comfortable dinner. And 
there, indeed, I found everything that I could wisli, abninb 
anee without profusion, and elegance without aflectatiom la 
the evening, wiien my old friend, wiio had eaten very 
fully at his neighbor’s table, but talked again of lying d^iwn 
with the iamb, made a motion to me for retiring, our grsKS’oiis 
host requested I should take a bed with him, ii]k1!i wbit'h I 
plainly told my old friend that he might go home and take 
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care of tlie horse he had given me, but that I should never re- 
enter his doors. He went away with a laugh, leaving me to 
add this to the other little things the counsellor already knew 
of his plausible neighbor. 

^‘xlnd now, my dear mother, I found sufficient to reconcile 
me to all iiiy follies; for here I spent three 'whole days. The 
counsellor had two sweet girls to his daughters, who played 
enchantingly on the harpsichord; and yet it was but a mel- 
ancholy pleasure I felt the first time I heard them; for that 
being the first time also that either of them had touched the 
instrument since their mother’s death, I saw the tears in 
silence trickle do'^vm their father’s cheeks. I every day en- 
deavored to go awary, but every day was pressed and obliged 
to stay. On my going, the counsellor offered me his pui'se, 
with a horse and servant to convey me home ; but the latter I 
declined, and only took a guinea to bear my necessary ex- 
penses on the road. 

^‘OlIVEE G'OLDSMITH. 

“To Mrs. Aune Goldsmith, Balljmalion.” 

Such is the story given by the poet-errant of tliis bis second 
sally in quest of adventures. We cannot but think it was 
here and there touched up a little with the fanciful pen of the 
future essayist, with a view to amuse his mother and soften 
her vexation; ].)ut even in these respects it is valuable as 
showdng the early ]3lay of his humor, and his happy knack of 
extracting sweets from that worldly experience which to 
others yields nothing but bitterness. 


CHAPTEE IV. 

SALLIES FORTH AS A LAW STUDEXT— -STUMBLES AT THE OUTSET 
--COUSIX JANE ANjD THE VALENTINE — xi FABIILY ORACLE — SAL- 
LIES FORTH AS A STUDENT OF MEDICINE— -HOCUS-POCUS OF A 
BOARDING-HOUSE— TRANSB’O'E.MATIONS OP xL LEfi OF MUTTON— 
THE 3IOCK GHOST— SKETCHES OF SCOTLAND — TRIALS OF TOADY- 
IS3I — A poet’s purse FOR A . CONTINENTAL TOl'IL ' 

A NEW consultation was held .among CtoIcI smith’s friends as 
to his fatiiro course, and it vras determined he should try tlio 
Jaw. His uncle Contarine' agreed to ad’^amc^o the necessary 
funds, and actually furnished him with fifty pounds, with 
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:wliicli lie set ofi for London, to enter on liis stiulies at the 
Temple. Unfortunately, he fell in company at Dublin -witli a 
Eoscommon acquaintance, one whose wits had l>eoii slavnened 
about town, who beguiled him into a gambling-lrjuse, and 
soon left him. as penniless as when he bestrode the redoubtable 
Fiddle-back. 

He -was so ashamed of this fresh instance of gross LiH-Mlless- 
ness and imprudence that he remained some time in indjliii 
without communicating to his friends his destitute eonditioii. 
They heard of it, how^ever, and he wars invited back to the 
country, and indulgently forgiven by his generous but 

less readily by his mother, who W'ES mortified and di>slieart- 
ened at seeing all her early hopes of him so repeatedly blighted. 
His brother Henry, too, began to lose |)utieiiee at these suc- 
cessive failures, resulting from thoughtless indiscretion: and 
a quarrel took place, which for some time interrupted their 
usually affectionate intercom'se. 

The only home w^here poor erring Goldsmith still rec*ei\'ed a 
welcome was the parsonage of his aifectiouate, forgiving 
uncle. Here he used to talk of literatiii’e with grH-‘d, 
simple-hearted man, and delight him and his daughter with 
his verses. Jane, his early playmate, w^as novr the vmnian 
grown; their intercourse was of a more intellectual kintl rliaii 
formerly; they discoursed of poetry and music; slie |>layt*d on 
the harpsichord, and he accompanied her wutli his flute. The 
music may not have been very artistic, as he nevt*r porform<:‘d 
but by ear; it had probably as much merit as the |>oetry, 
wliicli, if we may judge by the following specimen, was as jet 
but juvenile: 

TO A YOUNG LABY ON VALENTINE’S BAY. 

WITH THE HEAWING OF A HEART. 

Witli submission al your shrine, 

Comes a heart your Valentine ; 

From the side where onee it grew. 

See it panting Hies to you. 

Take it, fair one, to j'oiir breast. 

Soothe the fluttering thing to rest; 

Let the gentle, spotless toy. 

Be your sweetest, greatest Joy; 

Every night when wrapp’d in sleep, 

Next your heart the conquest keep; 

Or if dreams your fancy move. 

Hear it whisper me and love; 

Then in pity to the swain. 

Who must heartless else remain, 
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Soft as gentle dewy show’ rs, 

Slow descend on April il»w’rs; 

Soft as gentle riv’Jets glide, 

Steal unnoticed to my side; 

If the gem you have to spare, 

Take your own and place it there. 

If tMs valentine was intended for the fair Jane, and expres- 
sive of a tender sentiment indulged by the stripling poet, it 
was unavailing, as not long afterward she was married to a 
Mr. Lawder. We trust, however, it w^as but a poetical pas- 
sion of that transient kind which grows up in idleness and ex- 
hales itself in rhyme. While Oliver was thus piping and poet- 
izing at the parsonage, his uncle Contarine received a visit 
from Dean Goldsmith of Cloy ne; a kind of magnate in the 
wide but improvident family connection, throughout vdiich 
his word was law and almost gospel. This august dignitary 
was pleased to discover signs of talent in Oliver, and suggested 
that as he had attempted divinity and law without success, lie 
should now try physic. The advice came from too important 
a source to be disregarded, and it was determined to send him 
to Edinhurgh to commence his studies. The Bean Iiaving 
given the advice, added to it, we tiTist, his blessing, but no 
money ; tliat was furnished from the scantier purses of Gold- 
smith's brother, his sister (Mrs. Hodson) and his ever ready 
uncle, Contarine. 

It was in the autumn of 175.8 that Goldsmith arrived in 
Edinburgh. His outset in that city came near adding to the 
list of his indiscretions and disasters. HaA’ing taken lodgings 
at haphazard, he left his trunk there, containing all his worldly 
effects, and sallied forth to see the town. Afivv sauntering 
about the streets until a late hour, he tlioiiglit of retinaiiog 
home, wlicn, to his confusion, he found be had iiot acquainted 
himself with the name either of his landlady or of the strcnd- in 
which she lived. Fortunately, in the height of In’s wldinsk^al 
perplexity, he met the caw^Iy or porter who had caii*ie<i his 
trunk, and who now served him as a guide. 

He did not remain long in the lodgings In which lie had ]>ut 
up. The hostess was too adroit at that hoeiis-poeiis of the 
table which often is practised- In' cheap boardiiig-lioiises. No 
o.ne could conjure a single Joint 'through a greater varkd y of 
forms, A loin of mutton, according to Gtldsiuilhs act*ouut, 
would serve him and twolellow-stiidents a whale week. A 
brandered chop was served up one day, a fried steak another, 
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collops with onion sauce a third, and so on iintii the iiosliy 
parts were quite consumed, when finally" a dish of breth was 
manufactured from the bones on the seventh day, and the 
landlady rested from her labors.” Goldsmith litid a good- 
humored mode of taking things, and for a short time amusiHl 
himself with the shifts and expedients of his laiidindy, whicli 
struck him in a ludicrous manner; he soon, hewt^ver, iell in 
with fellow-students from his own country, whom liu joined at ^ 
more eligible quarters. 

He now attended medical lectures, and attaclied himself to 
an association of students called the Medical Society. lie set 
out, as usual, with the best intentions, but, as usual, snon fell 
into idle, convivial, thoughtless habits. Edinhinvh was in- 
deed a place of sore trial for one of his ternpei-amtail. Gon- 
vivial meetings wei*e all the vogue, and tlie la^’er;il was the 
universal rallying-place of good-fellowship. And xhtm Gold- 
smith’s intimacies lay chiefly among tlie Ii*ish students, wh<> 
were always ready for a wDd freak and fi\>Iie, Aim >ng them 
he was a prime favorite and soinewdiat of a ]c*adtu*, fr<an Ids 
exuberance of spirits, his vein of hinnur. and Ids talent at 
singing an Irish song and telling an Irish story. 

His usual carelessness in money matters attended? him. 
Though his supxdies from home were scanty and irreunlar, lie 
never could bring himself into habits of prudence aiui econ- 
omy; often he tvas stripped of all his present finances at play: 
often he la\dshed them away in fits of ungiiardeti charity or 
generosity. Sometimes among his boon eoinj}ardt.ms lie as- 
sumed a ludicrous swagger in money matters, wldtdi nu one 
afterward was more ready than himself to laugh at. At a 
convivial meeting "with a number of his fellow-sualenis, hi^ 
suddenly proposed to draw lots with any pre^cait which 
of the two. should treat the whole party to the play. Tlr* 
moment the proposition had bolted from his Ii|js. his heart 
was in Ms throat. ‘‘ To my great though secret joyT said lie, 
'‘they ail declined the challenge. Had it been accepted, ami 
had I proved the loser, a part of my wardrobe must have been 
pledged in order to raise the money. ” 

At another of these meetings there was an earnest dispute 
on the question of ghosts, some being firm believers in, the* pos- 
sibility of departed spirits returning to visit their iVieuds and. 
familiar haunts. One of the disputants set sail the next 
day for London, but the vessel put back through stress of 
weather. His return was unknown except to one of the be- 
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lievers in ghosts, who concerted with him a trick to be played 
off on the opposite party. In the evening, at a meeting of the 
students, the discussion was renewed; and one of, the most 
strenuous opposers of ghosts was asked whether he considered 
himself proof against ocular demonstration? He persisted In 
Ms .scoffing. Some solemn process of conjuration ivas per- 
formed, and the comrade supposed to be on his way to Lon- 
don made his appearance. The effect was fatal. The unbe- 
liever fainted at the sight, and ultimately went' mad. We 
have no account of what share Goldsmith took in this transac- 
tion, at which he was present. 

The following letter to his friend Bryaiiton contains some of 
Goldsmith’s impressioms concerning Scotland and its iiiliabi- 
taiits, and gives indications of that humor which characterized 
some of Ms later writings. 

^^liobert Bryanton, at BaUymalion^ Ireland. 

‘‘ Edin BIT RGH, September S6, 1753. 

“My dear Bob: How many good excuses (and you know 
I was ever good at an excuse) might I call up to vindicate my 
past shameful silence. I might tell ho%v I wrote a long letter 
on my first coming hither, and seem vastly angry at roy not 
receiving an answer; I might allege that business (with busi- 
ness you kno5v I was always pestered) had never given me 
time to finger a pen. But I sux:>press those and twenty more 
as plausible, and as easily invented, since they, iingiit be at- 
tended with a slight inconvenience of being Icnown to be lies. 
Let me then speal?: truth. An hereditary iiKloIouco (I have it 
from the mother's side) 'has hitherto prevented my writing to 
you, and. still jirevents my writing at least twenty-five letters 
more, due to my friends in Ireland. No tuiii-spit-dog gets up 
into his wheel with more reluctance than I sit down to write; 
yet no dog ever loved the roast meat he turns better than I do 
.him I now address. 

Yet what shall I say now I am entered? Shall I tire you 
with a description of this unfruitful country; wiiero I must 
lead you over their hills all brown with lieath, or thcfir valleys 
scarcely able to feed a ivabbit? '.Man alone seems to bo the only 
creature who has arrived to the natural size in tin's poor soil 
Every part of the country' presents the same dismal Iaudsca|:»e. 
No grove, nor brook, lend their music to elieer the stranger, or 
make the inhabitants forget 'their poverty. Yet with all t-liese 
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■disadTOntages to .call Mm down to humility, a Seotelimaii is 
one of tlie proudest things alive. Tlie poor have pride ever 
read^^ to telieve them. If mankind should ha|‘)2'^cii to despise 
them, they are masters of theii* own admiration, and that tliey 
can plentifully bestow upon themselves. 

''From their pride and poverty, as I take it, results one ad- 
vantage this country enjoys—namely, the gentlemen hero are 
much better bred than among us. No such cliaracter Iiere as 
our fox-hunters; and they have expressed great surprise when 
I informed them that some men in Ireland of one thousand 
pounds a, year spend them -whole lives in miming after a hare, 
and drinking to be drunk. Truly if such a heiiig, eoidpped in 
his hunting dress, came among a circle of Scotch gentry, they 
would behold him with the same astonisliinent that a country- 
man does King George on horseback. 

“The men here have generally high clieek bones, and are 
lean and swarthy, fond of action, dancang in partieiila!\ Now 
that I have mentioned dancing, let me say sranetliing ef tlieir 
balls, which are very frequent here. Wlien a strangtn* enters 
the dancingdiail, he sees one end of the i\-»oni taken up by the 
ladies, who sit dismally in a group by themselves: in the otiuu’ 
end stand their pensive partners that are to be: but im riiore 
intercourse bet-^veen the sexes than there is lietuaM-n two 
countries' at -war. The ladies indeed may ogle, ami tlii:* gentle- 
men sigh; but an embargo is laid on any closer oamaovee. 
At length, to interrupt hostilities, the lady directi-oss, or in- 
tendant, or what you -wull, pitches upon a lady and geniletnaii 
to walk a minuet; -whieh they perform witli formality that vq> 
proaches to despondence- After five or six eoujde have thus 
walked the gauntlet, all stand up to country dances; each 
gentleman furnished with a partner from the abu'csaicl lady 
dh’ecti’ess; so they dance much, say nothing, and thus c'cac 
eludes oiu* assembly. I told a Scotch gentleinaii that such 
profoimd silence resembled the anciemt procH^s<i<»n uf ihe 
Eoman matrons in honor of Ceres; and gentleman 

told me (and, faith, I believe he was right) that I was a very 
great pedant for my pains. 

“Now I am come to the ladies; and to show that I love 
Scotland, and everything that belongs to so charming a 
country, I insist on it, and will give him leave to break iny 
head that denies it — that the Bcoteh ladies are ton tfiousand 
times finer and handsomer than the Irish, To be mn\ now, 

I see your sisters Betty and Peggy vastly surpri^ietl at my 



OLIVER BOLDSMITIL 


41 


partiality — ^biit tell them flatly, I don’t value tliem~or tlieir 

fine skins, or eyes, or good sense, or a potato;— for I say, 

and will maintain it; and as a convincing proof (I am in a 
great passion) of what I assert, the Scotch ladies say it them- 
selves. But to be less serious; where will you find a language* 
so prettily become a pretty mouth as the broad Scotch? And 
the women here speak it in its highest purity; for instance, 
teach one of your young ladies at home to pronounce the 
‘Whoarwull I gong? ’with a becoming widening of mouth, 
and I’ll lay my life they’ll wound every hearer. 

‘‘We have no such character here as a coquet, but alas ! how 
many envious prudes ! Some days ago I walked into my Lord 
Kilcoubry’s (don’t be surprised, my lord is but a glover),’*^ when 
the Duchess of Hamilton (that fair who sacrificed her beauty 
to her ambition, and her inward peace to a title and gilt eqiii- 
page) passed by in her chariot; her battered husband, or more 
properly the guardian of her charms, sat by her side. Straight 
envy began, in the shape of no less than three ladies who >sat 
with me, to find faults in her faultless form. ‘For in y part,’ 
says the first, ‘I think wdiat I always thought, that the Duch- 
ess has too much of the red in her complexion.’ ‘Madam, I 
am not of your opinion,’ says the second; ‘ I think her face has 
a palish cast too much on the delicate order.’ ‘ And let me tell 
you,’ added the third lady, whose mouth was puckei'ed up to 
the size of an issue, ‘ that the Duchess has fine lips, but she 
wants a mouth.’ At this every lady drew up her mouth as if 
going to pronounce the letter P. 

“But how ill, my Boh, does it become me to ridicule women 
with whom I have scarcely any correspoiidenee ! Thc're are, 
’tis certain, handsome women here; and ’tis certain they ha,\x> 
handsome men to keep them company. An ugly and poor 
man is society only for himself ; and such society the world 
lots me eiijoj^ in great abundance. Fortune has given ^'ou cir- 
cumstances, and nature a person to look charming In the eyes 
of the fair. Nor do I envy my dear Bob such Idessings, while 
I may sit down and laugh at the world and at myself— ti a ^ 
most ridiculous object in it. But you see I am grown down- 
right splenetic, and perhaps the fit may coiitlnuc till I receive 


William Mac-lrllan, wlio claimed the title, and son suciHU'ded irs cstnhlsvh^ 

Ins tli€^ claim in ITTJi The father is said to Lw? voted at the elethirm of the .six- 
teen Teers for Scotland, and to have sold gloves in the lobby at thisaiid ifublic 
assemblages. 
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an answer to tliis. I know jon cannot send me mndi news 
from Bailymalion, but such as it is, send it all; erer ythfiig you 
send -will be agreeable to me. 

"bias George Conway put .up a sign yet; or Joliii BirJey left 
off drinking drams; or Tom Allen got a new wig? But I leave 
you to your owm choice what to write. bTliile I live, knuve 
you have a true friend in yours, etc., etc., 

‘'Oliver Gra'j)SMiTH. 

^‘P.S. Give sincere respects (not compliments, do joii 
mind) to your agreeable family, and give my ser\-;'„'e to my 
mother, if you see her; for, as you express it hi Ireland. I have 

a sneatoig kindness for her still. Direct* to me, . Biudent 

in Physic, in Edinburgh.” 
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Nothing worthy of preservation appcarc‘d from ]x>n dur- 
ing his residence in Edinburgh; and indeed las poelical ]>iovers. 
highly as they had been estimated by his friends, liad not as 
yet produced anything of superior m.erit. lie ^ >a rmc ni> 
casion a month’s excursion to the Highlands. s<'i tmt 
first day on foot,” says he, in a letter to his uncle i^untariirx 
“but an ilbnaturod corn I have on my toe iuis foi* ilm 
prevented that cheap mode of travelling: is:> liie sectmd day I 
hired a horse about the size of a ram, an<I lie walked way « trot 
he could not) as pensive as Ms master. ” 

During Ms residence in Scotland Ms convivial talent - gained 
Mm at one time attentions in a high quarter, whi^'In ]io\vev(a% 
he had the good sense to appreciate eoiToetly, I Invo spent/' 
says he, in one of his letters, .“more than a fiaiiilgiit i^very 
second day at tlie Duke of HamihonV,: lau it sr-mn,-' they like 
me more as a jester than as a coiiipaniun, so I disdaliictl so ser- 
vile an employment as imvrorthy my ealllngas a ]*]i>‘rk'ian.” 
Herew^e again find the origin of another passage* in his auto- 
biography, under the character of the in Blaci./’ when- 

in that worthy figures as a flatterer to a great man. At 
first,” says he, “I was surprised that the situation of a flat- 
terer at a great man’s table could be thoiigln: dis:ig!‘c*eahle: 
there was no great trouDle in listening attentively wlien liis 
lordship spoke, and laughing when he iookc^d roiiiiil foi* ap- 
plause. This, even good .'.manners might have obliged lue to 
perform. I found, however, too soon. Ms icrdship was a 
greater dunce than myself, and from that moment ilatttwy was 
at an end. I now rather aimed at setting Mm right, than at 
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receiving 'Ms absurdities with ■submission: .to flatter those we 
do not know is an easy task; but to flatter our intimate ac- 
qiiaintaiices, all whose foibles are strongly in our, eyes, is 
drudgery hisuppoi-table. Every time I now opened my lips 
in praise,, iny. falsehood went, to my conscience; his. lordship 
soon perceived me to be very unfit for his service: I was, 
theref o.re discharged. ; 1113’ patron at the same time being gra- 
cioiisty pleased to observe that he- believed I was tolerablj^ 
good-iiatm*ed, and had not the least harm in me.” 

After spending two' winters at Edinbiii'gh, Goldsmith pre- 
pared to finish his medical studies on the Continent, for which 
his uncle Contarine agreed to furnish the funds. “I intend^’ 
said he, in a letter to his uncle, ‘‘to visit Paris, where tlie 
great Earheim, Petit, and Du Hamel de Monceaii insti‘uet 
their pupils in all the branches of medicine. Tliej’' si.ieak 
French, and consequent^ I shall have much the advantage of 
most of 1113" coimtr3^men, as I am i3erfectl3" acquainted with 
that language, and few who leave Ireland are so. I shall 
spend the sxiring and summer in Paris, and the beginning of 
next winter go to Le3^den. The great Albiniis is still alive 
there, and ’twill be proper to go, though onlj" to have it said 
that we have studied in so famous a universit3r. 

As I shall not have another opportanit3' of reeciviiig mone.v 
from 3’-our boimt3’ till my return to Ireland, so I luivo drawn 
for the last sum that 1 hope I shall ever trouble you for ; dis 
£20. And now, dear sir, let me here acknowledge the lui]niiit:3’' 
of the station in which 3^011 found me ; let me tell liow I was 
despised by most, and hateful to m3?'self. PovertAx Iiopelesa* 
poveidy, wms m3" lot, and MeIanchol3^ was begiuniug to make 
me her own. When 3^11— but I stop here, to inquire liow 3a:Hir 
health goes on? How does*m3" cousin Jenii.v, and has she rt> 
covered her late complaint? How" does m3'' poor Jack Gol<I« 
smith? I fear his disorder is of such a nature as he won't 
ea.:Sil3" recover. I wish, m3^ dear' sir, 3'OU u'-oiild make me 
happ3" l)j another letter before I go abroad, tor there I shall 
hardl}"’ hear from 3mii. . Give my— how shall I express it I 

Give 3:113" earnest love to Mr. and Ife. Lawder.” 

Mrs. Lawder was Jane, Ms earl3^' pla3"mate~tlie object of 
bis valentine— his fh*st poetical inspiration. She bad been 
for some til ne maiTied. 

Medical instruction, it will be perceived, was the ostfaisible 
motive for this visit to the.. Continent, but the real oik.% In ail 
probability, was his long-cherished desme to see foreign parts. 
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This, however, he would not acknowledge even to Iiaiiself. I rat 
sought to reconcile his roving propensities with srraie grond 
moral purpose. ''I esteem the traveller who iiistniets the 
>1ieart,” says he, in one of his subsequent writings. hut despise 
him who only indulges the imagination. A inari who letives 
home to mend himself and others is a philosopher; hut he who 
goes from country to country, guided by the hiiiiil Impulse of 
curiosity, is only a vagabond.” He, of course, to travel as 
a philosopher, and in truth his outfits for a eoiiiineiital tour 
were in character. shall carry just Xilo to h'ranetg" said he, 
/‘with good store of clothes, shirts, etie, and that with 
economy -will suffice.” He forgot to make nientif»a of his 
wdiichit will be found had occasionally to couv^ in ]»iay when 
economy could not replenish his purse, nor philosupliy ihid. 
him a supper. Thus slenderly provided with iiione.y, pru- 
dence, or experience, and almost as slightly guardod against 
“ hard ' knocks” as the hero of La Hancha. whuse head -piece 
was half iron, half-pasteboard, he made his tiiial sally foidh 
upon the world ; hoping all things ; Ix'Iita* i n g a 1 1 things; ii 1 1 1 e 
anticipating the checkered ills in store for him: litllo thinking 
wdien he penned his valedictory letter to his d. lui'-le (haita- 
rine, that he tvas never to see liim more: never to rfturn after 
all his waandering to the friend of his infancy: neviu’ to revisit 
his early and fondly-remembered luuiiits at “svioei Lissoy" 
and Baliymahon. 


CHxiPTEP. ¥. 

THE AGBEEABLE FELLOW - PASSENGIHS RfSlCS FiJOM FRIFXnS 
PICKED UP by the wayside— SKETCHES OF imLLAXD AM.) 
THE DUTCH— SHIFTS WmiLE A POOR STUDKAT .IT LEYDKX— ■ 
THE TULIP SFECULATIOX— THE PROVmEXT FLUTE --SO, lot'RX 
AT PAEIS— SKETCH OF VOLTAIEE—TKATFXfAXU SHIFTS 0 ¥ A 
PHILOSOPHIC VAGABOND, 

His usual indiscretion attended Goldsmith at the very outset 
of Ms foreign enterprise. He had intended tr> tnki‘ shipf ling oh 
Leith ioT Holland; but on arriving at that jiort lie h a sliit) 
about to sad for Bordeaux, with six agi-eeahle pnssenev-rs, 
whose acquaintance he had probably made at the inu. He was 
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not 'a man to resist a sudden impulse; so, instead of embarking 
for Holland, be found liimself ploughing the seas on liis way to 
the other side of the Continent. Scarcely had the ship been 
two daj^'s at sea, when she was driven by stress of weather to 
■Hewcastle-iipon-Tyne, Here “of course'’ Goldsmith and. his 
agreeable fellow-passengei's found it expedient to go on shore 
and “refresh themselves after the fatigues of the voyage.” 
“ Of course” they frolicked and made merry until a late hour 
in the evening, when, in the midst of their hilarity, the door 
was burst open, and a sergeant and twelve grenadiers entered 
with fixed bayonets, and took the whole coii^dvial party pri- 
soners. 

It seems that the agreeable companions with whom our 
greenhorn had struck up such a sudden intimacy were Scotcli- 
men in the French service, who had been in Scotland enlisting 
recruits for the French army. 

In vain Goldsmith protested his innocence ; he was marched 
off with his fellow-revellers to prison, whence he witli diffi- 
culty obtained his release at the end of a fortnight. With his 
customary facility, however, at palliating his misadventures, 
he found everytliiiig turn out for tlie best. His imprisoii- 
ment saved Ms life, for during his detention the sliip proceeded 
on her vo^^age, but was wrecked at the mouth of the Garonne, 
and all on board perished. 

Goldsmith’s second embarkation was for Holland direct, and 
in nine days he arrived at Rotterdam, whence he j>roeeeded, 
without anymore deviations, to Leyden. He gives a whimsical 
picture, in one of Ms letters, of the appearance of the HI)lhmd- 
ers. “The modern Dutchman is quite a different creature 
from Mm of former times : he in everything imitates a French- 
man Mit in Ms easy, disengaged air. He is vastly ceremonious, 
and is, perhaps, exactly what a Fiunchman might have been 
.ill the' reign of Louis XIV, Such are the better bred. But tlie 
.downright .Hollander is one o.f the oddest figures in nature. 
Upon a lank head of hair he wears a half-cocked narj*nw hat, 
laced with black riband; no coat, but seven waistcoats and 
nine pair of breech, cs, so that his hips reach up almost to liis 
armpits. This well-clothed vegetable is noiv fit to see company 
or make love. But what a pleasing creature is tlie olijeet of 
Ms apj)etite ! why, she 'wears a large fur, cap, with a deal of 
Flanders lace ; and for every pam of breeches he carries, she 
puts on two petticoats. 

“A Dutch lady burns notMng about her |ihlegmatic admirer 
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but his tobacco. You must know, sir, every wom'in l■;^r.r!es in 
her hand a stove of coals, which, when she sits, she .snugs 
under her petticoats, and at this chimney dozing Strephon 
lights his pipe.” 

In the same letter he contra.sts Scotland and Holland. 
“There lulls and rocks intercept every pi-ospoid : licre it is 
all a continued plain. Them you might see a w^i!-dros.<:,-d 
Duchess issuing from a dirty close, and here a dii't>' Dutcluiuui 
inhabiting a palace. The Scotch may bo comiKired l > a tulip, 
planted in duirg; but I can ne^^er .see a Duteliinan in his own 
house hut I think of a magnificent Egyptian temple dedicated 
to an ox.” 

The country itself awakened his adiniratio;'. •■Xothing.” 
s.q.v l he, “can equal its beauty: wherever 1 mr .y.'s, jiiie 
houses, elegant gardens, statues, grottoe.-i. vi,'.i;i~. iheJii- 

selves; but when you enter their towns you ai'i* I'harined be- 
yond description. No misery is to lie scon liere: ev.Tv one i.s 
usefully cinploved.” And again, ui liis noble ilesiTipti(.(n in 
“The TraveUer;” 

‘‘To men of otlitn* minds my l‘;iney 
Inibosom'd in tbe dct*n where iiullanvl 
^rethinks lier ])atieni .<on.s iH'iVn-e me simbh 
Wlien.‘ tile bread t>oea!t leans tiie iand, 

Ami. sedulous In >tDp ihe eoiuiiid: ilde. 

Lift the tall rnrnpire's ariideial uri le. 

Onward, inerliinks, ami diUp-mdy 

The firm conneeted bulwark seenw to prow. 

Spreads its loiijr arms amid the watejp' 

Scoops out an empire, and usurps fhe shrire, 

While the pent ocean, ri'^in.p o'er the jdle. 

Sees an amphibious world befedv jiim s;,«, if,. : 

The slow canal, the ytdiow l;do.>:stm:'d udr. 

The willow-tufted bank, the pHdin.p sail, 

The crowtlod mart, the cultiv.’Ued plain. 

A new creation rescued from his rtdpn/’ 

He remained about a year at Leyden. attendi,nK t!h* leetures 
of Gaubius on claeioistry and Albinus on auatiduy : t!uni.u'b Ills 
studies are said to have been niiseella neons, and dirt‘rd<nl to 
literature rather than science. The tl i irt y4 h i ‘no | in 1 1 nd s with 
which he had set out on his travels were stdon t‘onaniaii aiitl 
he was put to many a shift to meet his expenses mil il Kk pre- 
carious remittances should arrive. He had a pent! iVieirl* on 
these occasions in a fellow-student and count ryaiati. liaiucil 
Ellis, who aftei’ward rose to eminence as a piiysfcian. He 
used frcxiueiitly to loan small sums to Goldsinitli' wluidi wan 
always scrupulously paid, Ellis discovered the hmiiU} merits 
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of the poor awkward student, and used to declare in after life 
that it was a common remark in Leyden, that in all the pecu- 
liarities of Goldsmith, an elevation of mind was to be noted ; a 
philosophical tone and manner; the feelings of a gentleman, 
and the language and information of a scholar.” 

Sometimes, in his emergencies, .Goldsmith undertook to 
teach the English language. It is true he , was ignorant of 
the Dutch, but he had a smattering of the French, picked 
up among the Irish priests at Ballymahoii. He depicts his 
whimsical embarrassment in this respect, in his account in 
the Vicar of 'Wakefield of the pliilosopMcal vagaho-iid who 
went to Holland to teach the natives English, without know- 
ing a word of their own language. Sometimes, when sorely 
pinched, and sometimes, perhaps, when flush, he resorted to 
the gambling tables, which in those days abounded in Holland. 
His good friend Ellis repeatedly warned him against this un- 
fortunate propensity, but in vain. It brought its own cure, or 
rather its own punishment, by stripping him of every sliilling. 

Ellis once more stepped in to his relief with a true Irislunaii’s 
generosity, hut with more consiclerateness than generiilly cliar- 
acterizes an Irishman, for he only granted pecuniary aid on 
condition of his quitting the sphere of danger. ( goldsmith 
gladly consented, to leave Holland, being anxious to vi^it ollim* 
parts. He intended to proceed to Paris and pursue his studies 
there, and was fiirnisiied by his friend with nionc'y lor tlie 
journey. Unluckily, he rambled into the garden of a florist 
just before quitting Leyden. The tulip mania was still j>reva- 
. lent in Holland, and some species of that splendid flower 
brought immense prices. In wandering through the garden 
Goldsmith recollected that his uncle Contarine was a tulip 
fancier. The thought suddenly struck him that here was an 
oppoHimity of testifying, in a delicate manner, his sense of 
that generous uncle’s past kindnesses. In an instant his hand 
was in his j^oeket ; a number of choice mid costly tulip-roots 
were purchased and packed up for Mr. Contarine: and it was 
not until he liad paid for them that he bethoiiglit hinisiiif that 
he had spent all the money borrowed for his travelling ex- 
penses. Too proud, however, to. give^ up his journe>', and too 
shamefaced to make another appeal to his friend’s 
he determined to travel on foot, and depend upon chance and 
good luck for the means of 'getting forward ; and it is said tliat 
he actually set off o.n a tour of the. .Continent, in February, 
1755, with but one spern’o shirt, .a flute, and a single guinea. 
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“Blessed,” says one of Ms biographers, “ with a good consti- 
tiitioii, an adventurous spirit, and with tliat tlr'.mghtless, 
perhaps, happy disposition which takes no care (ur lo-inr^nme, 
he continued his travels for a long time in spite of hmiinienible 
privations.” In his amusing narrative of the adveiilnivs of a 
“Philosophic Yagaboiid” in the “Vicar of Waketield/' 
hnd shadowed out the expedients he pursued. ‘*1 had soir.- 
knowledge of music, with a tolerable voiecu I now turja.'d 
what was once my amusement into a ]-)reseiit means el* bui,- 
sistence. I passed among the harmless peasants oi .Maiitlcas, 
and among such of the French as were poor enuugh h * he %'ere 
merry, for I ever found them sprightly in pn, purlieu to their 
wants. Whenever I approached a ] peasants huu >t‘ Itiwanl 
nightfall, I played one of my merriest tunes, mr l tliat pro- 
cured me not only a lodging, but subsistence* Iot the next day; 
but in truth I must own, whenever I altemptid to entertain 
persons of a higher rank, they always thought my pi^rform- 
ance odious, and never made me any return for my eutIea,vors 
to please them.” 

At Paris he attended the chemical lectures uf Pouellf*, then 
in great vogue, where he says he witnessed as hri'j:ht a circle 
of beauty as graced the court of Versailles. Ills of 

theatricals, also, led him to attend the perfermanues uf the 
celebrated actress Mademoiselle Clairun. wi:h wld'di lu' was 
greatly delighted. He seems to have lordced nimi the st.-sh* of 
society with the eye of a philoitopher, hut to have read the 
signs of the times with the prophetic eyo of a ]^ueU ■ in Ins 
rambles about the environs of Haris h.e was struek with the 
immense quantities of game running about almost in a tame 
state; and saw in those costly and rigid presiaaes fui- 
amusement and luxury of che privilegi^l lew a sure '* badge of 
the slavery of the people.” Tins slavery he pretlictt^d was 
drawing toward a close. ‘‘ When I consider Hint t!i4*se parlia- 
ments, the members of which are all crcaled by i he e<Rnis ami 
the presidents of which can only act by inum^tliate directiom 
presume even to mention privileges and fivfnloru. wlio till of 
late received directions from the throne %vit!i huplicit humi- 
lity; when this is considered, I cannot help fancying that thf' 
geniusof Freedom has entered that kingiicnn liulisgitisi^ If 
they have but tlmeeweak monarclis more stK/cs^ssha^Iy on Ihe 
throne, the mask will bo laid aside, aiid the cNurntry will 
certainly once more be free.” Events have tt\slllled to tlie 
sage forecast of the poet. 
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During a brief sojourn in Paris he appears to have gainecl 
access to valuable society, and to have had the honor and 
pleasure of making the acquaintance of Voltaire; of wlionij in 
after years, he wrote a memoir. ‘'Asa companion, ” says he, 
' ' no man ever exceeded him when he pleased to lead the con- 
versation; which, however, was not always the case. In com- 
pany which he either disliked or despised, few could be more 
reserved than he ; but when he was warmed in discourse, and 
got over a hesitating manner, which sometimes he was subject 
to, it was rapture to hear him. His meagre visage seemed 
insensibly to gather beauty: every muscle in it had meaning, 
and his eye beamed with unusual brightness. The person v^b.o 
writes this memoir,” continues he, '‘remembers to have seen 
him ill a select company of wits of both sexes at Paris, ivhen 
the subject happened to turn upon English taste and learning. 
Fontenelle (then nearly a hundred years old), who was of the 
party, and who being unacqiiainfced with the language oi* au- 
thors of the country he undertook to condemn, with a spirit 
truly vulgar began to revile both. Diderot, who liked the 
English, and knew something of their literary pretensions, 
attempted to vindicate their iioetry and learning, but ivitli 
unequal abilities. The company quickly perceived that Poiite- 
nelle was superior in the dispute, and were surprised at the 
silence which Voltaire had preserved all the former part of tlie 
night, particularly as the conversation happeneji to turn iqion 
one of his favorite topics. Fontenelle continued his triumph 
until about twelve o’clock^ wdien Voltaire appeared at last 
roused from his reverie. His whole fraiiie seenierl animated. 
He began his defence with the utmost defiance^ mixerl witli 
iSpirit, and now and then, let fall-'' the finest 8trok.es of raillery 
upon his antagonist; and his harangue lasted till three in the 
morning. I must confess that, wdietlier from national par- 
tiality or from the elegant sensibility of Ins manner. I n even* 

„ was .so charmed, nor did I ever remember so absrdiite a \ieiory 
.a.s„he, gained in this dispute.” Goldsmith's ramblings him 
Into .(Germany and Switzerland, ' from which last inentionc^d 
country he sent to his brothex* in Ireland the first brief sketch, 
afterward amplified into Ms poem of the "Traveller." 

At Geneva he became travelling tutor to a mongrel young 
gentleman, son of a London pawnbroker, wlso had been siicl- 
tlenly elevated into fortune and ■absurdity by the death of an 
Uncle. The youth, before setting up for a g’cntieman, had heeri 
an attorney’s appi*entiee, and was an arrant pettifogger In 
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money matters. Never were two beings more illy assortcnl 
than lie and Goldsmith. We may form an idea of tluylnorr 
and the pupil from the following extract from tlio narnirive i.d 
the Philosophic Yagabond.’’ 

“I was to be the young gentleman's gOTornor. hut iviili n., 
proviso that he should always be permitted fcj go\a/rn Idmsrif. 
My pupil in fact, understood the art of guiding iu numey 
cerns much better than I. He was heir t<'» a iuilinic- (jf about 
two hundred thousand pounds, left him by an in th<' Wobt 
Iiidies; and his guardians, to qualify him fm* tlKMiianagement 
it had bound him apprentice to an tittoriK'y. Thu'- avarice was 
his prevailing passion; all his (piestions ou the !’cad were how 
moneymiglit be saved— -which was the least exiu ri-ive course 
of triivel-"Whether anything could be bought tliat would turn 
to account when disposed of again in Lraid* ni. Micli (‘uris fsitics 
on the way as could he seen ha* iioiliing he uas u\,dy i^inaigh 
to look at; but if the siglil them wa.s to he paid fur, lie 
usually asserted that he iiad heeti iohl that the\ were umI 
worth seeing. He never paid a- bill tlrat liu Wiiuld ne.f uhsem t* 
how amazingly expensive travelling was: and all this iliouciJi 
not yet twenty-one.*' 

In this sketch Goldsmith undoubtedly >luHh.Avs forih h:> an- 
noyances as travelling tutor to this lauierete ymuig centiruian. 
compounded of the pawnbroker, the [Hdtifogge?’, and the Wist 
Indian heir, with an overlaying of the city ue>ur. They Itafl 
continual difficulties on all points of expense umii they reaclad 
Mai’seilles, where both were glad to sej ^arade. 

Once more on foot, but freed from Ihe liksume duties of 
^^bear leader,” and with some of ids pay, as tuttir, in his 
pocket, Goldsmith continued his half-vagrant |■^i*!'egri^atlons 
tliroiigli part of Prance and Piedmont , arttl some ef the Itn'Iian 
States. He had acquired, as has been shewn, n liahil of shift- 
ing along and living by expedients, and a new oiu' prest^niud 
itself in Italy. My skill in music," says he, in t lit* Pidh >s( »| »h it* 
Vagabond, ‘‘could avail me nothingin n cuimtry when* twery 
peasant was a better musician than I: but by this time 1 bad 
acquired another talent, which answered my purfaise as well, 
and this was a skill in disputation. In all the dm/ign univer- 
sities and convents there are, upon certain days. |»liiiiisn|!bi< ai 
theses maintained against every advemtitious di.^piitaid: : Ibr 
which, if the champion opposes with any diexlerily, ht* (‘an 
claim a gratuity iu money, a dinner, and a bod fur oiic^ idgbt.” 
Though a poor wandering scholar, his rtfcc^ptiori in theso 
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learned piles was as free from humiliation as in the cottages of 
the peasantry*. “With the members of these establishments/’ 
said he, ‘ ‘ I could converse on topics of literature, and then 1 
alwaijs forgot the memiJiess of m7j circumstances^’^ 

At Padua, where he remained some 'months, he is said to 
have taken his medical degree. It is probable he was brought 
to a pause in this city by the death of his uncle Gontariiie, who 
had hitherto assisted him in his wanderings by occasiotial, 
though, of course, slender remittances. Deprived of this source 
of supplies, he wrote to his friends in Ireland, and especially to 
his brother-in-law, Hod son, describing his destitute situation. 
His letters brought him neither money nor reply. It appears 
from subsequent correspondence that his brolher-in-IaAv actu- 
ally exerted himself to raise a subscription for his assistance 
among his relatives, friends, and acquaiiitanco, but •^vithout 
success. Their faith and hope in him were most p reliably at 
an end; as yet he had disappointed them at cwery point, he 
had given none of the anticipated proofs of talent, amd ilwj 
were too poor to support what they may have considered the 
wandering propensities of a heedless spendthrift. 

Thus left to his own precarious resources, Goldsmitli gave 
up all further wandering in Italy, without \'isi ling Ihe s<.>uth, 
tlidiigli Eome and Naples must have held out ])oA\m'fi.il attrac- 
tions to one of his poetical cast. Once moii^ resuming his pil- 
grim staff, he turned Ms face toward. England. “ wallcing aiding 
from city to city, examining mankind more nearly, ami seeing 
both sicles .of the picture.” In traversing Prance his flute— 
his magic, flute! — was once .more in requisition, as we may con- 
clude, by the following passage in his Traveller : 

‘Wliy. sprightly land of mirth and soc?ial ease. 

Pleased wiai thyself, wliorn all the world eaii 
I low often have I led thy sportive choir « 

Wilji timeless pipe beside the miirmorhig Loired 
Wiiere shading elms along the margrin grew, 

A lu 1 fn*shenecl from the wave the zephyr Hew; 

And haply though my harsh note falt'ritig Sl id. 

But mocked all tune, and marr'd the dancer's skill; 

Yet would the village praise rny wondrous poiver, 

Ainl dance forgetful of the noontide hour. 

• Alike all ages: Dames of ancient days 

Ha-', e led their children through the mirthfiil inaKe, 

And ihe gaygrandsire, skilPd in gestic lore, 

Has frisk'd beneath the burden of three-s^^ore,” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

LANDING IN ENGLAND—SHIFTS OP A MAX WITIir^UT - TilH 

PESTLE AND MOBTAR ""THEATRICALS IN A BAilN—LA l Ni:H UrH.,iX 
LONDON— A CITY NIGHT SCENE— STR FOG LI :S WlHi PEXl'in' — 
MISERIES OP A TUTOR — A DOCTOR IN THE SrDrU‘i;—]‘OOR PnAi'- 
TICE AND SECOND-HAND PINERY— A TRAGEDY LX ILliLRVu -i’RO- 
JECT OP THE WRITTEN MOITNT.UNS. 

After two years spent in roving about i he ( N luj ‘lif, pur- 
suing noveity,” as lie said, “and losing oniiSt'Ui. (h)idsuuth 
landed at Dover early in 175(>. lie a]>pear> ha\'e Irid im 
definite plan of action. The deatli ot his iiudo ?. NinDiriuM. and 
the neglect of his relatives and l-rien<D to r^ ply tu Itis hitlers, 
seem to have produ<*t*d in him a t<,'m|>ora.r> u olirigoi loiuli” 
ness and destitution, and Iiis only tiu.>ugin tt* got to Lou- 
don and throw himseii upon the world. Du: h- u \va> ho to 
get’ there? His purse was empty. Englmpl wa- tu him as 
completely a foreign land as anyiiurt oi tlu- t • -.m .'iu‘UK and 
wdiere on earth is a penniless stranger ttmra do^nnue: His 
flute and his philosophy wore no longer nl laiy avail: tho Lng- 
lish boors cared nothing for innsie; there w-iv un eonvents: 
and as to the learned and the clergy, not rme of Idieni would 
give a vagrant scholar a supper and night loddnc t*??* t ho host 
thesis that ever was argued. *^You may easily imagine.*' 
says he, in a subsequeiit letter to his hroiher-'in-1a w. ** what 
difficulties I had to eneounter, left as I waaswitliout friends, 
recommendations, money, or irapudenet?. and that in a eoumry 
where being bora an Irishman was sutliefent in im* uin 
emplo5a"d. Many, in such circiunstanees, wouhl have had 
recourse to the friar's cord or the suicide's lialt^ r. Dut. with 
all my follies, I had principle to resist the om^ and roolmi^ai 
to combat the other.” 

He applied at one place, wo are told, fm* muiduymeui in the 
shop of a country apothecary; but all his median! staenee 
gathered in foreign imiversitles could not gain him tin* maiin 
agomeiit of a pestle and moiiiar. He even resorted, ft is s:ufL 
to the stage as a temporary expedient, and figured in low <‘oin» 
edyat a country town in Kent. This acc'ords with Ids last 
shift of the Philosophic Vagabond, and with tiic kiiuwlefige of 
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country theatricals displayed in 'Ms “Adventures of a Stroll- 
ing Player,” or may be a story suggested by them. All tins 
part of his career, however, in which he must have trod the 
lowest paths of humility, are only to be conjectured from 
vague traditions, or scraps of autobiography gleaned from his 
miscellaneous writings. 

At length we find him launched on the great metropolis, or 
rather drifting about its streets, at night, in the gioomy month 
of February, with but a few half-pence in his pocket. The 
deserts of Arabia are not more dreary and inhospitable than 
the streets of London at such a time, and to a stranger in such 
a plight. Bo we want a picture as an illustration? We have 
it in his own words, and furnished, doubtless, from his own 
experience. 

“The clock has just struck two; what a gloom hangs all 
around ! no sound is heard but of the chiming clock, or the 
distant watch-dog. How few appear in those streets, which 
but some few hours ago were crowded ! But who are those 
who make the streets their couch, and find a short repose 
from wretchedness at the doors of the opulent? They are 
strangers, wanderers, and orphans, v/liose circumstances are 
too humble to expect redress, and v^hose distresses a3:‘e too 
great even for ]3ity. Some are withciit the covering even of 
rags, and others emaciated with disease; the woi'Id has dis- 
claimed them; society turns its hack upon their distress, and 
has given them up to nalmdness and hunger. These poor shiv- 
ering femades ham once seen hajypier days^ and been flattered 
into heaidy. They are now turned out to meet the seveiity of 
winter. Perhaps now, lying at the doors of their betra^au's, 
they sue, to wretches whose hearts are iiiseiisibie, or debnai- 
chees who may curse, but will not relieve them. 

. “ Why, why was I born a man, and yet see the siiifeiiiigs of 
wretches I cannot relieve! Poor houseless creatures! 11 lo 
world will give you i*eproaches, but will not give you relief.” 

Poor houseless Goldsmith! we may here ejaculate— to what 
shifts he must have been driven to find shelter and sustcaiaiitai 
for liimself in this his first venture into London ! llany years 
afterward, in the days of bis social elevation, he starticMi a 
polite circle at Sir Joshua Eeynolds^s b^’' lunnoroiisl}’' dating an 
anecdote about the time he, “lived among tlic beggars of Axo 
Lane.” Such may have been. the' desolate quarters with which 
he was fain to content Mmself ‘when thus adrift upon the town, 
with hut a few half-pence in Ms .x>ockeL . 
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Tlie first aiitlientic trace we have of liim in tills new part -of 
his career, is filling the situation of an usher to a seliO<fI, and 
even this employ he obtained with some difiieulty. after a rth> 
erence for a character to Ms friends in the UniMU-sity of Duh- 
lin. ill the Vicar of Wakefield he makes CkHO'ge liriinri -se 
undergo a whimsical catechism concerning the re> luisitr*^ fur an 
usher. ‘‘Have you been bred apprentice to the Irusinessh' 
“No.” “ Then you won't do for a school. Can Viju dress ilie 
boys’ hail*?” “No.” ‘'Then you won t do for a school. Can 
you lie three in a bed?” “ No,” Then you will nevr-r do i\ a* 
a school. Have you a good stomach."” "Yes." ^*Tlien you 
will by no means do for a school I have been mi ushur* in a 
boarding-school myself, and may I die of an aiu^dym' necklace, 
but I had rather he under-tiirnkej^ at Newgate. I was up 
early and late; I was browbeat by the inasier. hated for my 
ugly face by the mistress, 'worried by the bo>'s.” 

Goldsmith remained but a short time in tliis sit nation, am! 
to the mortifications experienced there, we douhiluvs owe the 
picturmgs given in his writings of the hardships of an uslier's 
life. “He is generally, ” say s he, “the laughing-si of *k f>f llio 
school. Every trick is played upon hiiii; the fuldily nf. his 
manner, Ms dress, or Ms langxiage, is a fund fuf eternal laili- 
cule; the master himself now and then caniifd avoi<l joining in 
the laugh; and the poor \Ti*etch, eternally resuniiiig this ill 
usage, lives in a state of war with all the family.’ He is 
obliged, perhaps, to sleep in the same 1m\I with the Fi’enuli 
teacher, who disturlis Mm for an hour ovtuy iiiaht in papering 
and filleting his hair, and stinks worse than a ucinif ei with ins 
rancid pomatmns, when he lays his head lH‘*sidc liim on the 
bolster.” 

His next sMft was as assistant in the laboratory fff a clicanist 
■near Fish Street Hill. After remaining herr* a ft*w imniths, ho 
heard that Dr. Sleigh, who had been his friiaid and Cc*ll<iw- 
student at Edinburgh, was in London. EagfT ici niv(4 with a 
friendly face in this land of strangers, he iniinediatcly f-allct! 
on him; “but though it was Sunday, and it is tti be I 

was in my best clothes, Sleigh scarcely knew me- snf‘li i> the 
tax the unfortunate pay to poverty. Howevifr, when lif> dlil 
recollect me, I found his heart as warm as evt*r. and Ir* shai’cnl 
his purse and friendship with me during his cfajt iuuaiif'e in 
London.” 

Through the advice and assistance of Dr. Sleigh, he now 
commenced the practice of medicine, but in a small way, in 
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Bankside, Southwark, and chiefly among the poor; for he 
wanted the figure, address, polish, and management, to succeed 
among the rich. His old schoolmate and college companion, 
Beatty, who used to aid him with his purse at the university, 
met him about this time, decked out in the tarnished finery of 
a second-hand suit of green and gold, with a shirt and neck- 
cloth of a fortnight’s wear. 

Poor Goldsmith endeavored to assume a prosperous ah in 
the eyes of his early associate. “He was practising x>hysic,” 
ho said, “ and doing very ivelir At this moment poverty was 
pinching him to the bone in spite of his practice and his dirty 
finery. His fees were necessarily small, and ill paid, and he 
was fain to seek some precarious assistance from his pen. 
Here his quondam fellow-student, Dr. Sleigh, was again of 
service, introducing him to some of the booksellers, who gave 
him occasional, though starveling, employment. Accordingto 
tradition, however, his most efificient patron just now was a 
journeyman printer, one of his poor patients of Bankside, who 
had formed a gooci opinion of his talents, and perceived lus 
poverty and his literary shifts. The printer was in the employ 
of Mr. Samuel Richardson, the author of Pamela, Clarissa, and 
Sir Charles Grandison; who combined the novelist and the 
publisher, and was in flourishing circumstances. Through tlie 
joiiriieymaii’s intervention Goldsmith is said to have become 
acquainted with Richardson, who ernxfioyed him as reader and 
corrector of the press, at his |3rinting establishment in Salis- 
bury Court ; an occupation which he alternated -with his medi- 
cal duties. 

Being admitted occasionally to Bichardson’s parlor, he began 
tO' form literary acquaintances, among whom the most impor- 
tant was Dr. Young, the author of Night Thoughts, a poem in 
the height of fashion. It is not probable, however, tliat much 
.familiarity took place at the time between tlie litorar,y lion of 
the day and the poor .(Hsculapius of Bankside, the humble cor- 
rector of, the press. ' Still the communion with literai-y men 
had its effect to. set his imagination teeming. Dr. Farr, one of 
his Edinbiirgii fellow-students, who was -at LondoTi about fids 
time, attending the hospitals and lectures, gives us an amusing 
account of Goldsmith in Ms literary character. 

“Early in January he called tipon me one morning before I 
was up, and, on my entering the room, I recogiiiz«Mi ary 
acquaintance, dressed in a rusty,- fuil-tFimme<l !)Ia<‘k suit, with 
Ms pockets full of xmpers, whieh instantly reminded me of the 
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:,p'oet. in GaiTick’s .farce of Lethe. After we had .finished oiu’ 
bre.akfast he di'ew from his jpocket part of a tragedj^, which he 
■said had been brought for mj correction. In vain I pleaded 
■inability,, when he began to read; and every part on which I. 
expressed a doubt as to the propriety was immediate.Iy blotted 
out. I then most earnestly pressed liini not to trust to my 
Judgment, but to take the opinion of persons better qualified 
to decide on dramatic compositions. He now told me he bad 
submitted his productions, so far as he had written,- to Mr. 
Eichardson, the author of Clarissa, on which I peremptorily 
declined offering another criticism on the performance. 

From the graphic description given of him by Dr. Farr, it 
will be perceived that the tarnished finery of green and gold 
had been succeeded by a professional suit of black, to which, 
we are told, "were added the wig and cane indis|R‘-nsab]r' to 
medical doctors in those da3-’S. The coat was a second hand 
one, of rusty velvet, with a patch on the left l>reast. wliiiii he 
adroitly covered with his three-cornered hat diu‘inghi.> niedieal 
visits; and we have an amusing aiieedote i>f his eraUest of 
courtesy with a i)atient who pei‘sisted in endeavoring to relieve 
him from the hat, -which only made him i^ress it more ikn’ouiiy 
to Ms heart. 

NotMng fmiher has ever been heard of the tragedy men- 
tioned by Dr. Farr; it was probablj*- never coni] deled. Tbo 
same gentleman speaks of a strange Quixotic scheme Avhicb 
Goldsmith had in contemplation at the time, “of going to 
decipher the inscriptions on the icritfen Ih.ongli ho 

w'as altogether ignorant of Arabic, or the language in w filch 
they might be supposed to be waitten. The salary i^f three 
hundred pounds,” adds Dr. Farr, ‘‘.which .had hevii bi’t for tho 
purpose, was the temptation.”' . T.his 'Wms probably one of 
many dreamy projects with wdiich his fervid brain -was apt to 
teem. On such subjects he was prone to talk vaguely and 
magnificently, but inconsiderately,, from a kindled imagirinlion 
rather than a well-instructed judgment. He had airms’s a 
great notion of expeditions to the ^ist, and wonders to be scei^ 
and effected in the oriental countries. 
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CHAPTER yil 

LIFE OF A PEDAG-OGXJE — KINDNESS TO SCHOOLBOYS-— PERTNESS IN 
RETURN — EXPENSIVE CHARITIES — THE GRIFFITHS AND THE 
‘‘ monthly review” — TOILS OF A LITERARY HACK — RUPTURE 
WITH THE GRIFFITHS. 

Aaiong the most cordial of Goldsmith’s intimates in London 
during this time of nreearious struggle were certain of his 
former fellow-students in Edinburgh, One of these was the 
son of a Doctor Milner, a dissenting minister, who kept a 
classical school of eminence at Peckham, in Siirrej. Young 
Milner had a favorable opinion of Goldsmith’s abilities and 
attainments, and cherished for him that good will which his 
genial nature seems ever to have inspired among his school 
and college associates. His father falling ill, the young man 
negotiated wdth Goldsmith to take temporary charge of the 
school. The latter readily consented ; for lie w^as discouraged 
by the slow growth of medical reputation and practice, and as 
yet had no confidence in the coy smiles of the muse. Laying 
by his wig and cane, therefore, and once more wielding the 
ferule, he resumed the character of the pedagogue, and for 
some time reigned as vicegerent over the academy at Peckham. 
He appears to have been well treated by both Dr. Milner and 
his wife, and became a favorite with the scholars from Ms 
easy, indulgent good nature. He mingled in their sports, told 
them droll stories, played on the flute for their amusement, 
and spent Ms money in treating them to sw^eetmeats and other 
schoolboy dainties. His familiarity was sometimes carried too 
far; he indulged in boyish pranks and practical Jokes, and 
drew upon himself retorts in kind, which, however, he bore 
with . great good humor; Once, indeed, he was touched to the 
quick by a piece of schoolboy pertness. After pin, Mug on tlie 
flute, he spoke with enthusiasm of music, as delightful in itceb', 
and as a valuable accomplishment for a gentleman, whei'enpon 
a youngster, with a glance at. liis' ungainly person, wished to 
know if he considered himself a gentleman. Poor GoldsmJth, 
feelingly alive to the awdcwardness of li,is appearanee and. the 
humility of his situation, winced at- this iiiitliinldng sneer, 
wMch long rankled in Ms mind. 
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AsuBiial, wMIein Dr. MHiier’s employ, Ms benevoleiit feel 
,'iiigs were a lieavy tax upon liis purse, for lie never could 
resist a tale of distress, and was apt to be fleeced Jjy every 
sturdy beggar 5 .so tliat, between bis cliarity and bis iiiiiiiifi- 
cence, be was generally in advance of bis slender salary. 
'‘You bad better, Mr. Goldsmitb, let me take care of your 
money,” said Mrs. Milner one day, “as I do for some of tlie 
'young gentlemen.”-™-^ In truth, madam, there is equal need!” 
was the good-liiimored reply. 

Dr. Milner was a man of some literary pretensions, mid -w'rote 
occasionally for the Monilihj Review, of wbicli a Ijih iksiller, by 
the name of Griffiths, was proprietor. This 'worlv was mx 
advocate for Whig prmciples, and bad been in pi'O.sperous 
existence for nearly eight years. Of late, however, |K‘rii)dicals 
bad multiplied exceedingly, and a formidable Tory rival bad 
started up in the GriUcal Review, published by Arciiil)ald Ham- 
ilton, a bookseller, and aided bj^ the powerful and popular |)eii 
of Dr. Smollett. Griffiths was obliged to. recruit bis forces. 
While so doing he met Goldsmith, a humble oecaipaiit of a seat 
at Di\ Milner's table, and was struck with remarks on men and 
books, which fell from him in the course of conversation. He 
took occasion to sound him privately as to his melliiaiioii and 
capacity as a reviewer, and was furnished by him -vitli speci- 
mens of his literary and critical talents. Tliey pi\?vcd satis- 
factory, The consequence was that Goldsmith cnee more 
changed his mode of life, and in April, 1757. bo<*ame a tnsntribu- 
tor to the Monthlif Review, at a smafl fixed salary, ’^vith board 
and lodging, and accordingly took up his ab<)de with I\Ir, 
Griffiths, at the sign of the Dunciad, Paternoster Pow. As 
usual we trace this phase of his fortunes in his senii-fudltious 
writings; his sudden transmutation of the pedagogi a ‘ into the 
author being humorously set forth in the case of “ (k^jrge Prim- 
rose,” in the ‘Wicar of Wakefield.” “Come,” says Gearge’s 
adviser, “I see jmii are a lad of spirit and some learning; 
what do you think of commencing a^uthor like irie.^ Tuu have 
read in books, no doubt, of men of genius starving at the 
trade; at present I’ll show you forty very dull fellows a1)ont 
town that live by it in opulence. x\il honest. Jog-trot men, 
who go on smoothly and dully, and write history and. pcilities, 
and are praised: men, sir, who, had they been bred cobblers, 
■would all tbeir lives only have mended slices, but never made 
them.” “Finding” (says Georget “that there was in g!‘eat de- 
gree of gentility affixed to the character of an usher, I resolved 
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to accept Ms proposal; and having the highest respect for 
literature, hailed the antiqtia miater of ' Grub Street with rev- 
erence. I thought it my gioiy to pursue a track ivMch 
Dry den and Otwary trod before me.” . Alas, Dry den struggled 
with indigence all his days; and Otway, it is said, fel a vic- 
tim to famine lin his thirty-Mth year, being strangled by a roll 
of bread, which he devomed.with the voracity of a starving 
man. 

In Goldsmith’s experience the track soon proved a thorny 
one. ■ Griffiths was a hard business man, of shrewd, worldly 
good sense, but little refinement or cultivation. He meddled, 
or rather muddled with hteratiire, too, in a business way, 
altering and modifying occasionally '■ the writings of his con- 
tributors, and in this he 'was aided by Ms wife, -who, aeeordiiig, 
to Smollett, was' ‘‘an antiquated female .-critic and a dabbler in 
the Reviewl^ Such was the literary vassalage to which Gold- 
smith had unwarily subjected himself. A diurnal drudgery 
was imposed on Mm, irksome to his. indolent habits, and at- 
tended by circumstances humiliating to his pride. He had to 
write daily from nine o’clock until two, and often througliout 
the day; whether in the vein or not, and on subjects dictate<l 
by ills taskmaster, however foreign to .Ms taste; in a ^vord, he 
was treated as a mere literary hack. But this ivas nut the 
worst; it was the critical supervision of Griffiths and his ivifo 
which grieved Miii: the. “illiterate, bookselling Griflitlis,’" as 
Smollett ca.lled them, “who presumed .to revise^ alter, and 
emend tbe articles contributed.- to tbeir Eevieic. h’haiik 
beavoii,” crowed Smollet, “tbe Criticcd Review is not writ fen 
.under tbe restraint of a bookseller and bis wife. Its 
writers are iiiclepeiideiit .'of each other,, imcoiinected with book-^ 
sellers, ..and .imawed by old women !” 

This literary vassalage, however, did not last long. The 
bookseller, became more and -.more exacting. He accused Iris 
hack writer of .idle.ness; of abandoning Ms writing-desk and 
literary workshop at an early Iiour of the day; and of assmn- 
iiig a tone ' and manner above Ms siluafion. Goldsmith, in 
return, charged Mm with impertinence; his wife with mc^an- 
ness and parsimony in ■her household treatment of him, and 
both of literary meddling and. marring. ' . The engager] lent was 
broken off at the cmd of - five .months, by mutual conseiit, and 
without any violent rupture, as' it will be found they afterw]„.ircl 
had occasional dealing’s, with each other. - ■ 

Though Goldsmith was now nearly thirty years of age, he 
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had. produced nothing to give him a decided, reputation. He 
was. as yet a mere writer for bread. The articles lie had con- 
tributed to the Beview were anonymous, and were, never 
avowed by him. They have since been, for idie most part, 
ascertained; and though thrown oif hastily, often treating on 
subjects of temporary interest, and marred by the CTrifEtii in- 
terpolations, they are still characterized by liis somifl, easy 
good sense, and the genial ginces of his style. Johnson ob- 
served that Goldsmith’s genius flowered late; he shoubi have 
said it flowered early, but wms late in bringing its fruit to 
maturity. 


CHAPTER Till. 

NEWBERY, OP PICTURE-BOOK; ME3IOEY~~HOW TO KEEP UP AP- 
PEARANCES— .MISERIES OP AUTHORSHIP— A POOR EELAITON— 
LETTER TO HODSON. 

Being now known in the publishing worltb Gchlsinith 1)egan 
to find casual employment in various quarters; amnng<nhers 
he m'Ote occasionally for the Literary Mag((:,lin\ a 
set on foot by Mr, John Xewbery, bookseller, Paul's 
Churchyard, renowned in nursery literature tlu'ougiioul the 
latter half of the last centmyfor his picture-books foiorhiidren. 
Newbeiy was a worthy, intelligent, kind-heartc‘d man. and a 
seasonable though cautious friend to authors, nditodug them 
with small loans when in iiecmiiary diflieulties. tlmugh always 
taking care to be well repaid by the labor of Iheir pens. Gold- 
smith introduces Mm in a humorous yet friendly manner in 
his novel of the Tiear of Wakefield. “This person was no 
other than the philanthropic bookseller in St. FauFs Church- 
yard, who has written so many little borhs for dr'ldren; lie 
called liimself their friend; but he was the frii'uid of all man- 
.,,kind. ■ .He- was no sooner alighted but ho was in hash? to be 
gone; for he was ever on business of impoiiaiic«\ and was at 
that time actually compiling materials for the lustors’ uf one 
Mr. Thomas Trip. I immediately recollected this gmxl-i i; t tiired 
man’s red-pimpled face.” 

Besides his literary Job work, Goldsrnitli also resimied Ills 
medical practice, but wnth veiy tidfling success. The Hcanti- 
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ness of Ms purse still obliged Mm to live in obscure lodgings 
soinewhexe in tlie vicinity of Salisbury Square, Fleet Street; 
but his extended acquaintance and rising inipoilaiice caused' 
Mm to consult appearances. -. He adopted an expedient, then 
very common,, and still inactisedin London among those who 
have to tread the narrow path between pride and poverty; 
while lie burrowed in lcK'%ingo suited to his means, he “hailed,” 
as it is termed, from the Temple Exchange Coffee-house near 
Temple Bar. Here he received his medical calls; hence he 
dated his letters, and here he passed much of his leisure hours, 
conversing with the frequenters of the place. “ Thirty pounds 
a year, ” said a poor Irish painter, who understood the. art of 
shifting, ‘ ‘ is enough to enable a man to live in London with- 
out being contemptible. Ten pounds will find him in clothes 
and linen; ho can live in a garret on eighteen pence a week; 
hail from a coffee-house, where, by occasionally spending 
threepence, he may pass some hours each day m good com- 
pany ; he may breakfast on bread and milk for a penny; dine 
for sixpence; do Vvithoiit supper; and on elcan-shiii-daij he 
may go abroad and pay visits.” 

Goldsmitli see,iiis to have taken a leaf from this poor devil% 
manual in respect to the coffee-house at least. Indeed cc»ffee- 
houses in those days were the resorts of wits and lit< a ati v liei 
the topics of the day were gossiped over, and tlie alia ns of 
literature and the drama discussed and criticised. In tliib way 
he enlarged the circle of his intimacy, which now ernl)raeed 
several names of notoriety. 

Do we want a picture of Goldsniith\s experience in this part 
of his career'? we have it in his observations (>11 tlie life of an 
author in the “ Inquiry into the state of polite learnings^ luib- 
lislied' some years afterward. 

“The aiitlior, impatromzed by the great, has naturally re- 
course to the bookseller. There cannot, peiiiaps, bciinaginod 
a e<jmbiiiation more prejudicial to taste than tliis. It is tho in- 
terest of the one to allow as little for writing, and fur tli(^ utlua 
to write as much as possible; accordingly tedious comi'dla lions 
and periodical magazines are the result of tlicir joint enrlea vcjrs. 
In these circumstances the author bids a^iieii to fame : writes 
for bread; and for that o,nly imagination is seldom called in. 
He sits clown to address the venal muse with the most plilog* 
imtic apathy; and, as , we are'' told of the Eiissian, courts his 
mistress by falling asleep in her lap.” 

Again. “ Those who are unaequaintecl w,itli the world are 
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apt to fancy tlie man of wit as leading a very agreeable life. 
They conclude, perhaps, that he is attended with siltail adiui- 
ration, and dictates to the rest of maiildnd with all tJie elo- 
qiience of conscious superiority. Very cliiiereiit is his i-vre>sent 
situation. ' He is called an author, and all know that an anther 
is a thing only to be laughed at. Hispork'>n, not iris j(‘st, ])C- 
comes the mirth of the company. At liis approadi tlie most 
fat, unthinking face brightens into malicious inoaniii.u*. Eren 
aldermen laugh, and avenge on him the ridicule ^vhich was 
lavished on their forefathers. . . . The poet's pweity is a 

standing topic of contempt. His writing for bread is an mi- 
pardonable offence. Perhaps of all mankind, an aullinr In 
these times is used most hardly. We keep liiiii poor. aa<l yet 
revile his poverty. We reproaeli him for living by In's wit, 
and yet allow him no other means to live. If is talvintr refuge 
in garrets and cellars has of late been violently objech‘d tr>. 
him, and that by men who, I hope, are nicrc^ apt to ]>hy tiian 
insult his distress. Is poverty a careless fault/ doubt he 
knows how to prefer a bottle of chanipagaie to tlu‘ nectar of 
the neighboring ale-house, or a vcuiison pasty to a ]dato of ])o- 
tatoes. Want of delicacy is not in him, but in tho>e wbo d<?ny 
him the opportunity of making an elegant clioice. Wit cer- 
tainly is the property of those who have it, not* shtmld we be 
displeased if it is the only property a man sometimes has. We 
must not underrate him wdto uses it for stibsisttaiee, and flees 
from the ingratitude of the age, even to a boilcseiler for re- 
dress.” ... 

If the author he necessaiy among us, let us tt*pat him will? 
proper consideration as a child of the public, ia'>t as a rtait- 
charge on the community. And indeed a cliild fT the public 
he is in all respects; for while so well aide to dircHU; niliprs, how 
incapable is he frequently found of guiding himself. His slue 
plicity exposes him to all the insidious approaches ef running: 
his sensibility, to the slightest invasions of conb a 1 1 pt . lliougi > 
possessed of fortitude to stand mmicwed the ex|)ecti'‘d bursts 
of an earthquake, yet of feelings so exquisitely poignant asdti 
agonize under the slightest disappointment, Droken rt‘st, 
tasteless meals, and causeless anxieties fimrivn life, and render 
it unfit for active employments; prolonged vigils and iiiliarsc 
application still farther contract his span, auil make his lime 
glide inserisihiy away.” 

■While poor Goldsmith w^as thus struggling nu'fli the diilhml- 
ties and discouragements which in those days beset the path of 
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an aiitlior, his friends in Ireland received accoimts of Ills lite- 
rary success and of the distinguished acquaintances lie was 
iiiaMiig. This was enough to put the wise heads at Lissoy and 
BaUymahoii in a ferment of -conjectures. With the exaggci-a- 
ted notions of provincial relatives concerning the family grea.t 
man in the metropolis, some of Goldsmith’s poor kindred pic- 
tured him to themselves seated in high places, clothed in purple 
and fine linen, and hand and glove with the giver of gifts and 
dispensers of patronage. Accordingly, he was one day sur- 
prised at the sudden apparition, in his miserable lodging, of his 
younger brother Charles, a raAv youth of tweiit^^-one, endowed 
with a double share of the family heedlessiiess, and who ex- 
pected to be forthwith helped into some snug by-path to for- 
tune by one or other of Oliver’s great friends. Charles was 
sadly discon«©rted on learning that, so far from' being able to 
provide for others, his brother could scarcely take care of Iiim- 
self. He looked round with a rueful eye on the poet’s quarters, 
and could not help expressing his surprise and disappointment 
at finding liim no better off. ‘‘ All in good time, my dear 
boy,” replied poor Goldsmith, with infinite good-humor; 
chall he richer hj and by. Addison, let me tell yon, wrote his 
poem of the * Campaign ’ in a garret in the Ha,.3-^iiiarket, three 
stories high, and you see I am not come to that yet, for I have 
only got to the second story.” 

Charles Goldsmith did not remain long to embarrass Ms bro- 
ther in London. With the same roving disposition arid incon- 
siderate temper of Oliver, he suddenly departed in an Iiumble 
capacity to seek Ms fortune in the West Indies, and notliing 
was heard of him for above • thirty 'years, when, after having 
been given up as dead by bis friends, he made his reappearanea 
in England. 

Shortly after his departure,' Goldsmith wrote a letter to his 
brother-in-law, Daniel Hodsoti, Esq., of which tlir* following is 
an extract; it was partly intended, no doubt, to <h*ssipate any 
further illusions concerning his fortunes wdiich miglit float on 
the magnificent imagination of his Mends in BallymalioiL 

‘ ‘ I suppose you desire to know my present situation. As 
there is nothing in it at wMch I should blush, oi* wliieh inaii- 
kirid could censure, I see no reason for making it a set‘rt*t. In 
short, by a very little practice as a. physician, and a vei’y littliJ 
reputation as a poet, I make a' shift do live. Nothing is moro 
apt to introduce us to the -gates of'the muses than poverty; Init 
it were well if they only left us -at the door. The mischief 
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is, tliey sometimes choose to give us tlieir company to; tlie 
entertainment; and want, instead of being gentie.maii-iislier, 
often turns master of the ceremonies. 

^'Thus, upon learning I write, no doubt you imagine I starve; 
and the name of an author naturally reiniiids you of a garret. 
In this particular I do not tliinlc proper to undeceive iny 
friends. But, whether I eat or starve, live in a tii-st iloor or 
four pairs of stairs high, I still remember them with ardor ; nay, 
my very country com$s in for a share of my aiTeetion. Un- 
accountable fondness for country, tiiis malcidie ihi as the 
French call it! Unaccountable that he should still have an 
affection for a place, -who never, when in it, received above 
common civility; who never brought anything out oC it except 
his brogue and his blunders. Surely my a free lion is fniually 
ridiculous with the Scotchman’s, who refused to be cured of the 
itch because it made him unco’ thoughtful of his wife and 
bonny Inverary. 

“But now', to be serious: let me ask myself wdial gives me a 
■wish to see Ireland again. The (‘Oiintry is a tine <nie, ]HU*luips? 
No. There are good company in Ireland? No. The coiiversa- 
•fcion there is generally made up of a smutty to:;iSt or a baw'dy 
song; the vivacity supported by some humble cousin, \\'ho had 
just folly enough to earn his dinner. Then, jxniini'js, there is 
more wit and learning among the Irish? Oil, L^n-d, no! There 
has been more money spent in the encourageirumt ut thr* Pada- 
reen mare there one season, than given in rewards to Ii*arned 
men since the time of Usher. All their prodiu.dions in learning 
amount to perhaps a translation, or a few trams in tiivinity; 
and all their productions in wit to just nothing at all. Wl'iy 
the plague, feen, so fond of Ireland? Then, all at once, be- 
cause you, my dear friend, and a few' niotv who taxceptions 
to the general picture, have a residence there. This it Is that 
gives me all the pangs I feel in separation. I ctmIVss I carry 
tins spirit sometimes to the souring the pleasures I at prixsont 
possess. Is I go to the opera, wiiere Bignora roltiiniri pours 
out all the mazes of melody, I sit and sigh for Lissov fl reside, 
and Johnny Armstrong’s ‘ Last Good-nighU froin I Vggy Gol- 
den. If I climb Hampstead HHl, than where nature uevt^r ex- 
hibited a more magnificent prospect, I confcjss It fine: but then 
I had rathei* be placed on the little mount before Lissoy gate, 
and there tahe in, to me, the most pleasing horizon in nature. 

“Before Charles came hither my thoughts somelimc^s found 
refuge from severer studies among my Mends in IrL-lanti ' I 
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fancied strange revolutions at home; but I find it was the ra- 
pidity of my own motion that gave an imaginary one to oh-; 
Jects really at rest. No alterations there. Some friends, lie 
tells me, are still lean, but very rich; others very fat,- but still 
very poor. Nay, all the news I hear of you is, that you sally 
out ill visits among the neighbors, and sometimes make a mi- 
gration from the blue bed to the brown. I could from my 
heart “wish that you and she (Mrs. Hodson), and Lissoy and 
Ballymahon, and all of you, would fairly make a migration 
into Middlesex ; though, upon second thoughts, this might be 
attended with a few inconveniences. Therefore, as the moun- 
tain will not come to Mohammed, why Mohammed shall go to 
the mountain ; or, to speak plain English, as you camiot con- 
veniently pay me a visit, if next summer I can contrive to be 
absent six weeks from London, I shall spend three of them 
among my friends in Ireland. But first, believe me, my de- 
sign is purely to visit, and neither to cut a figure nor levy con- 
tributions; neither to excite envy nor sohcit favor; in fact, my 
circumstances are adapted to neither. I am too poor to be 
gazed at, and too rich to need assistance.” 


CHAPTEB IX. 

HACKNEY AUTHOESHIP— THOUGHTS OP LITERARY SUICIBE— RE- 
TURN TO FEOKHAM—ORIENTAL PROJECTS— LITERARY ENTER- 
PRISE TO RAISE FUNDS— LETTER TO EDWARD WELLS— TO 
ROBERT BRYANTON— DEATH OF UNCLE CONTARINE— LETTER TO 
COUSIN JANE. 

For some time Goldsmith continued to write miseellaneoiisly 
for reviews and other periodical publications, but witluuit malt- 
ing any decided hit, to use a technical term. Indeed, as yc‘t he 
appeared destitute of the strong excitement of literary ambi- 
tion, and wrote only on the spur of necessity and at the iirgont 
importunity of his bookseller. His. .indolent and truant dispo- 
sition, ever averse from labor and delighting in holiday, had 
to be scourged up to its task; ■still it was this veiy truant dis- 
position which threw an unconscioi^ .chami cver everything 
he wrote; bringing with it honeyed thoughts and pictured 
images which had sprung up in-'his mind in the aunny hours of 
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idleneBs: these effusions, dashed off on compulsion in the exh 
^encj of the moiiient, were published aiioiiyinoiish' : so that 
Siey made no collective impression on the public, and niicetefi 
no fame on the name of their author. 

In an essay j)iiblished some time subsequently in the Bee^ 
Goldsmith adverts, in his own humorous way, to his 
impatience at the tardiness with which his desiiitory and 
unacknowledged essays crept into notice- ‘M was once 
induced,” says he, ‘Ho show my indignation against the pub- 
lic by discontinuing my efforts to please, and was bravely 
resolved, like Baleigh, to vex them by burning iny manu- 
scripts in a passion. Upon reflection, however, I considered 
•what set or body of people ■would be displeased at nry rasimess. 
The sun, after so sad an accident, might shine inxl morning 
as bright as usual; men might laugh and sing tlu^ nc:.:l- day, 
and transact business as before; and not a single or(‘amre heel 
any regret but myself. Instead of having Anolln in mourn- 
ing or the Muses in a fft of the spleen: instead of Ua.viug the 
learned Vy^orld apostropiiizing at my untimely ilecease; per- 
haps all Grub Street might laugh at my fate, and self-approv- 
ing dignity be unable to shield me from rirliciile." 

Circuinstaiices occurred about this time to give a now direc- 
tion to Goldsmiths h02:)0S and selienios!. Having rosiiincd for 
a brief period the superintendence of tlr" Feeldiam school 
during a fit of illness of Dr. Milnei*. that gtaulvcnan. in 
requital for his timely services, 2>romised to use Ids inflaen<;e 
with a Mend, an East India director, to procure him a mc'lii-ai 
appointment in India. 

There was every reason to believe that the influence of Dr, 
Milner would be effectual ; but how was Goidsiuiili find the 
ways and ineans of fitting himself out f«:a' a vuyage to the 
Indies? In this emergency he was driven to a move exteiid (4 
exercise of the pen than ho had yet attempted. His skirmish- 
ing among books as a reviewer, and his dlspufalicus ramble 
among the schools and universities and uf ibe Con- 

tinent, had filled his mind with facts and observat i* ^ns whi^di 
he now sot about digesting Into a treaiise of some ncigniiiidtc 
to be entitled, An Inquiry into the Presmit Btate ii Foliie 
Learning in Europe.'’ As the work grew on his hands his 
sanguine temper ran ahead of Ms labors. Eeelinc" Siiairc* of 
success in England, he was anxious to forestall the pirary of 
the Irish press; for as yet, the union not having taken place, 
the English law of copyright did not extend to thc.^ other side 
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of the Irish Channel. He therefore, to his friends in 

Ireland, urging them to circulate his T3roposals for liis contem- 
plated work, and obtain subseripfcioiis payable in advance ; 
the money to be transmitted to a Mr. Bradley, an eminent 
bookseller in Dublin, who would give a receipt for it and be 
accountable for the delivery of the books. The letters written 
by him on this occasion are worthy of copious citation as 
being full of character and interest. One was to his relative 
and college intimate, Edward Wells, who had studied for 
the bar, but was now living at ease on his estate on Eos- 
common. ‘‘You have quitted,” writes Goldsmith, “the plan 
of life which you once intended to pursue, and given up 
ambition for domestic tranquillity." I cannot avoid feeling 
some regret that one of my few friends has declined a pursuit 
in wiiich he had every reason to expect success. I have often 
let my fancy loose when you were the subject, and have 
imagined you gracing the bench, or thundering at the bar; 
while 1 have taken no small pride to myself, and whispered to 
all that I coidd come near, that this was my cousin. Instead 
of this, it seems, that you are merely contented to be a happy 
man; to he esteemed by your acquaintances; to cultivate 
your paternal acres ; to take unmolested a nap under one of 
your own hawthorns or in Mrs. Wells’s hodchamher, which 
even a poet must confess is rather the more comfortable place 
of the two. But, however your resolutions may be altered 
with regard to your situation in life, I persuade myself they 
are unalterable -with respect to yoim friends in it. I cannot 
think the world has taken such entire possession of that heart 
(once so susceptible of friendship) as not to have left a corner 
there for a friend or two, but I flatter mj^self that even I have 
a place among the number. This I have a claim to from the 
similitude of our dispositions; or setting that aside, I can 
demand it as a right by the most equitable law of natui‘e ; I 
mean that of retaliation; for indeed you iiave more than ymir 
share in mine. I am a man of few professions; and yet at this 
very instant I cannot avoid the painful apprehension tlint my 
present professions (which speak not half my feelings i should 
he considered only as a pretext to cover a request, as I have a 
request to make. No, my. dear Ned, I Inioiiv you are too 
generous to think so, and. you know me' too proud to stoop to 
unnecessary iiisincerity-—! have-a request,- it is tnie, to make, 
hut as I know to whom I am a petitioner, I make it without 
iiffideiic^J cr confusion. It.is, in short this, I am going to pub- 
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iisii a book in London,” etc. The residue ot the letter speciiies 
the nature of the request, which was merely to aid in ei!*eulat- 
ing his proposals and obtaining subscriptions. The let.ler of 
the poor author, howcYei^ was unattended to and unac- 
knowledged by the prosperous Mr. Wells, of Rost *0111111011, 
though in after years he was proud to claim rclatiori^liip to Dr. 
Goldsmith, when he had risen to celebrity , 

Another of Goldsmith's letters was to Robert Rryiiidmi, 
with whom he had long ceased to be in correspoiuhaice. 1 
believe,” writes he, ‘‘-that they who are drunk, or c*iit tu! them 
wits, fancy everybody else in the same condition. is a 

friendship that neither clistaiice nor time can elTace, whicdi is 
probably the reason that, for the soul of me. I can't a^'^oid 
kiinkiiig yours of the same cempiexion ; and yet I luire many 
reasons for being of a contrary opinion, else wliy, in so long 
an absence, was I never made a partner in your euncerns? 
To hear of your success would have given me tlie utmc»st 
pleasure; and a communicatioii of your very disappointments 
would divide the uneasiness I too frequently feel for nn' own. 
Indeed, .my dear Bob, you don't e.oneeivo how im kindly you 
have treated one whose circumstances aifoinl him few pros- 
pects of pleasure, except those reflected from tlie lnp]>iness of 
Ms friends. However, since. you have not lot me* ln:*ar from 
you, I have in some measime disappointed your neglect by 
frequently thinking of you. Every day or so I rianta aber the 
calm anecdotes of your life, from the fireside to the easy chair; 
recall the first ■adventures that first cementetl our IVii'nd.ship ; 
the school, the college, or the tavern; prc,»side in over 

your cards; and am displeased at your bad play when ILio 
rubber goes against you, though not with all llrd agony of 
soul as when I was once joiir paidner. Is It ncd, strange that 
two of such like affections should be so muc*li Siq^arated, and 
so differently employed as we are? You seem plrro'd at the 
centre of fortune’s wheel, and, let it revolve never so fast, are 
insensible of the motion. I seem to have been tied tu tin* cir* 
cuiiifereiiee, and wMrled disagreeably roimti as if im a wliiiii- 

He tben rims into a wliimsical and extravagant tirade about 
his future prospects, the womlerM career of fame and for- 
tune that awaits Mm ; and after indulging in all kimls i'»f liunr >r- 
oils gasconades, concludes: ^'Let me, then, slop my fancy to 
take a view of my future self— and, as the boys sa>\ light ihnvn 
to see myself on horseback. Wen, now that I am' down, where 
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tlie d— 1 is II Oh gods ! godsi here in a garret, writing for 
bread, and expecting to be dunned for a milk score 

He would, on this occasion, have doubtiesvS written to Ms 
uncle Oontarine, but that generous friend was sunk into 
a helpless hopeless state from which death soon released 
him. 

Out off thus from the kind co-operation of his uncle, he ad- 
dresses a letter to his cousin Jane, the compamon of his 
school-boy and happy days, now the wife of Mr. Lawder. The 
object was to secure her interest with her husband in promoting 
the circulation of his proposals. The letter is full of character. 

“If you should ask,” he begins, “why, in an interval of so 
many years, you never heard from me, permit me, madam, to 
ask the same question. I have the best excuse in recrimination. 
I wrote to Kilmore from Leyden in Holland, from Louvain in 
Manders, and Rouen in France, but received no answer. To 
what could I attribute this silence but to displeasure or forgetful- 
ness? Whether I was right in my conjee toe I do not pretend 
to determine ; but this I must ingenuously own, that I have a 
thousand times in my turn endeavored to forget them, wdiom I 
could not but look upon as forgetting me, I have attempted to 
blot their names from my memory, and, I confess it, spent whole 
days in efforts to tear their image from my heart. Could I have 
succeeded, you bad not now been troubled with this renewal of 
a discontmued correspondence ; but, as every effort the restless 
make to procure sleep serves but to keep them waking all my 
attempts contributed to impi-ess what I would forget deeper on 
my imagination. But this subject I -would willingly turn from, 
and yet, ^ for the soul of me, ’ I can't till I have said ^ill. I was, 
madam, when I disGontinued writing to Kilmore, in such cir- 
cimis lances that all my endeavors to continue your regards 
might be attributed to wrong motives. My lettei'S miglit be 
looked upon as the petitions of a beggar, and not the offeriiigs 
of a friend ; while all my professions, instead of being' consi<> 
ered as the result of disinterested esteem, might be aseribeil t / 
venal insincerity. I believe, indeed, you bad too much gcaier- 
osity to place them in such a light, but I could not bt^ar evtm 
the shadow of such a suspicion. The- most delicate frieudslilps 
are ahvays most sensible of the slightest invasion, and tlio 
strongest jealousy is ever attendant, on the warmest regard. I 
could not— I own I could not— continue a correspondence In 
which every 'acknowledgment for past favors might be conslfl- 
ered as an indirect request for future ones.; .and wlunv it iniglit 
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"be thought I gave my heart from a motive of gratitude alone, 
•when I was conscious of having bestowed it on rnucii more dis- 
interested principles. It is true, this conduct might have been 
simple enough; but yourself must confess it was in character. 
Those who know me at aU, know that I have always been actu- 
ated by different principles from the rest of mankijid: and 
while none regarded the interest of his friend more, no man on 
earth regarded his own less. I have often affected bluntiiess to 
avoid the imputation of flattery; have frequently seemed to 
overlook those merits too ob^dous to escape notices and pre- 
tended disregard to those instances of good nature and guod 
sense, which I could notfa-il tacitly to applaud; and all this 
lest I shonkl be ranked among the grinning tribe, wht> say 
'very true’ to all that is said; who fill a vacant chair at a tea- 
table; whose narrow souls never moved iii a wider eiivie than 
the circumference of a guinea; and who had rather In'* reckon- 
ing the money in your pocket than the virtue in yuur breast. 
All this, I say, I have done, and a thousand othia- very silly, 
though very disinterested, things in m 3 ’' tinns and for all which 
no soul cares a farthing about me. . . . Is it to hi} ^vontl<n*ed 
that he should once in his life forget you, wht^ has beeii all his 
life forgetting himself? However, it is probable vhu one 
of these day's see me turned into a |)erfect hunks, and as dark 
and intricate as a mouse-hole. I have already given my land- 
lad}” orders for an entire reform in the state of my inrur -es. I 
declaim against hot suppers, di^ink less sugar in niy tea. and 
check m}’^ grate with hiicklmts. Instead of hauging my r<‘>om 
with pictures, I intend to adorn it with maxhn> of rrugality. 
Those will make prett}” furniture enough, and veon'r ])e a r)it 
too expensive; for I will draw them all out with my own hands, 
and my landlady’s daughter shall frame them with parings 
of my black waistcoat. Each maxim is in be inscrif icd on a 
sheet of cleaU' paper, and wi*ote with m}” best |)en: of 'whi(»h the 
following ’Will serve as a specimen. LooL sharp : J/Ziiff Gir undii 
chance: Money is money note : If you hace a thoumnl 
you can put your hands by your sides^. and say yon arc irorili a 
thousand pounds every day of the year: 7\tke a farihiny from 
a hundred and it ivill he a hundred no lonyer. Thus, whicli 
way soever I turn my eyes, they are sure to mod one of those 
friendly monitors; and as we are told of an who hung his 
room round with looking-glass to coiTect the defects of his per- 
son, my apartment shall be furnished in a peculiar inoniicr. to 
coiTect the errors of my mind. Faith! madain, I heartily wish 
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to be rick, if it were only for this reason, to say -witkout a 
Musk kow muck I esteem you. But, alas! I kave many a 
fatigue to encounter before tkat kappy time comes, when your 
poor old simple friend may again give a loose to tke luxuriance 
of kis nature; sitting by Kilmore fireside, recount tke various 
adventures of a kard-fougkt life; laugh over tke follies of tke 
day; join Ms flute to your harpsichord; and forget that ever 
he starved in those streets where Butler and Otway starved be- 
fore him. And now I mention those great names~my uncle I' 
he is no more tkat soul of fire as when I once knew him. New- 
ton and Swift grew dim %vitk age as well as he. But what skaE 
I say? His mind was too active an inhabitant not to disorder 
tke feeble mansion of its abode: for tke richest jewels soonest 
wear their settings. Yet who but tke fool would lament kis 
condition ! He now forgets tke calamities of life. Perhaps in- 
dulgent Heaven has given him a foretaste of tkat Tranquillity 
here, wMick he so well deserves hereafter. But I must come to 
business; for business, as one of my maxims tells me, must be 
minded or lost. I am going to publish in London a book en- 
titled ‘‘The Present State of Taste and Literature in EuropeP 
Tke booksellers in Ireland republish every performance there 
without making the author any consideration. I %vould, in 
this respect, disappoint their avarice and have all the profits of 
my labor to myself. I must therefore request Mr. Lawder to 
circulate among Ms friends and acquaintances a hundred of my 
proposals which I have given tke bookseller, Mr. Bradley, in 
Dame Street, directions to send to him. If, in pursuance of 
such circulation, he should receive any subscriptions, I entreat, 
when collected, they may be sent to Mr. Bradley, as aforesaid, 
who 1X111 give a receipt, and be accountable for the work, or a 
return of the subscription. If this request (which, if it be com- 
plied with, ivill in some measure be an encouragement to a man 
of learning) should be disagreeable or troublesome, I ivoiild not 
press it ; for I would be the last man on earth to have my 
labora go a-begging; but if I know Mr. Lawder (and sure I 
ought to know Mm), he will accept the employment ivitli pleas- 
ure. All I can say — if he writes, a book, I -will get him two 
hundred' subscribers, and those of the best vnts in Europe. 

. Wlietker this request is ^ complied ivitli or not, I shall not be 
uneasy ; but there is one petition I 'must make to him and to 
you, which I solicit with the warm,est ardor, and in whiaii I 
cannot bear a icfusal I mean, dear nmcla,ni, tkat I may be 
allowed to subscribe myself, your ever, affectionate and obliged 
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kinsman, Oliver Goldsmith. Now see how I Mot and Mun- 
der, when I am asking a favor.” 


CHAPTER X. 

ORIENTAL APPOINT3IENT— AND DISAPPOINILMEXT— EXAMINATION 
AT THE COLLEGE OP SURGEONS— HOW TO PltOCUirE A bClT oP 
CLOTHES— FRESH BISAPPOINT3IENT— A TxVLE OF DISTRESS— THE 
SUIT OP CLOTHES IN PAWN — PUNISHMENT FOR BOlNiJ AN ACT 
OP CHARITY— GAA^ETIES OP GREEN ARBOR CUU in'— LETTER TO 
HIS BROTHER — LIFE OP VOLTAIRE— SCEOGGIN, AN ATTE3IPT AT 
MOCK-HEROIC POETRY. 

While Goldsmith was yet laboring at his treat iml ilie pro- 
mise made Mm by Dr. Milner was carried into ctrVct, and iie 
was actually appointed physician and surgeon lu one uf tiie 
factories on the coast of Coromamiel. Ilis iiiiaginali>eii ^vas 
immediately on fire vdth visions of Orientai ^eealih and URjg- 
nificence. It is true the salary did not exceed mn} liundred 
pounds, but then, as appointed physician, lie ^wnhi liave the 
exclush’^e practice of the xilace, amounting to one tfiousand 
pounds per annum; with advantages to be derived from trade, 
and from the high interest of money — twenty per vouti m a 
word, for once in his life, the road to ibrtiiuo lay broad and 
straight before him. 

Hitherto, in Ms correspondence 3vith Ms frieiRls, lie bad said 
nothing of Ms India scheme; but now he imparted b‘> niem Ids 
brilliant prospects, urging the importance of their ta'inailaling 
his proposals and obtaining him subscriptions and atbrances on 
Ms forthcoming work, to furnish funds for his out lit. 

In the mean time he had to task that poor d!'m!g'\ bis niiisTL 
for present exigencies. Ten pounds were deananded for liis 
appointment-warrant. Other expenses presseti bard upon 
him. Fortunately, though as yet unknown to fanR\ bis 
literary capability was kno^vn to *‘the trade,” and Ibo (‘otnngo 
of Ms brain passed current in Grub Street, Archibald llaniib 
ton, proprietor of the Critical Review, the rival tnihni uf Grif- 
fiths, readily made Mm a small advance on rectuving three 
articles for his periodical. His purse thus sienibai^' replen- 
ished, Goldsmith paid for his warrant ; wiped off tbe seoro of 
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Ms milkmaid; abandoBad Ms garret, .and moved into a shabby 
first floor in a forlorn court near the Old Bailey ; there to await 
the time for his migration to the magnificent coast of Coro- 
mandel. ^ 

Alas! poor Goldsmith 1 ever -doomed to disappointment. 
Early in the gloomy month of November, that month of fog 
and despondency in London, he learned the shipwreck of his 
hope. The great Coromandel enterprise fell through; or rather 
the post promised to him was transferred to some other candi- 
date. The cause of this disappointment it is now impossible to 
ascertain. The death of his quasi patron, Dr. Miiiier, which 
happened' about this time, may have- had some effect i,n, pro- 
ducing it;, or there, may have been 'some lieedlessness and 
blundering on his ow.n part; or s.ome obstacle arising from 
his insuperable . indigence; whatever may ■ have . been the 
cause,, he never mentioned, it, ; which gives some ground to, 
surmise that he himself was ■ to. blame. , His .friends , learned 
with surprise that, he .had suddenly ' relinquished his appoint- 
, meiit to India about, wliicii he had -raised such sanguine , expec- 
tations ; some accused ' him of fickleness and caprice; others 
supposed him unwilling to tear Mmself from the gro wing fasci- 
nations of the literary society of London. 

In the mean time, cut down in his hopes, and humiliated in 
Ms pride by the failure of his ■ Coromandel scheme, he sought, 
without consulting Ms friends, to he examined at tlie Coib?ge oi 
Physicians for the humble situation of. hospital mate. Ev(m 
here .poverty stood in . his way. It was necessary to a|>pear in 
a .dece'iit garb before the examining committee ; but bow was 
he to do so?, . He was literally out at elbows as well as out of 
cash., : Here again the muse, so -often , jilted and neglected by 
Mm, came to , his aid.' In consideration of four ail idea fur- 
.nislied to the Monthly Eevieiv, 'Griffiths, his old taakmastei’, 
was to become his security -to the tailor for a suit cvf clothes. 

, Goldsmith 'said he wanted them, but for a single tsceasioii, on 
which depended his appointment to a situation in the army; us 
soon as that temporary purpose was. served they wxaild either 
be returned or paid for. The books.' to be reviewed were ac- 
cordingly lent to Mm;: the muse was 'again sot to her compul- 
sory drudgery ; the , articles vrere scribbled off and sent to tlio 
bookseller, and the clothes came in due time from the tailor. 

Prom the records of the Ooflege-of Surgeons, it apix.^irs that 
Goldsmith underwent his examination at Surgeoir^' Flail on the 
21st of December. 1758. 
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Either from a confusion of inind incident to sensitive and 

imaginative persons on such occasions, oi f tuiji o xc'.J vvaiio of 

surgical science, which last is extremely in^ohalue. iic failed, in 
his examination, and was rejected as iinqiialhird. Tlje effect 
of such a rejection was to disqualify him for c-ecen- branch of 
public service, though he might have chiiiiicd a re-examina- 
tion, after the interval of a few months devoted to further 
study. Such a re-examination he never attempted, nor did he 
ever communicate his discomfiture to any of his fritaids. 

On Christmas day, but four days after Ms reject bm by the 
College of Surgeons, while he was suffering under the 'mortifi- 
cation of defeat and disappointment, and hard for 

means of subsistence, he was surpidsed by the entmui^i* into his 
room of the poor %voman of whom he hired his wrett bu d a]»art- 
ment, and to whom he owed s<nne small arrears of re? it, fc>]ie 
had a piteous tale of distress, and was clamorous in her alllie- 
tions. Her husband had been arrested in the night fr>r delit, 
and thrown into prison. Tins was too mucli for the quielv 
feelings of Goldsmith; be was ready at any time tr> help the 
distressed, but in this instance he was himself in seme nieasui'e 
a cause of the distress. What was to be donef Tfi* liad no 
money, it is true; but thoi'C hung the new suit of clothes in 
which he had stood his unlucky examination at bourgeons’ 
Hall. Without giving himself time for relieetitm, hr* sent it cdl 
to the pawnbroker’s, and raised thereon a suilieioni; sum to i)ay 
oft* his oivn debt, and to release his landlord fnSrn pri>nu. 

Under the same pressure of penury mid des]tniuhniey, lie 
borrowed from a neighbora pittance to relieve his ire miediate 
wants, leaving as a security the books which lu.‘ bad. recently 
reviewed. In the midst of these straits and harassiui -nts, he re- 
ceived a letter fz'om Griffiths demanding in peremptory terms 
the retimn of the clothes and books, or iininr*diate piiymeut bw 
the same. It appears that he had discovered the idmitieal suit 
at the pawnbroker’s. The reply of GoMsmiili is not known; 
it was out of Ms power to furnish either the clothes or the 
money; hut he probably olfered once more to make* the muse 
stand his bail. His reply only increased the ii\‘ of tlie wealthy 
man of trade, and di^ew from him anotlitu* Icitei' still more 
harsh than the first, using the epithets of knave anti sharper, 
and containing threa ts of prosecution ami a lu'ison. 

The following letter from poor Goldsmith gives thc' most toiwdi- 
ing picture of an inconsidorato Imt sansitivo mam harassed by 
care, stung by humiliations, and driven almost tu des2.>ondeiiey. 
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Sir: I know of no misery but a Jail to wMcIi my own im- 
prudences and your letter seem to point. I have seen it inevi- 
table these three or four weeks, and, by heavens! request it as 
a favor— as a favor that may prevent something more fatal I 
have been some years struggling with a wretched being— with 
all that contempt that indigence brings with it — with all those 
passions which make contempt insupportable. Wliat, then, 
has a Jail that is formidable? I shall at least have the society 
of wretches, and such is to me true society. I tell you, again 
and again, that I am neither able nor willing to pay you a 
farthing, but I will be punctual to any appointment you or the 
tailor shall make; thus far, at least, I do not act tlife sharper, 
since, unable to pay my own debts one way, I would generally 
give some security another. No, sir; had I been a sharper — 
had I been possessed of less good-nature and native generosity, 
I might surely now have been in better circumstances. 

‘‘lam guilty, I own, of meannesses which poverty unavoid- 
ablybrings with it; my reflections are filled with repentance 
for my imprudence, but not with any remorse for being a vil- 
1am ; that may be a character you unjustly charge me with. 
Your books, I can assure you, are neither pawned nor sold, 
but in the custody of a friend, from whom my necessities 
obliged me to borrow some money ; whatever becomes of my 
pei’son, you shall have them in a month. It is very possible 
both the I'eports you have heard and your own suggestions 
may have brought you false information with respect to my 
character; it is very possible that the man whom you now 
regard with detestation may inwardiy^hiirn with grateful re- 
sentment. It is very possible that, upon a second perasal of 
the letter I sent you, you may see the workings of a mind 
strongly agitated Vith gratitude and Jealousy. If siicli cir- 
cumstances should appear, at least spare invective till my book 
with Mr. Dodsley shall be published, and then, perhaps, you 
..may see the bright side of a mind, w'hen my pr€>fe.ssions shall 
not appear the' dictates of necessity, but of choice. . . .. . 

, ' “You seem to think Dr.. Milner knew me not. 'Perhaps so; 
but he was a man I shall ever honor; but I iiave friendships 
only with the dead ! I ask pardon for taldng' up so much time; 
nor shall I add to it by any other professions than that I am, 
sir, your humble servant 

“ Olweu G-OLr):\iiTn. 

“P.S.— I shall expect impatiently .the result of yom* resolu- 
tions.” 
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The dispute, between the poet and the publisher wos after- 
ward, imperfectly adjusted, and it wmiild flint tiie 

clothes were paid for by .a short compilation advertised by 
Griffiths in the course of the following month; luit the i>arties 
were never really friends afterwards, and the writings <.>f Gold- 
smith were harshly and unjustly treated in the Monthhj Re- 
view. 

We have given the preceding anecdote in detail, as furnish- 
ing one of the many instances in wliieli CToIdsinitlds prompt 
and benevolent impulses outran all prudent forecast, and in- 
volved him in difficulties and disgraces, whicdi a more selfish 
would have avoided. The pawning of the vh hhv<. charged 
upon Mm as a crime by the grinding bookseller, and apparently 
admitted by him as one of '‘tlie meanni‘sses v hic!i poverty 
unavoidably brings with itg' resulted, as we haw .dr ovn, iinm 
a tenderness of heart and generosity of hand in v idvh another 
man would have gloried; but these were such natiirad eknuents 
with him, that he was unconscious of their luerit. it is a pity 
that w’-ealtli does not cftener bring such ‘Unem nr vises'' in its 
train. 

And now let us be indulged in a few particubirs about these 
lodgings in which Goldsmith was guilty of this thonghlless act 
of benevolence. They were in a very shabby hMU<e, Xo. !“> 
Green Arbor Court, between the Old Bailey and Floot Market. 
An old woman was still living in 1S50 who was a ridaJjhv of the 
identical landlady whom Goldsmith relieved !*>' the momw re- 
ceived from the pawnbroker. She was a child about seven 
years of age at the tin^ that the poet rented liis apartment of 
her relative, and used frequently to be at the lioiist! in Green 
Arbor Court. Slie was drawn there, In a g!‘<;‘at mt/asure, by 
the fcmd-hiiixiorec! kindness of Goldsmith, who was always ex- 
ceedlngiy fond of the society of children. He usecl to asscin!)le 
those of the family in his room, give them an«l sweet- 
meats, and set them dancing to the soond of his flutic He wan 
very friendly to those around him, and cuilh/ated a kind of 
intimacy with a watclmiaker In the Court, wlui 
much native wit and himiur. He passed mrist of ibe day, 
however, in his room, and only went out in tlie (umdugs. If in 
days were no doubt devoted to the drudgery of ibeptn, and 
it would appear that he occasionally fmind the bu^-jkHidI(u\s 
urgent taskmasters. On one occasion a visitoi* shown up 
to Ms room, and immediately their voiee.s were in high 

altercation, and the key was turned witliin the lock. Tho 
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landlady, at first, i^as disposed to go totlie assistance of her 
lodger; but a calm succeeding, sbe forbore to interfere. 

Late in the evening the door was unlocked; a supper ordered 
by the visitor from a neighboring tavern, and Goldsmith and 
Ms intrusive guest finished the evening in great good-humor. 
It was probably his old taskmaster Griffiths, whose press 
might have been waiting, and who found no other mode of 
getting a stipulated task from Goldsmith than by locking him 
in, and staying by him until it was finished. 

But we have a more particular account of these lodgings in 
Green Arbor Court from the Eev. Thomas Percy, afterward 
Bishop of Bromore, and celebrated for his relics of ancient 
poetry, his beautiful baUads, and other -works. During an 
occasional visit to London, he was introduced to Goldsmith by 
Grainger, and ever after continued one of his most steadfast 
and valued friends. The following is his description of the 
poet’s squalid apartment: ‘‘ I called on Goldsmith at liis lodg- 
ings in March, 1759, and fomid Mm writing his ‘ Inquiry ’ in a 
miserable dirty-looking room, in which there was but one 
chair; and when, from ciMlity, he resigned it to me, he him- 
self was obliged to sit in the window. While we were con- 
versing together some one tapped gently at the door, and being 
desired to come in, a poor, ragged little girl, of a very be- 
coming demeanor, entered the room, and dropping a courte- 
sy, said, ‘My mamma sends^^her compliments and begs the 
favor of you to lend her a chamber-pot full of coals.’ ” 

We are reminded in this anecdote of Goldsmith’s picture of 
the lodgings of Beau Tibbs, and of the p^ep into the secrets of a 
makeshift establishment given to a visitor by the blundering 
old Scotch woman. 

“ By tliis time we were ' arrived as high as the stairs would 
.permit us .to ascend, till we came to what he was facetiously 
pleased to call the first floor down the chimney; and, knocking 
at the door, a voice from within demanded ‘Who's tlu'n*:’ 
My conductor answered that it'was him. But this not satisfy- 
ing the querist, the voice again repeated tlie dernond, to whioh 
he answered louder than before;- and now' the door -was openefi 
.by an old w'omaii with cautious reluctance. 

. “When we' got in he .w^elco.nied me to Ms house with gi*eat 
ceremony; and, turning to .the. old wmman, asked wiiere wns 
her lady. ‘Good troth,’ replied she, in a peculiar dialect, 

‘ she’s washing your twa shii’ts at the next door, bixmise tiny 
have taken an oath against lending the tub any longer.’ ‘ 3Iy 
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Dear Sir: Your punctuality in answeTiiig a man wliose 
trade is writing, is more tiian I had reason to expect ; and yet 
you see me generally fill a whole ■ sheet, which is all the re- 
compense I can make for being so frequently troublesome. 
The behavior of Mr. Wells and Mr. Lawder is a little extraor- 
dinary. However, their answering neither you nor me is a 
sufficient indication of their disliking the employment which I 
assigned them. As their conduct is different from what I had 
expected, so I have made an alteration in mine. I shall, the 
beginning of next month, send over two hundred and fifty 
books, which are ail that I fancy can be well sold among you, 
and I -would have you make some distinction in the persons 
who have subscribed. The money, which vdll amount to sixty 
pounds, may be left with Mr. Bradley as soon as possible. I 
a,m not certain but I shall quickly have occasion for it. 

“I have met with no disappointment wdth respect to my 
East India voyage, nor are my resolutions altered; though, at 
the same time, I must confess, it gives me some pain to think 
I am almost beginning the world at the age of thirty-one. 
Though I never had a day’s sickness since I saw you, yet I am 
not that strong, active man you once knew me. You scarcely 
can conceive- how much eight years of disappointment, an- 
guish, and study have worn me down. If I remember right 
you are seven or eight years older than me, yet I dare 
venture to say, that, ii a stranger saw us both, he would pay 
me the honors of seniority. Imagine to youi’self a pale, 
melancholy visage, with two great wrinkles bet"ween the eye- 
brows, with an eye disgustingly severe, and a big wig; and 
you may have a perfect picture of my present a]:>pearaiice. On 
the other hand, I conceive you as perfectly sleek and healthy, 
passing many a happy day among jmur own eliildren or tliose 
who knew you a child. 

‘‘Since I knew what it was to be a man, this is a plensiTre T 
have not Imo-wn. I have passed my days among a parc^el of 
cool, designing beings, and have eontmeted ell theii* sust>ic‘ions 
manner in my owm behavior, I should actually be as iir.fif 
the society of my friends at home, as I detest that v'lrieh I am 
obliged to partake of here. I can now neltlier partake of the 
pleasure of a revel, nor contribute to raise its jollity. I 
neither laaigli nor didiik; have contracted a hesitating, dis- 

* The Inquiry into Polite Literature. His previous remarks apply to th<‘ s!;h> 
scription. 
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agreeable niaBiier of speaking, and a visage flint looks ffl- 
natiire itself; in short, I have thought into a settliHl 

melaiiclioly, and an utter disgnst of ail that HIV brinas villi it. 
Whence this romantic turn that ail our family a]\‘ isossessed 
•with? Whence this love for everyplace and t'Vfiy country 
but that in which we reside— for every Oivupatimi but our 
own? this desire of fortune, and yet this eagcnu*-'^ tr, dissipate? 
I perceive, my dear sir, that I am at intervals for indulging 
this splenetic nianner, and following my own regardless 

of yours. 

“The I’easons you have given mo for breeding vq^ yoiiv S'ui a 
scholar are judicious and convincing; I simuld. ln:'Wevcr, be 
glad to know for what particular probrssirm be is di\sigiKMl If 
he be assiduous and divested of strung passiun< i iVr passions 
in youth always lead to pleasiireb hv may tie very well in your 
college; for it must be owned that the iudnstiinus poor have 
good encouragement there, perhaps better than in any other 
in Europe. But if ho has ambition, sti’ung pa>-inus, and an 
exquisite sensibility of contempt, do not send lum there, unless 
you have no other trade for him but ytnir t wn. Ji Impt 
ble to conceive how much may be dune by i*dueed.iuu at 

home. A boy, for instance, who under>lauds piudectlv well 
Latin, French, arithmetic, and the ]>rineipies sd the civil law, 
and can write a fine hand, has an ediieatrni tluii may <|ua]ify 
him for any undertaking; and these pa ids of learning should 
be carefully inculcated, let him be designed for whatever call- 
ing he will, 

“Above all things, let him never touch a romaneo or novel; 
these pamt beauty in colors more charming than nature, an<l 
describe happiness that man never tastes. I few chdusivea lanv 
destructive, are those pictures of consumniutr* bliss! They 
teach the youthful mind to sigh after b(^aiit>‘ and liappiiie.^s 
that never existed; to despise the little gesud viiivh furluik* Inis 
mixed in our cup, by expecting nuare than slio i»ver gave: and, 
in general, take the word of a man who Ikis H’tm the wrirld. 
and who lias studied human nature mon^ by i'XiaaaVnee than 
precept; take my word for it, I say, that books toaeli iis yqij 
little Ol the world. The greatest merit in a state* c.f jitverly 
would only serve to make the possessor ridirnlnus— -moy db- 
tress, but cannot relieve Mm. Frugality, and e^am avaricf*. In 
the lower orders of mankind, are true ambitiom Tliesi? alb ml 
the only ladder for the poor to rise to pixdVrinent. Tea<k 
then, my dear sir, to your son, thrift and c,Hamoiny. Let hi?t 
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poor wandering uncle’s example be placed before Ms eyes. I 
bad learned from bo!)ks to be disinterested and generous, 
before I was taugbt from experience tlie necessity of being 
prudent. I bad contracted the habits and notions of a pbi- 
losopber, while I was exposing myself to the approaches of 
insidious cunning; and often by being, even with my narrow 
finances, charitable to excess, I forgot the rules of justice, and 
placed myself in the very situation of the wretch who thanked 
me for my bounty. When I am in the remotest part of the 
world, tell Mm this, and perhaps he may improve from my 
example. But I find myself again falling into my gloomy 
habits of thinking. 

‘‘My mother, I am informed, is almost blind; even though I 
had the utmost inclination to return home, under such circum- 
stances I could not, for to behold her in distress without a 
capacity of relieving her from it, would add much to my 
splenetic habit. Your last letter was much too short; it 
should have answered some queries I had made in my former. 
Just sit down as I do, and write forward until you have filled 
all your paper. It requires no thought, at least from the ease 
with which my own sentiments rise when they are addressed 
to you. For, believe me, my head has no share in all I write ; 
my heart dictates the whole. Pray give my love to Bob Bry- 
anton, and entreat Mm from me not to drink. My dear sir, 
give me some account about poor Jenny.* Yet her husband 
loves her ; if so, she cannot be unhappy. 

“I know not whether I should tell you— yet ivhy should I 
conceal these trifles, or, indeed, anything from you? There is 
a book of mine will be published in a few days: the life of a 
very extraordinary' man; no less than the great Voltaire. 
You know already by the title that it' is no more than a. 
catch-penny. However, I spent but four weeks on the whole 
performance, for which I received twenty pounds, ' ’When 
published, I shall take some method of conveying it to you, 
unless you may think it dear of the postage, whit?h may 
amount to four or five shillings. Ho-wever, I fear you 'will not 
find an equivalent of amusement. 

“Your last letter, I repeat it, was too short; you should 
have given me your opinion of the design of the heroi-eomical 
poem which I sent you. You remember I intended to intro- 


His sister, Mrs. Johnston; her marriage, like that of Mrs. Hodsoii. n-as private, 
but in pecuniary matters much less fortunate. 
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diice the hero of the poem as lying in a paltry alehouse. Yon 
may take the following specimen of the. manner, which I flat- 
ter myself .is quite oiiginah The room in which he lies may 
he described somewhat in this way : 

‘ The wiiidoAe, patched with paper, lent a ray 
That feebly show'd the state in witich he 103*; 

The saruled floor that grits beneath the tread. 

The humid wall with jialtry pictures spread; 

The game of goose was there exposed to view, 

And the twelve rules the ro3-al mart3'r drew; 

The Seasons, framed with listing, found a place, 

And Prussia’s monarch show’d his lamp Islaek face. 

TIif.‘ morn was cold: he views with keen desire 
A rusty grate xmconscious of a lire; 

An unpaid reckoning on the frieze was scored. 

And live crack'd teacups dress'd the cliiiuuey hoard.’ 

And now imagme, after his soliloquy, the landlord to make 
his appearance in order to dun him for the reckoning: 

Not with that face, so servile and so gay^ 

That welcomes every’’ stranger that can pay*; 

WTth sulky eye he smoked the patient man, 

Then puU'd his breeches tight, and thus began,’ etc.’*' 

“ All this is taken, you see, from nature. It is a good 
remark of Montaigne’s, that the wisest men often hare friends 
with whom they do not care how much they play the fool. 
Take my present follies as instances of my regard. Poetry is 
a much easier and more agreeable species of composition than 
prose ; and could a.^ man live by it, it 'were not unpleasant 
employment to be a poet. I am resolved to leave no space, 
though I should fill it up only by telling you, wliat you very 
well know already, I mean that I am 3T)ur most aifeetiunate 
friend aaul brother, 

“Oliver GoLDsniTH.” 

The Life of Voltaire, alluded to in the latter part of the 
preceding letter, was the literary job undertaken to satisfy the 
demands of G-rifiiths. It was to have preceded a translation ' 
of the Heiiriade, ]:)y Ned Purdon, Goldsmith’s old schoolmate, 
now a Grub Street writer, who starved rather than lived by 
the exercise of his pen, and often tasked Goldsmith’s scanty 
means to relieve his hunger. His miserable career was 
summed up by our poet in the following lines written some 


* Tbe projected poem, uf which the above xvere specimens, appears ne\'er to 
have been completed. 
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years after the time we are treating of, on hearing that he had 
suddenly dropped dead in Smithfleld: 

“ Here lies poor Ned Purdon, from misery fi-eed, 

Who long was a bookseller s hack ; 

He led such a damnable life in this world, 

I don’t think he’ll wish to come back.” 

The memoir and translation, though advertised to form a 
volume, were not published together ; but appeared separately 
in a magazine. 

As to the heroi-comical poem, also, cited in the foregoing 
letter, it appears to have perished in embryo. Had it been 
brought to maturity we should have had further traits of 
autobiography ; the room already described 'was probably his 
own squalid quarters in Green Arbor Court; and in a subse- 
quent morsel of the poem we have the poet himself, under the 
euphonious name of Scroggin: 

“ Where the Red Lion peering o’er the way, 

Invites each passing stranger that can pay; 

Where Calvert’s butt and Parson’s black champaign© 

Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury Lane: 

There, in a lonely room, from bailiffs snug, 

The muse found Scroggin stretch’d beneath a rug; 

A nightcap deck’d his brows instead of bay, 

A cap by night, a stocking all the day !” 

It is to be regretted that this poetical conception was not 
carried out; like the author’s other writings, it might have 
abounded with pictures of life and touches of nature drawn 
from his own observation and experience, and mellowed by 
his own humane and tolerant spirit; and might have been a 
worthy companion or rather contrast to his ‘‘ Traveller” and 
“Deserted Village,” and have remained in the language a 
first-rate specimen of the mock-heroic. 


CHAPTER XL 

PUBLICATION OF “THE INQUIRY”-— ATTACKED BY GRIFFITHS’ RE- 
VIEW— KENEICK THE LITERARY ISHMAELITE— PERIODICAL LIT- 
ERATURE-GOLDSMITH’S ESSAYS— GARRICK AS A MANAOER— 
SMOIXETT AND HIS SCHEBIES — CHANGE OF LODGINGS— THE 
ROBIN HOOD CLUB. 

Toward the end of March, 1750, the treatise on which GohL 
smith had laid so much stress, on which he at one tiiiie had 
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calculated. to defray the expenses of Ms outfit' to India, and to 
•wMeli he had adverted, in his coiTespo.iideiiee with Gf.riffith,s, 
made its appearance. It was published by .the Bodsleys, and 
entitled. “i4ii Inquiry into the Present State of Polite Learning 
ill Europe.” 

In the present day, when the whole field of eonteinporary 
literature' is so widely surveyed and ampl^’* discussed, and 
when the current productions of every country are constantly 
collated and ably criticised, a treatise like that of (loldsinitli 
would be considered as extremely limited and unsatisfactory ; 
but at that time it possessed novelty in its views and wideness 
in its scope, and being indued with the peculiar ch irm of style 
inseparable from the author, it commanded public attention 
and a profitable sale. As it was the most important pro- 
duction that had yet come from Goldsmith's pen, he was 
anxious to have the credit of it; yet it appeared without Ms 
name on the title-page. The authorship, however, was wed 
known throughout the world of letters, and the author had 
now grown into sufficient literary importance to become an 
object of hostility to the underlings of the press. One of the 
most virulent attacks upon Mm vras in a criticism on this 
treatise, and appeared in the Monthly Revien\ to which he 
himself had been recently a contributor. It slandered liiin as 
a man while it decried .him as an author, and accused Mm, 
by innuendo, of ‘'laboring under the infamy of ha\dng, by the 
vilest and meanest actions, forfeited all pretensions to honor 
and honesty,” and of practising "those acts which bring the 
sharper to the cart’s tail or the pillory.” 

It will be remembered that the Revirnr was owned by 
Griffiths the bookseller, with whom Goldsmith had recently 
had a misunderstanding. The criticism, therefore, was no 
doubt dictated by the fingerings of resentment; and tiie impu- 
tations upon Goldsmith’s character for honor and honesty, 
and the vile and mean actions Muted at, could only allude to 
the unfortunate pawning of the clothes. All this, too, was 
after Griffiths had received the affecting letter from Gold- 
smith, drawing a picture of Ms poverty and perplexities, and 
after the latter had made Mm a literary compensation. 
Griffiths, in fact, was sensible of the falsehood and extrava- 
gance of the attack, and tried to exonerate himself by 
declaring that the criticism was written by a person in Ms 
employ; but we see no difference in atrocity between liini who 
wields the knife and him who: Mres the cut;-tliroat. It may be 
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well, however, in passing, to bestow our inite of notoriety 
upon the roiscreant who launched the slander. He deserves 
it for a long course of dastardly and venomous attacks, not 
merely upon Goldsmith, but upon most of the successful 
authors of the day. His name was Kemick. He was origi- 
nally a mechanic, but, possessing some . degree of talent and 
industry, applied himself to literature as a profession. This 
he pursued for many years, and tried his hand in every 
department of prose and poetry; he wrote plays and satires, 
philosophical tracts, critical dissertations, and works on phi- 
lology ; nothing from his pen ever rose to first-rate excellence, 
or gained him a iiopular name, though he i*eceivea from some 
university the degree of Doctor of Laws. Dr. Johnson 
characterized his literary career in one short sentence. “Bir, 
he is one of the many who have made themselves piibliG with- 
out making themselves JcnownT 
Soured by his owr want of success, jealous of the success of 
others, Ms natural irritabihty of temper increased by habits 
of intemperance, he at length abandoned himself to the 
practice of i^e vie wing, and became one of the Ishiiia elites of 
the press. In this his malignant bitterness soon gave him 
a notoriety which his talents had never been able to attain. 
We shall dismiss him for the present -with the following sketch 
of him by the hand of one of his contemporaries : 

“ Breaming of genius which he never had, 

Half wife, half fool, half critic, and half mad ; 

Seizing, like Shirley, on the poet’s lyre, 

"With all his rage, but not one spark of fire; 

Eager for slaughter, and resolved to tear 

•From others’ brows that wreath he must not wear — 

Next Kenrick came: all fin-ious and replete 
With brandy, malice, pertness, and conceit; 

Unskill’d in classic lore, through envy blind 
To all that’s beauteous, learned, or refined; 

For fa.iilts alone behold the sai’age prowl. 

With reason’s offal glut his ravening soul; 

Pleased witli his prey, its inmost blood he drinks, 

And mumbles, paws, and turns it— till it stinks.” 

The British press about this time was extmvagantly fruitful 
of periodical publications. That ‘^oldest inhabitant,’^ the Ooi- 
tlemcm's Magazine, almost coeval with St. John’s gate vvh!i*h 
graced its title-page, had long’- been elbowed by magazines and 
reviews of all kinds; Johnson’s Rambler had introduced the 
fashion of periodical essays, which he had followed up in Iris 
Adventurer and Idler. Imitations had sprung up on every 


86 


OLIVER GOLBSMim. 


side, under every variety of imme; until Britisli literature was 
entirely oveiTun by a weedy and transient efflorescence. , Many 
of these rival periodicals choked each other almost at the; out- 
set, and few of them have escaped ohlivioii. 

Goldsmith wrote for some of the most siiccessfiil, such as 
the Bee^ the Busy-Body^ and the Lady^s Magcm'm. His es- 
says, though characterized by Ms delightful style,, his pure, 
benevolent morality, and Ms mellow, imobt,rusive humor, did 
not produce equal effect at first with more garish writings of 
infinitely less value; they did not strike,” as it is termed; 
but they had that rare and endming merit which rises in esti- 
mation on every perusal. They gradually stole upon the 
heart of the public, were copied into numerous contemporary 
publications, and now they are gaimered up among the choice 
productions of British literature. 

In his Inquiry into the State of Polite Learning, Goldsmith 
had given offence to David Garrick, at that time the autocrat 
of the Drama, and was doomed to experience its effect. A 
clamor had been raised against Garrick for exercising a des- 
potism over the stage, and bringing forward nothing but old 
plays to the exclusion of original prodiictions. Wal]>ole Joined 
in this charge, “Garrick,” said he, “is treating the town as 
it deserves and likes to he treated ; mth scenes, fireworks, and 
his oian tantings. A good new play I never expect to see 
more; nor have seen since the Provoked Husban^l, which 
came out when I was at school.” Goldsmith, who was ex- 
tremely fond of the theatre, and felt the evils of this system, 
inveighed in his treatise against the wrongs exptnitmced 
by authors at the hands of managers. “Our pt^et’s perform- 
ance,” said he, “must undergo a process truly chemical before 
it is presented to the public. It must be tried in the manager’s 
fire ; strained through a licenser, suffer from repeated coitck*- 
tions, till it may be a mere caput mortumn when it arrives 
before the public.” Again. “ Getting a play on even in three 
or four years is a privilege reserved only for the happy few 
who have the arts of courting the manager as well as the uiuse; 
who have adulation to please his vanity, powerful palrtuis to 
support their merit, or money:, to indemnify disappointment. 
Our Saxon ancestors had hut one name for a wit and a witch. 
I will not dispute the propriety of uniting those characters 
then; but the man who under present discouragements ven- 
tures to write for the stage, whatever claim he may liavo to 
the appellation of a wit, at least has no right to be called a 
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Conjurer.” But a passage perhaps wiiich touched more sensi- 
bly than all the rest on the sensibilities of Garrick, was the 
following. 

I have no particular spleen against the fellow who sweeps 
the stage with the besom, or the hero who brushes it with his 
train. It were a matter of indifference to me whether our 
heroines are in keeping, or our candle-snuffers burn their 
fingers, did not such make a great part of public care and 
polite conversation. Our actors assume all that state off the 
stage which they do on it; and, to use an expression borrowed 
from the green-room, every one is up in his part. I am sorry 
to say it, they seem to forget their real characters.” 

These strictures were considered by Garrick as intended for 
himself, and they were rankling in his mind when Goldsmith 
waited upon him and solicited his vote for the vacant secre- 
taryship of the Society of Arts, of which the manager was a 
member. Garrick, j^uffed up by his dramatic renown and Ms 
intimacy with the great, and knowing Goldsmith only by his 
budding reputation, may not have considered him of sufficient 
importance to be conciliated. In reply to his solicitations, he 
observed that he could hardly expect his friendly exertions 
after the unprovoked attack he had made upon his manage- 
ment. Goldsmith replied that he had indulged in no person- 
alities, and had only spoken what he believed to be the truth. 
Tie made no further apology nor application ; failed to get the 
appointment, and considei^ed Garrick his enemy. In the 
second edition of his treatise he expunged or modified the 
passages which had given the manager offence; but though 
the author and actor became intimate in after years, this false 
step at the outset of their intercourse was never forgotten. 

About this time Goldsmith engaged with Dr. Smollett, who 
was about to launch the British Magazine. Smollett ■was a 
complete schemer and speculator in literature, and intent upon 
enterprises that had money rather than reputation in view. 
Goldsmith, has a good-humored hit at this propensity in one 
of his papers in the Bee, in wffiich he represents Johnson, 
Hume, and others taldng seats in the stage-coach bound for 
Fame, while Smollett prefers that destined for Hiclies. 

Another prominent employer of Goldsmitli was Mr. John 
Newbery, who engaged him to contribute occasional essays to 
a newspaper entitled the which made its first 

appearance o.n the 12th of January, 1760. His most valuable 
and characteristic contributions to tMs papeivwere his Chinese 
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..Letters, subsequentlj modified into tiie Citizen of the World. 
These liiciihrations , attracted general a^ttentioii ; tiiev were re- 
jjrinted in the Tarioiis periodical publications of tlie day, and 
met' with great applause. The name of the author, however, 
was as yet hut little known. 

Being now in easier circumstances, and: in the receipt of fro- 
qiient sums from the booksellei’s. Goldsmith, about the middle 
of 1760, emerged from his dismal abode in Green xlrbor Court, 
and took respectable' apartments in Wiiie-Ofiice Court, Fleet 
Street. 

.Still he continued to look back with considerate benevolence 
to the poor hostess, whose necessities he had relieve:! l)y j>a wil- 
ing his gala coat, for we are told that ‘'he often supi>li(;'d her 
/with i’ood from his own table, and visited her frequently with 
the sole purpose to he kind to her.’’ 

He now became a member of a debating club, called the 
Kobin Hood, which used to meet iieai* Temple Bai\ and in 
which Burke, while yet a Temple student, had first tried his 
powers. Goldsmith spoke here- occasionally, and is recorded 
in the Robin Hood archives as “a candid disputant, with a 
clear head and an honest heart, though coming but soldirii to 
the society.” His relish was for clubs of a more social, jovial 
nature, and he w^as never fond of argument. xVii ainushig 
anecdote is told of his first introduction to the club, by Samuel 
Benick, an Irish acquaintance of some humor. On entering*, 
Goldsmith was struck ivith tbe self-important appearance of 
the chairman ensconced in a large gilt chair. “ This,” said he, 
‘hnust bo tbe Lord Cbancellor at least.” “No, no,” rc*plied 
Berriclv, “ he’s only master of the roIJsY— The chairman ^vas a 
bakei\ 


CHAPTER XII ' 

M-EW LODGINGS— VISITS OF CEREMONY— PILKINQ- 
: ■ ..TON.' AND THE WHITE MOUSE— INTRODUCTION TO DR. Jf.arNSON 
' .DAVIES AND HIS BOOKSHOP— PRETTY MHS, DAVIES— lO'x'iTE 
AND HIS PROJECTS— CRITICISM OF THE CUDGEL. 

In Ills new bxlgings in Wine-Office Court, GoMsraiili began 
to receive visits of ceremony, and to entertain his literary 
friends. Among the latter he now numbered se^'cral name ^ of 
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Hote, Buck as Guthrie, Murphy, Christopher Smart, and Bick- 
erstaif. He had also a numerous class of hangers-on, the 
small-fry of literature; who, knowing his almost utter incapa- 
city to refuse a pecuniary I’eqiiest, were apt, now that he was 
considered hush, to levy continual taxes upon his purse/ 

Among others, one Piikington, an old college acquaintance, 
but now a shifting adventurei', duped him in the most ludi- 
crous manner. He called on him with a face full of perplexi- 
ty. A lady of the first rank having an extraordinary fancy 
for curious animals, for which she was willing to give enor- 
mous sums, he had procured a couple of white mice to he for- 
warded to her from India. They were actually on board of a 
ship in the river. Her grace had been apprised of their 
arrival, and was all impatience to see them. ITiifortiiiiately, 
he had no cage to put them in, nor clothes to appear in before 
a lady of her rank. Two guineas would be sufficient for his 
purpose, but where were two guineas to be procured ! 

The simple heart of Cxoldsmith was touched ; but, alas I he 
had but half a guinea in his pocket; It was unfortunate ; but 
after a pause his friend suggested, with some hesitation, ‘‘that 
money might he raised upon bis watch ; it would but be the 
loan of a few hours.'’ So said, so done; the watch was de- 
livered to the worthy Mr. Piikington to be pledged at a neigh- 
boring pawnbroker’s, but nothing farther was ever seen of 
him, the watch, or the white mice. The next that Goldsmith 
heard of the poor shifting scapegrace, he was on his death- 
bed, starving wdth want, upon which, forgetting or forgiving 
the trick he had played upon him, he sent him a guinea. In- 
deed, he used often to relate with great humor the foregoing 
anecdote of Ms- credulity, and was ultimately in some th^grce 
indemnified by its suggesting to him the amusing little story 
of Prince Bonbennin and the White Mouse in the Citizen cf the 
World, 

111 this year, Goldsmith became personally acquainted with 
Dr., Johnson, toward whom he was drawn by strong sjiupa- 
thies, ' though their natures were widely different. Both liad 
struggled from eai-ly life- with poverty, but had struggled in 
different %vays. Goldsmith, buoyant, heedless, sanguine, toler- 
ant of evils and easily pleased, had shifted along by any Icbi- 
pomry. expedient; cast do\TO at -every turn, but rising again 
with indomitable good -humor, and still carried forward, by his 
talent at hoping. Johnson, melancholy, and iiyporiuunlriaeah 
and prone to .apprehend the. worst,, yet sternly resolute to 
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battle with and conqiier.it, had made Ms way- doggedly and 
gioomily, but with a noble principle of self-reliance and a dis- 
regard of foreign aid. Both had been irregular at college, — 
Goldsniith, as we have shown, from the levity of iiis nature’ 
and his social and convivial habits; Johnson, from his acerbity 
and gloom. When, in after hfe, the latter heard Mniself 
spoken of as gay and frolicsome at college, because he had 
joined in some riotous excesses there, **Ah, sir!'- replied he, 
‘‘I -was mad and Moient. It was bitterness which they mis- 
took for frolic. I teas miserably poo}\ and I thought fo Jfght 
my way by my literahtre and my zvit. So I disregarded all 
power and all authority.” 

Goldsmith’s poverty was never accompanied by bitterness; 
but neither was it accompanied hj the guardian pride which 
kept Johnson from falling into the degraxiing shifts of poverty. 
Goldsmith had an unfortunate facility at borrowing, and help- 
ing himself along by the contributions of Ms friends ; no doubt 
trusting, in his hopeful way, of one day maldng ret.ribiition. 
Johnson never hoped, and therefore never borrowed. In Ms 
sternest trials he proudly boi^e the ills he could not master. In 
his youth, ivhen some unknown friend, seeing Ms shoes com- 
pletely worn out, left a new pair at his cliamljor door, lie dis- 
dained to accept the boon, and threw them away. 

Though like Goldsmith an immetlioclieal student, he had 
imbibed deeper draughts of knowledge, and matle himself a 
liper scholar. While Goldsmith’s happy const ituti* ) 3 i and 
genial humors carried Mm abroad into suiisMne and enjoy- 
ment, Johnson’s physical infirmities and mental gloom drove 
Mm upon himself ; to the z^esources of reading and meditation; 
threw a deeper though darker enthusiasm into liis niiiid, and 
stored a retentive memory with all kinds of knowledge. 

After several years of youth passed in the country as usher, 
teacher, and an occasional writer for the press. J ohnscai, when 
twenty-eight 3 ^ears of age, came up to London with a half- 
written tragedy in Ms pocket; and David Garric'k, late his 
pupil, and several years his junior, as a coinpaiiioii, 1 )c*th poor 
and penniless, both, like Goldsmith, seeking their fortune in 
the metropolis. ‘A¥erode and tied,” said Garrick sportively 
in after years of prosperity, when ho spxxkc of their liiiinble 
wayfaring. ^‘I came to London,” said Jolmsoii, 'Avith two- 
|)Gnce halfpenny in niy pocket.” ^^Eh, what's that you say?” 
cried Garrick, ^^with twopence halfpenny in 3 'our pocket?” 

‘ ‘ Wliy, yes ; I came with twopence halfpenny in my pocket, 
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and tliou, Davy, with but three halfpence in thine.” Nor was 
there much exaggeration in the picture; for so poor were they 
in purse and credit, that after their arrival they had, v/ith diffi- 
culty, raised five pounds, by giving their joint note to a book- 
seller in the Strand. 

Many, many years had Johnson gone on obscurely in London, 

‘ ‘ fighting his way by his literature and his wit enduring all 
the hardships and miseries of a Grub Street writer ; so desti- 
tute at one time, that he and Savage the poet had walked all 
night about St. James’s Square, both too poor to pay for a 
night’s lodging, yet both full of poetry and patriotism, and 
determined to stand by their country; so shabby in dress at 
another time, that when he dined at Cave’s, his bookseller, 
when there was prospeiws company, he could not make his 
appearance at table, but had his dinner handed to Mm behind 
a screen. 

Yet through all the long and di'eary struggle, often diseased 
in mind as well as in body, he had been resolutely self-depen- 
dent, and proudly self-respectful ; he had fulfilled his college 
vow, he had ‘ ' fought his way by his literature and his wit. ” 
I-Iis Rambler” and ‘‘ Idler” ha'd made him the great moralist 
of the age, and his “Dictionary and History of the English 
Ijanguage,” that stupendous monument of individual labor, 
had excited the admiration of the learned world. He was now 
at the head of intellectual society; and had become as dis- 
tinguished by his conversational as his literary powers. He 
had become as much an autocrat in his sphere as his fellow- 
wayfarer and adventurer Garrick had become of the stage, 
and had been humorously dubbed by Smollett, ^‘^The Great 
Cham of Literature.” 

Such was Dr. Johnson, when on the 31st of May, 1761, he 
was to make his appearance as a guest at a literary supper 
given by Goldsmith, to a numerous party at his new lodgings 
in Wine-Office Court. It was the opening of their acquaint- 
ance. Johnson had felt and acknowledged tlic merit of Gold- 
smith as an author, and been pleased by the honoi ablo mention 
made of himself in the Bee and the ^'Chinese Letters.” Dr. 
Percy called upon Johnson to take him to Goldsmith’s lodgings : 
he found Johnson arrayed with unusual care in a new suit of 
clothes, a new hat, and a well-powdered wig; and could not 
but notice his uncommon spruceness. ' “Why, sir,” re’piied 
Jolmson, “I hear that Goldsmith,' who is- a very great sloven, 
justifies his disregard of cleanliness and. decency by quoting 
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iiiy practice, and I am desii’ous tliis night to show him a better 
example.” 

The acquaintance thus comnieneed ripened into intimacy in 
the course of frequent meetings at the shop of Daxies, the 
bookseller, in Russell Sti’eet, Corent Garden. As tins '^vas one, 
of the literary gossipmg places of the day, especially to the 
circle, over which Johnson presided, it is worthy of some 
specification. Mr. Thomas Davies, noted in after times as the 
biographer of Garrick, had originally been on the stage, and 
,though a small man had enacted tyrannical tragedy, with a 
pomp and magniloquence beyond his. size, if we may trust the 
description given of him by Churchill in the Rosciad : 

‘‘ Statesman all over-'in plots famous ^ro\vn. 

He viouths ct sentence as curs mouth a bone.' ■ 

This unlucky sentence is said to have crippled him in the 
midst of Ms tragic career, and ultimately to liave driven him 
from the stage. He carried into the bookselling craft some- 
what of the grandiose manner of the stage, and was prone to 
be mouthy and magniloquent. 

Churchill had intmiated, that while on the stage he was more 
noted for his pretty wife than his good acting : 

“ With him came Davies: on my life, 

That fellow has a very pretCv wifeC’ 

Pretty Mrs. Davies,” continued to be the lode-star of his 
fortunes. Her tea-table became almost as much a literary 
lounge as her husband's shop. Blie found favor in tlie eyes of 
the Ursa Major of literature byiierivinniiig ways, as she ]>oured 
out for him cups without stint of his favorite beverage. In- 
deed it is suggested that she was one leading cause of his habit- 
ual resort to this literary haunt. Othei'S were drawn tliitlier 
for tlie sake of Johnson’s conversa.tioii, and thus it l^eeame a 
resort of many of the notorieties of the day. Here might 
occasionally bo seen Bennet Langton, George Steeveiis, Dr. 
Percy, celebrated for Ms ancient ballads, and sometimes War- 
burton in prelatic state. Garrick resorted to it for a. time, but 
soon grew shy and suspicious, declaring that most of the 
authors who frequented Mi\ Davies’s shop %vent merely to 
abuse Mm. 

Poote, the Aristophanes of the , day, "was a freciuent visitor; 
Ms broad face beaming with fun and waggery, and his satirical 
eye ever on the lookout for characters and incidents for his 



’OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


93 


farces. He was struck with the odd habits and appearance of 
Johnson and Goldsmith, now so often brought together in 
Davies’s shop. He was about to put on the stage a farce called 
The Oi-'ators, intended as a hit at the Eobin Hood debating 
club, and resolved to show up the two doctors in it for the 
entertainment of the town. 

“ What is the common price of an oak stick, sir?” said 
Johnson to Davies. ‘ ‘ Sixpence, ” was the reply. ' ‘ Why, then, 
sir, give me leave to send your servant to purchase a shhliiig 
one. I’ll have a double quantity ; for I am told Foote means 
to take me off, as he calls it, and I am determined the fehow 
shall not do it with impunity.” 

Foote had no disposition to undergo the criticism of the cud- 
gel wielded by such potent hands, so the farce of The Orators 
appeared without the caricatures of the lexicographer and the 
essayist. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

ORIENTAL PROJECTS— LITERARY JOBS— THE CHEROKEE CHIEFS— 
MERRY ISLINGTON AND THE WHITE CONDUIT HOUSE- LETTERS 
ON THE HISTORY OP ENGLAND— JAMES BOSWELL— DINNER OP 
DAVIES— ANECDOTES OP JOHNSON AND GOLDSMITH. 

Notwithstanding his growing success, Goldsmith continued 
to consider literature a mere makeshift, and his vagrant im- 
agination teemed with schemes and plans of a grand but in- 
definite nature. One was for visiting the East and expioiing 
the interior of Asia. He had, as has been before observed, a 
vague notion tha,t valuable discoveries were to be made there, 
and many useful inventions in the arts brought bade to the 
stock of European knowledge. ‘‘Thus, in Siberian Ta-rtary,” 
observes he in one of his writings, “the natives exti'aet a, 
strong spirit from milk, which is a secret probably unknown 
to the chemists of Europe. In the most savage |>arts of In- 
dia they are possessed of the secret of dying v<}gctal>le sub- 
stances scarlet, and that of refining lead into a metal which, 
for hardness and color, is little inferior to silver.” 

Goldsmith adds a description of the kind of person suited 
to such an enterprise, in which he evidently had himself in 
view..' :v; 
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‘‘He should he a man of philosophical turn, one apt to 
deduce consequences of general utility from partieulrtr occur- 
rences; neither swoln with pride, nor hardened I>\' prejudice: 
neither wedded to one particular system, nor instructed only 
in one particular science; neither wholly a botanist, nor quite 
an antiquarian; his mind should be tinctured with miscel- 
laneous knowledge, and Ms manners humanized by an inter- 
course with men. He should be in some measure an en- 
thusiast to the design; fond of travelling, from a lapid 
imagination and an innate love of change; fiuaiished with 
a body capable of sustaining every fatigue, and a heart 
not easily terrified at danger.'’ 

In 1701, when Lord Bute became prime minister on the 
accession of George the Third, Goldsmith drew up a me- 
morial on the subject, suggesting the advantages to be deri^^ed 
from a mission to those countries solely for useful and 
scientific purposes; and, the better to insure success, he 
preceded his application to the government by an ingenious 
essay to the same effect in the Public Ledger. 

His memorial and his essay were fruitless, his project most 
probably being deemed the dream of a visionary. Still it 
continued to haunt his mind, and he would often talk of 
making an expedition to Aleppo some time or other, when 
his means were greater, to inquire into the arts peculiar 
to the East, and to bring* home such as might be valuable. 
Johnson, who knew how little poor Goldsmith was fitted by 
scientihe lore for this favorite scheme of his fancy, seoiTed at 
the project when it was mentioned to him. *‘Of all menp’ 
said he, ‘‘Goldsmith is the most unfit to go out U|)on such an 
inquiry, for he is utterly ignorant of such arts as we already 
possess, and, consequently, could not know what would be 
accessions to our present stock of mochauieai knowledge. Sir, 
he would bring home a grinding barrow, wliicli you see in 
every street in London, and think that he had furnished a 
wonderful improvement.” 

Plis connection with Newbery the bookseller now led him 
into a variety of temporary jobs, such as a pamphlet on the 
Cock-lane Ghost, a Life of Beau Nash, the famous ]\Iaster of 
Ceremonies at Bath, etc. ; one of the best things fVn* his fame, 
however, was the remodelling and republicatiou of his ChiiK\se 
Letters under the title of “ The Citizen of the AVorM," a, work 
which has long since taken its merited stand among the 
classics of the English language. ‘‘Few works,” it has been 
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observed by one of Ms biographers, ‘^exhibit a nicer percep- 
tion, or more delicate delineation of life and manners. Wit, 
humor, and sentiment pervade every page; the vices and fol- 
lies of the day are touched with the most playful and diverting 
satire ; and English characteristics, in endless variety, are hit 
olf with the pencil of a master.” 

In seeking materials for his varied views of life, he often 
mingled in strange scenes and got involved in wMmsieal situa- 
tions. In the summer of 1762 he was one of the thousands 
who went to see the Cherokee chiefs, whom he mentions in 
one of his writings. The Indians made their appearance in 
grand costume, hideously painted and besmeared. In the 
course of the visit Goldsmith made one of the chiefs a presenl}, 
who, in the ecstasy of Ms gratitude, gave him an embrace 
that left his face well bedaubed with oil and red oclme. 

Toward the close of 1762 he removed to ‘‘merry Islington,” 
then a country village, though now swallowed up in onmi- 
voi’ous London. He went there for the benefit of country air, 
Ms health being injured by literary application and confine- 
ment, and to be near his chief employer, Mr. Newbery, who 
resided in the Canonbury House. In this neighborhood he 
used to take his solitary rambles, sometimes extending his 
walks fco the gardens of the “WMte Conduit House,” so 
famous among the essayists of the last century. Wliile stroll- 
ing one day in these gardens, he met three females of the 
family of a respectable tradesman to whom he was under 
some obligation. With his promi)t disposition to oblige, he 
conducted them about the garden, treated them to tea, and 
ran up a bill in the most open-handed manner imaginable; it 
ivas only when he came to pay that he found himself in one of 
his old dilemmas — he had not the wherewdthal in his pocket. 
A. scene of perplexity now took place between him and the 
waiter, in the midst of w^hich came up some of his acquaint- 
ances, in whose eyes he wished to stand particularly welb 
TMs completed his mortification. There %vas no concealing 
the aivkwardness of his position. The sneers of the wviiter 
revealed it. His acquaintances amused themselves for some 
time at Ills expense, professing their inahility to relieve Mm. 
When, however, they had enjoyed their banter, the -waiter 
was paid, and poor Goldsmith enabled to convoy off the ladic‘B 
with fi-^ung colors, v 

Among the various productions thrown off byliim for the 
booksellers during this gro-wing period of Ms reputation, w^as 
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small work in two voIumeSj entitled .^^The History of England, 
in a series of Letters from a Nobleman to his Son.” It was 
digested from Hume, Eapin, Caxde, and Keniiet. These 
authors lie would read in the morning; make a few notes; 
ramble with a friend into the countr^^ about the skirts of 
‘hiierry Islington;” return to a temperate 'dinner and cheerful 
evening; and, before going to bed, wnite off what had niTanged 
itself in his head from the studies of the morning. In this 
way he took a more general view of the subject, and wrote in 
amoi’e free and fluent style than if he had been mousing all 
the time among authorities. The work, like many others 
written by Mm in the earlier part of his literary career, was 
anonymous. Some attributed it to Lord Chesterfield, others 
to Lord Orrery, and others to Lord Lyttletoii. The latter 
seemed pleased to be the putative father, and iiever disowned 
thd bantling thus laid at Ms door; and well might he have 
been proud to be eonsidereel capable of producing what has 
been well pronounced “the most flnislied and idegant sum- 
mary of English history in the same compass that has been or 
is likely to be written.” 

The reputation of Goldsmith, it will be perceived, grew 
slowly ; he was known and estimated by a Mw; hut lie had 
not those brilliant though fallacious qualities which flash upon 
the xmblic, and excite loud but transient applause. Ills works 
were more read than cited; and the charm of style, for which 
he was especially noted, was more apt to be felt than talked 
about. He used often to repine, in a lialf-humorf>us, half- 
querulous manner, at his tardiness in gaining the laurels 
which he felt to be his due. “ The public,” he would exclaim, 
‘'will never do me Justice; whenever I write anything, they 
make a point to know iiotMng about it.” 

About the beginning of 1763 he became acquainted with Bos- 
well, whose literary gossipings were destined to have a delete- 
rious effect upon his rexiutation. Boswell was at thxit time a 
young man, light, buoyant, pushing, and xxresiimptuoiis. He 
had a morbid passion for mingling in the society of men noted 
for wit and learning, and had just arrived from Scotland, bent 
upon making his way into the literary circles of the metropo- 
lis. An intimacy with Dr. Johnson, the great litorarx' lumi- 
nary of the day, was .the. crowning object of his aspiring and 
somewhat ludicrous ambition. He expected to meet him at a 
dinner to which he was invited at Davies the bookseller s, but 
was disappointed. Goldsmith was present, but lie was not m 
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yet sufficiently reno-wned to excite tlie- reverence of BoswelL 
‘‘At tMs time,” says lie in his notes, “I think' he, had published 
nothing with hiS' name, though it was .pretty generally under- 
stood that one Dr. Goldsmith was the author of ‘An Inquiry 
into the Present State of Polite Learning in Europe,’ and of 
‘ The Citizen of the World,’ a series of letters supposed to be 
written from London by a Chinese. ” 

A conversation took place at table between Goldsmith and 
Mr. Eobert Dodsley, compiler of the well-known collection of 
modern poetry, as to the merits of the cuiTeiit poetry of the 
day. Goldsmith declared there was none of superior merit. 
Dodsley cited his own collection in proof of the contrary. ‘‘It 
is true,” said he, “we can boast of no palaces nowadays, like 
Dryden’s Ode to St. Ceciha’s Day, but we have villages com- 
posed of very pretty houses. ” Goldsmith, however, maintained 
that there was nothing above mediocrity, an opinion in which 
Johnson, to whom it was reiieated, concurred, and with reason, 
for the era was one of the dead levels of British poetry. 

Boswell has made no note of this conversation; he was a 
Unitarian in his literaiy devotion, and disposed to worship none 
but Johnson. Little Davies endeavored to console him for liis 
disappointment, and to stay the stomach of his curiosity, by 
giving him imitations of the great lexicogTapher ; mouthing Ms 
words, roliinghis head, and assuming as ponderous a manner 
as his petty^ person -would permit. Boswell -was shortly after- 
ward made happy by an introduction to Johnson, of whom he 
became the obsequious satellite. From him he likewise im- 
bibed a more favorable opinion of Goldsmith’s merits, though 
he was fain to consider them derived in a great measure from 
Ms Magnus Apollo. “He had sagacity enough,” says lie, “to 
cultivate assiduously the acquaintance of Johnson, a„nd Ms 
faculties were gradually enlarged by the contemplation of such 
a model. To me and many others it appeared that he studi- 
ously copied th,e manner of Johnson, though, indeed, iiiion a 
smaller scale.” ' So on another occasion he calls him “one of 
the brightest ornaments of the Johnsonian scliool.” “His re- 
spectfiii attachment to Johnson,” adds he, “was tli on at its 
height; for his own literary reputation, had not yet distin- 
guished him so much as to excite a vain desire of competition 
with his great master.” 

What boaiitiuil instances' does' the garrulous Bf)swell give of 
the goodness of lieart of Johnson,' and the passing honnige to it 
by Goldsm-th. They wei'e speaking,' of a Air. Lovett, long an 
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iniiiateof Jolinsoii’s liouse and a dependent on Ms bounty; but 
wbo, Boswell tlioiiglit, must be an irksome charge upon Miii, 
is poor and honest,” said Goldsmitli, “which is recom- 
mendation enough to Johnson,’’ . 

Boswell mentioned another person of a very bad character, 
and wondered at Johnson’s kindness to him. “He is now be- 
come miserable, ” said Goldsmith, “ and that insures tiie protec- 
tion of Johnson. ” Encomiums like these speak almost as luueh 
for the heart of Mm who praises as of him who is ]sraised. 

Siibseqiieiitly, when Bosw-eli had become more intense in his 
literary idolatry, he affected to undervalue Goldsmith, and a 
lurking hostility to him is discernible throiighoiit his -writings, 
which some have attributed to a silly spirit of Jerilousy of the 
superior, esteem evinced .for the poet by Dr. Johnson. We 
have a gleam of this in his account of the first ever.ingho spent 
in company iritli those twm eminent authors at ilieir famous 
resort, the Mitre Tavern, in Fleet Street. This took I’laee on 
the 1st of July, 1763. The trio supped together, and passed 
some time in literary conversation. On quilting the tavern, 
Jolmson, W'ho had now been sociably acquainted \vitli Gold- 
smith for twm years, and knew his merits, took him with him 
to diMili tea with his blind pensioner, Miss Will tarns, a high 
privilege among his intimates and admirers. To Boswell, a re- 
cent acquaintance wdiose intinisive sycophancy had iK.-^t yet 
made its way into his confidential intimacju he gave invita- 
tion. Bosw^ell felt it with all the jealousy of a little mind. 
“ Dr. Goldsmith,” says he, in his memoirs, “ being a ])rivileged 
man, w^ent with him, strutting away, and calling to me with 
an air of superiority, like that of an esoteric over an exoteric 
disciple of a sage of antiquity, ‘ I go to Miss Williams.' I con- 
fess I then envied him tMs mighty privilege, of wliieh he 
seemed to be so proud ; but it was not long before 1 i^bi allied 
the same mark of distmction.” 

» Obtained! biitMwv? not like Goldsmith, by the force of un- 
pretending but congenial merit, but by a course of the most 
pushing, contriving, and spaniel-like, suliservleney. Ideally, 
the ambition of the man to-lllustrate his mental iiisig>nifH*ance, 
by continually placing himself' in juxtaposition w’lth the great 
lexieograjiher, has something in it perfectly ludi<'rous. Never, 
since the days of Don Quixote and Saneho Paiiza. has there 
been presented to the world a ’more,, w-himsically contrasted 
pair of associates than Johnson and Bosw'ell. 

“Who is this Scotch cuz' at Johnson’s heels ?” asked soine 
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one when Boswell had worked his way into incessant com- 
panionship. “He is not a ciir,” replied Goldsmith, “you are 
too severe; he is only a bur. Tom Davies flung him at John- 
son in sport, and he has the faculty of sticking.” 


CHAPTEE XIY. 

HOGARTH A VISITOR AT ISLINGTON— HIS CHARACTER-STREET 

STUDIES -SYMPATHIES BETWEEN AUTHORS AND PAINTERS— SIR 

JOSHUA REYNOLDS —HIS CHARACTER — HIS DINNERS— TUB LITER- 
ARY CLUB— ITS MEMBERS— Johnson’s revels with lankey 

. AND BEAU— GOLDSMITH AT THE CLUB. 

Among the intimates who used to visit the poet occasionally 
in his retreat at Islington, was Hogarth the pamter. Gold- 
smith had spoken well of him in his essays in the FtdMo 
Ledger^ and this formed the first link in their friendship. He 
was at this time up ward of sixty years of age, and is described 
as a stout, active, bustlmg little man, in a sk^’-blue coat, satiri- 
cal and dogmatic, yet full of real benevolence and the love of 
himian nature. He was the moralist and pbilosopiier of the 
pencil ; like Goldsmith he had sounded the depth of vice and 
misery, without being polluted by them; and tliougii Ms pic- 
tiirings had not the pervading amenity of those of the essayist, 
and dwelt more on the crimes and vices than the follies and 
humors of mankind, yet they were all calculated, in like man- 
ner, to fill the mind with instruction and precept, and to make 
the heart better. ' 

Hogarth does not appear to have had miieli of the rural feel- 
ing with which Goldsmith was so amply endowed, and may 
not have accompanied him in his strolls al>oiit licdgos and 
green lanes; but he was a fit companion with wliom to ex- 
plore the mazes of London, in which he was continually on 
the look-out for character and incident. One of HogartMs 
admirers speaks of having come upon h.im in Castle Street, 
engaged in one of his street studies, watching two boys who 
were quarrelling: patting one on the back who Ihnclieil, and 
endeavoring to spirit him up to a fresh eneoimtoa*. “At him 
again! D— him, if I would take it of Mm! at him again!" 

A frail momoiaal of this intimacy between the i>ainter and 
the poet exists in a portrait in oil, called “ Goldsmith’s Host- 
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ess,” It is supposed to liave beeii painted by Hogarth !ii the 
course of liis visits to Islington, and given by Mm to the poet 
as a means of paying liis landlady. There are no friendships 
among men of talents more likely to be sincere than those l)e- 
tweeii painters and poets. Possessed of the same qualities of 
mind, governed by the same principles of taste and natural 
laws of grace and beauty, but applying them to dilfeivnt yet 
imitiially illustrative arts, tliey-are constantly^iii sympatby and 
never in collision with each other. 

A still more congenial intimacy of the kind wns that con- 
tracted by Goldsmith with Mr. afterward Sir Joshua Ec.^y- 
noids. The latter wms now^ about forty years of ago, a i.ew 
years older than, the poet, whom he chcurmed by the bltmdness 
■and benignity of liis manners, and the nobleness and gem*ros- 
ity of Ms disposition, as much as he did hj the graces of his 
pencil and the magic of his coloring. They were men id: Icin- 
dred genius, excelling in corresponding qualities of thcar sev- 
eral arts, for style in writing is what color is in painting; 1;)oth 
are innate eiidowiiients, and equally magical in their ettects. 
Certain gi*aces and harmonies of both may be aca.iuired dili- 
gent study and imitatioii, but only in a limited degivi^ : where- 
as by their natural possessors they are exercised spontaneous- 
ly, almost iincoiisciously, and with ever- varying frraa’naPion. 
Eeynolds soon understood and appreciat^^ l the merits f it 
sniith, and a sincere and lasting friendsliip ensued hctaveeii 
them. 

At Rejmolds’s house Goldsmith mingled in a higliei* raufto of. 
company than he had been accustomed to. The fanu' «d‘ this 
celebrated artist, a.nd his amenity of manners, veere gaulieiiiig 
round him men of talents of all kinds, and tiie increasinu' atHu- 
ence of his circumstances enabled him to give fill I iodulaenre 
to his hospitable disposition. Poor Goldsmith had yet, 
like Dr. Johnson, acquired reputation enough to atfuic Tnr Ms 
external defects and Iiis want of the air of good sorit^ly. M.iss 
Beynolds used to inveigh against his personal a]i]H,\a ranee, 
•which gave her the idea, she said, of a low imni'liaidc, a. Jirjj*- 
neyman tailor. One evening at a large supper pai’ty, J'leing 
called upon to give as a toast, the ugliest man slir* kiunv, she 
gave Dr, Goldsmith, upon which a lady who sat ri])posItr\ and 
whom she had never met before, shook hands with h,er a'sross 
the table, and “hoped to become bettor acquaiotcfb'* 

We have a graphic and amusing picture of Ee^molds's hos- 
pitable but motley establislmient, in an account given by a 
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Mr. Courtenay to Sir James Mackintosh ; though it speaks of a 
time after Reynolds had . received the honor of knighthood. 

There was something singular,” said he, ‘‘in the style and 
economy of Sir Joshua’s table that contributed to pleasantry 
and good-humor, a coarse, inelegant plenty, without any re- 
gard to order and arrangement. At five o’clock precisely,, 
dinner was served, whether all the invited guests were arrived 
or not. Sir Joshua was never so fashionably ill-bred as to 
wait an hour perhaps for two or three persons of rank or title, 
and put the rest of the company out of humor by this invidi- 
ous distinction. His invitations, however, did not regulate 
the number of his guests. Many dropped in uninvited. A 
table prepared for seven or eight was often compelled to con- 
'tain fifteen, or , sixteen. .There was a consequent deficiency 
of knives, foi'ks, plates, and glasses. .The, attendance was 
in the same style, and those who were knowing in the, ways. , 
of the ii.ouse took, care on .sitting down^ to. ca.li instantly for 
beer, bread, or wine, that they might secure a supply before . 
the first course was over. ■ ,He was once prevailed,, "on to fur-. 

, nish the table with decanters and ' glasses at dinner, to save 
time and prevent confusion. These gradually were demolished 
in the course of service, and were never' replaced. These tri- ' 
fling embarrassments, however, only served to enhance the hi- 
larity and singular pleasure of the entertainment. Tlie wine, 
cookery and dishes were hut little attended to; nor was the 
fish or venison ever talked of . or I’ecommended. Amid this 
convivial animated bustle among his guests, our host sat per- 
fectly composed; always- attentive to what: .was said, never 
minding w,hat was ate ■ or drank, 'but- 'left every one: at perfect 
„liber.ty to seramble for himself. t ■ 

\ Out of this casual, , but' frequent meeting of men of talent at 
this hospitable board rose that ■association of wdts, autliors, 
scholars, and statesmen, renowned as the Lite.rary Club. Rey- 
.nolds was the first to propose 'a regular association, of the kind, 
and was. eagerly seconded by .Johnson, who proposed as a 
.model a club wliicli he had formed many years previously in 
Ivy Lane, but which was now. extinct. Like that club the 
number of members was limited "to ' nine. Tliey were to meet 
and sup together once a week, on Monday night, at the Turk’s 
Head on Gerard Street, Soho, and two members were to con- 
stitute a meeting. It took .a regular form, in the year l)ut 
did not receive its literary appellation until several years after- 
ward. 
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The original members were Rejmolds, Joliiisoii, Burke, Dr. 
Nugent, Bennet Langton, Topham Beauclerc, Ciianiier, Haw- 
kins, and Goldsmith ; and here a few words concerning some 
of the members may be acceptable, Burke was at tliat time 
about thirty-three years of age; he had mingled a little in 
politics, and been Under Secretary to Hamilton at Dublin, but 
was again a writer for the booksellers,- and as yet lait in the 
dawning of liis fame. Dr. Nugent wa.s his father-in-law, 
Roman Catholic, and a physician of talent and insti-uction. 
Mr, afterward Sir John Hawidns was admitteil into this asso- 
ciation from having been a member of Joliiisr.ms Ivy Lane 
club. , .Originally an attorney, he had retired from the prac- 
tice of the law, in consequence of a large fortune whit.^h fell 
to him in right of his wife, and was now a Mid*Ileste\' magis- 
trate. He was, moreover, a dabbler in literature and niiislc, 
and was actiialh^ engaged on a history of music, wliiidi he 
subseuqeiitly published in five ponderous voliiiiies. To him 
we are also indebted for a biography of Johnson, vindi ap- 
peared after the death of that eminent man. Hawlvins was 
as mean and parsimonious as he was pompous and eoriceited. 
He forbore to partake of the suppers at the club, and begge^d 
therefore to be excused from paying his share of tl'.e r^'ckon- 
ing, “ And was he excused?” asked Dr. Burney of Jo] mson. 
“ Oil yes, for no man is angry at another for being Inferior to 
himself. We all scorned him and admitted Iiis pli*a. Yet I 
really believe him to be an honest man at Ixitioin. t Ir'High to 
be sure he is penurious, and he is mean, and it must be owned 
ho has a tendency to savageness. He did not remrdii above 
two or three years in tlie club; being in a iiiannor elbowed out 
in consequence of his rudeness to Burke, 

Mr. Anthony Chainier was secretary in the War Otlkfo, and 
a friend of Beauclerc, by whom lie was pro]Ksse<l. Wb; 
have left oim mention of Bemiet Langton and Topham Boau- 
clerc until the last, because we have most to say about thenn. 
They were doubtless induced to Join the club through tlKur 
devotion to Johnson, and the intimacy of these two xqtj 
young and aristocratic jmung men- with the stcaii and some- 
what melancholy moralist is among the curiosities of litcantiire. 

Bemiet Langton was of an ancient family, who liold their 
ancestral estate of Langton in Lincolnshire, a great title to 
respect with Johnson. “ Langton, sir,” ho would say, “ has a 
grant of free warren from Henry the Second; aiul Cardinal 
Stephen Langton, in King John’s reign, was of this family,’^ 
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Langton was of a ,inild, contemplative, enthusiastic nature. 

' When- but eighteen years of age he was so delighted with 
reading Johnson’s '‘Eambler,” that he came to London, chiefly 
with a view to obtain an introduction to the author. Bos- 
well gives us an account of his first interview, wdiich took 
place in the morning. It is not often that the personal ap- 
pearance of an author agrees with the preconceived ideas of 
his admirer, Langton, from perusing the writings of John- 
son, expected to find him a decent, well-dressed, in short a 
remarkably decorous philosopher. Instead of wdiich, down 
from his bedchamber about noon, came, as newly risen, a 
large uncouth figure, with a little dark wdg which scarcely 
covered his head, and his clothes hanging loose about liini. 
But his conversation was so rich-, so animated, and so forci- 
ble, and his religious and political notions so congenial with 
those in wdiich Langton had been educated, that he conceived 
for him that veneration and attachment which he ever pre- 
served. 

Langton went to pursue his studies at Trinity College, Ox- 
ford, where Johnson saw much of him during a visit which 
he paid to the university. He found him in close intimacy 
with Topham Beauclerc, a youth two years older than hini- 
self, very gay and dissipated, and wondered what sjmipathies 
could draw two young men together of such opposite char- 
acters. On becoming acquamted with Beauclerc he found 
that, rake though he was, he possessed an ardent love of lite- 
rature, an acute understanding, polished wit, innate gentility 
and high aristocratic breeding. He was, morever, the only 
son of Lord Sidney Beauclerc and grandson of the Duke of 
St. Albans, and was thought in some particulars to have a 
resemblance to Charles the Second. These %vere high recom- 
mendations wdth Johnson, and when the youth testified a 
profound respect for him and an, ardent admiration of Ms 
talents the conquest was complete, so that in a ‘hsliort time,” 
says Boswell, “the moral pious Johnson and the gay dissi- 
pated Beauclerc were companions.” 

The intimacy begun in college chambers was continued 
when ' the youths came to town during the vacations. Tlio mi- 
couth, unwieldy moralist was fiattereci at finding iTimself tin 
object of idolatry to two Mgh-boriiv high-bred, arisiof-rali 5 
young men, and throwing gi*a.vity aside,- was ready to in 
their vagaries and play. the part of a young man upon 
town.” Buell at,, least' is the. nicture given of liiiii by BositcB 
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oil one occasion when Beauclerc and Langton having supped 
together at a tavern determined to give Jiiliiison a loiise at 
three o’clock in the morning. . They aceordiiigiy rapped vio- 
lently at the door of ,’his chambers in the Teiiiidc. The in- 
dignant sage sallied forth in his shirt, poker in lira id, and a 
little black wig on the top of his head, instead of helmet; 
prepared to -wreak vengeance on the assailants < >£ his castle ; 
but wdien his two young friends, Lankey and lleaTi, as he 
used to call them, presented themselves, siiiniiioning him forth 
to a morniiig ramble, his whole mamier changed. '‘What, 
is it you, ye dogs?” cried he. ‘'Faith, III have a, frisk -with 
you I” 

So said so done. They sallied forth togetlica* into Covent 
Garden; .figured among thd green grocers and fruit women, 
just come in from the country witii their hampers: rt‘|iaired 
to a neighboring tavern, wdiere Johnson lirewtHl a bowl of 
hishojL a fa,vorito beverage with him, grew merry over his 
Clips, and anathematized sleep in two lines from ]t.<.»rd Lans- 
downe’s drinking song: 

“ Slio.rt, very short, be then thy rebtn, 

For ihn in haste to laugh arid di-ink again.*' 

They then took boat again, rowed to Billingsgate, and John- 
son and Beauclerc deterniined, like 'uruid wags,*' to ''keep 
it up” for the rest of the day. Langton, however, tlic nio.st 
sober-mhided of the three, pleaded an engageineiit to break- 
fast with some young ladies whereupon tlie great moralist 
reproached him with “ leaving, his social friends to go and 
sit with a set of wretched tmddea/d girls.” 

This madcap freak. of the-great lexicographer made a sensa- 
tion, as may well be supposed, among his intimates, I lieaitl 
of your frolic t’other .ifight,” said Garrick to him; “youllbe 
in the ChronideT He ■ uttered wo.rse forebodings to others. 
“I shall have my old 'fiiend to bail out of the round-lmnse," 
said he. Johnson, hoTrever, valued himself upon haring thus 
enacted a chapter in the" Hake’s Pi'Ogrcss,” and ci'owed over 
Garrick, on the occasion.. '"He durst not. do such a thing!” 
chiiclded he, ^‘liis wife vroiiM not let him!” 

When these two young men entered the riiilg Langton was 
about twenty-two, and Beauclerc about twenty-four rears of 
age, and both were Punched on London life. T.:mgton, how- 
ever, was still the mild, enthusiastic scho1a;r, sIci’IkmI to the 
lips with fine conversational powers, and an invahiaWe talent 
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for listening. He was upward of six feet high, and very spare. 
‘^Oh! that we could sketch iiim,” exclaims Miss Hawkins, in 
her Memoirs, ‘‘with his mild countenance, his elegant features, 
and his sweet smile, sitting with one leg twisted round the 
other, as if fearing to occupy more space than was equitable; 
his person inclining forward, as if wanting strength to support 
his weight, and his arms crossed over his bosom, or his hands 
locked together on his knee. ” Beauclerc, on such occasions, 
sportively compared him to a stork in EaphaeFs Cartoons, 
standing on one leg. Beauclerc was more “a man upon town, ” 
a lounger in St. James’s Street, an associate v/itli George Selwyn, 
with Walpole, and other aristocratic wits; a man of fashion at 
court; a casual frequenter of the gaming-table ; yet with all 
this, he alternated in the easiest and happiest manner the 
scholar and the man of letters; lounged into the club with the 
most perfect self-possession, bringing with him the careless 
grace and polished wit of high-bred society, but making him- 
self cordially at home among his learned fellow-members. 

The gay yet lettered rake maintained his sway over Johnson, 
who was fascinated hy that air of the world, that ineilabie 
tone of good society in vdiicli he felt himself deficient, espe- 
cially as the possessor of it always paid homage to his superior 
talent. “ Beauclerc,” he would say, using a quotation from 
Pope, “has a love of folly, but a scorn of fools; everything he 
does shows the one, and everything he says the other,” Beaii- 
clerc delighted in rallying the stern moralist of whom others 
stood in awe, and no one, according to Boswell, could take 
equal liberty with him with impunity. Johnson, it is well 
known, was often shabby and negligent in* his dress, and not 
over-cleanly in his person. On receiving a pension from the 
crown, his friends vied with each other in respectful congratu- 
lations. Beauclerc simply scanned his person -^vuth a whim- 
sical glance, and hoped that, like Palstaff, “he’d in fiitiire 
purge and: live cleanly like a gentleman.” Johnson took the 
hint with unexpected good humor, and profited by it. 

Still Beauclerc’s satirical vein, which darted shafts on every 
side, was not always tolerated by Johnson. “ Sir,” said ho on 
one, occasion, “ you never open your mouth but with, intention 
to givO'pain; and.yoii have often given me pain, not from the 
power of what you have said, but from seeing yonr inten- 
tion.” 

When it was first ' proposed to enroll Goldsmith among the 
members of this association,' there seems to have been mim 
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demur; at least so says tlie pompous Ha.xvkiiis. he wrote 

for the booksellers, we of the dub lookoAl on him as a mere 
literary drudge, equal to the task of compiling and translating, 
but little capable of original and still less of poetical composi- 
tion. ’’ 

Even for sometime after Ms admission, he conlimied to lie 
regarded in a dubious light by some of the members. I’olmsoii 
and Eeyiiolds, of course, were well aware of liis merits, nor 
■was Burke a stranger to them; but to the otJiors lie was as yet 
a sealed book, and the outside was not prepossessing. His un- 
gainly person and awkward manners were against him with 
men accustomed to the graces of society, aiid ht^ w:is not suffi- 
ciently at home to give play to Ms humor and ir> that bonho- 
mie which won. the hearts . of all wiio knew liiui. He felt 
strange and out of place in this new sphere ; lie felt at times 
the cool satirical eye of the courtly Beaiiderc Hi*aiiiiiisg him, 
and the more he attempted to ajjpear at his ease, the more 
awkw^ard he became. 


OHAPTEE XT. 

JOHNSON A MONITOR TO GfOLDSmTII-— FINDS HIM IN DISTRESS 
WITH HIS LANDLADY— RELIEVED BY THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD 
-tTHE ORATORIO— P0,EM OF THE TRAVEUmU— 'rilE POBIT AND 
HIS DOG— SITCC,ESS OF THE POEM— ASTONiSIlM EXT OF THE 
CLUB— OBSERVATIONS ON THE POEM. 

Johnson had now become one of Holdsmitlfs best friends 
and advisers. Pie knew all the weak points of Ids character, 
but he knew also Ms merits; and while he would rebuke liiiii 
like a cMkI, and rail at Ms errors and follies, Iw wt«iuld siiifer 
no one else to undeiwalue Mm. Goldsmith knew the sound- 
ness of Ms Jtidgmeiit and his practical l)enevolenci\ and cJtiai 
sought Ms counsel and aid amid the dilficuities into whieli Ills 
heedlessness was continually plunging. liini. 

I received one morning,’' says Joliiisom message from 
poor Goldsmith that he was in great distx’css, and, as it was 
not ill Ms power to come to me, bogging that I would come to 
him as soon as possible. I sent Mm a guinea, and promised to 
come to him directly. I accordingly went as soon a.s I was 
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dressed, and. found that his landlady had arrested Mm for his 
rent, at which he was in a , violent passion ; I perceived that 
he had already changed' my guinea, and had a bottle of 
Madeira and a ' glass before him. I put the cork into the 
bottle, desired he would be calm, and began to talk to him of 
the means by which he might be extricated. He then told me 
he had a novel ready for the press, which he prodiiced^ to me. 
I looked into it and saw its merit ; told the landlady I should 
soon return ; and, having g;one to a bookseller, sold it for sixty 
pounds. I brought Goldsmith the money, and he discharged 
his rent, not without rating his landlady in a high tone for 
having used him so ill. ” 

The novel in question was the “Vicar of Wakefield;” the 
bookseller to whom Johnson sold it was Francis Newbery, 
nephew to John. Strange as it may seem, this captivating 
work, which has obtained and preserved an almost unrivalled 
popularity in various languages, was so little appreciated by 
the bookseller, that he kept it by Mm for nearly two years un- 
published! 

Goldsmith, had, as yet, produced nothing of moment in . 
poetry. Among his literary jobs, it is true, was an oratorio 
entitled “ The Captivity, ” founded on the bondage of the Israel- 
ites in Babylon. It was one of those unhappy offsprings of 
the muse ushered into existence amid the distortions of music. 
Most of the oratorio has passed into oblivion ; but the follow- 
ing song from it will never die: 

“ The wretch condemned from life to part. 

Still, still on hope relies, 

And every pang that rends the heart 
Bids expectation rise. 

“ Hope, like the glimmering taper’s light, 

Illumes and cheers our way; 

And still, as darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray.” 

Goldsmith distrusted his qualifications to succeed in poetry, 
and doubted the disposition of the public mind in regard to it. 

“ I fear,” said he, “ I have come too. late into the world; Pope 
and other poets have taken up .the, places .in the temple of 
Fame ; and as few at any period can possess' poetical reputa- 
tion, a man of genius can now hardly acquire it.” xigaiii, on 
another occasion, he. observes : “Of, ail kinds of aiiihitioii, as 
things are now circumstanced,' perhaps that which pursues 
poetical fame is the wildest. "Wlmt f rom the increased refine- 
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ment of the times, from the diYcrsity of jiirlgnieiit , procliieed 
W opposing systems of eritieism, and from tlie more prevalent 
divisions of opinion influenced by party, the strongest and hap- 
piest efforts can expect to please ])ut in a. very narrow circle.” 

At this very time he had by him his poem of ^‘The Travel- 
ler.” The plan of it, as has already been observed, was con- 
ceived many years before, during his travels in Hwitzeriaiul, 
and a sketch of it sent from that country to liis .brcffiier Henry 
in Ireland. The original outline is said to havt^ imibraccd a 
widerscope; but it was probably coni rae till ihi-ough dilVidenee, 
in the process of finisiiing the parts. It had lain by him for 
several years in a crude state, and it was with cxt’oviie hesita- 
tion and after much revision that he at length submitted it to 
Dr. Johnson. The frank and warm apprsjbation the latter 
encomnged him to flnish it for the iwess; and ]>r. Johnson 
himself contributed a fewiines toward tb.e ooncliisfi.Jii. 

We hoar much about ‘ * poetic inspiration/* and ‘'the poet's 
eye in a fine frenzy rolling:” bat 8ir Jt?s fnia gives an 

anecdote of Goldsmith while engaged np^jii his jiuian, ealcaibted 
to cure our notions about the ardor of coinpt^>iii->n. Calling 
upon the poet one day, he opeiiCMl the door ceremony, 

and found him in the double occupation of turumg n couplet 
and tcacliinga pet dog to sit upon his limmclms. *vt oni‘ time 
he would glance Ms eye at his desk, and at aiioilier shako his 
finger at the dog to make him retain his irjsitL ,ii. TIio last 
lines on the page were still wet; they fonii n part of the descrip- 
tion of Italy : 

“ By sports like these are all th.eir cares 
The si>oits of chiUhvn saifefy the ehC i/' 

Goldsmith, Ttith his usual good-humor, in tlio laugh 

caused by his whimsical employment, and ai'knowledged tnat 
his boyish sport with the dog suggestp<i the slanzo. 

The poena was published on the l!)th of Doc-omixa-, 1704 , in a 
quarto form, by Newbery, and was the first nf his works to 
.which Goldsmith prefixed his name. As a teslimon.v of cher- 
ished and well-meritod aflpection. hededicati'd it to his brotiier 
Henry. There is an amusing affectation of indilterenee a,s to its 
fate expressed in the dedication. “What reception a poem 
may find,” says he, “which has neither abtiKe. narte, nor blank 
verse to snpport it, I cannot tell, nor am I solii-itui’is to know.” 
The tiaith is, no one was more emulous and mixions for poetic 
fame; and never was he more anxious tiuui in the present 
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Instance, for it was Ms grand stake. Dr. Johnson aided the 
launcMiig of the poem by a favorable notice in the Critical 
Review ; other periodical works came out in its Mvor. Some 
of the author’s friends complained that it did not command in- 
stant and wide popularity; that it was a poem to win, iiot to^ 
strike; it -went on, rapidly increasing in favor; in three months 
a second edition was issued ; shortly afterward a third ; then a 
fourth; and, before the year was out, the author was pro- 
nounced the best poet- of his time. 

The appearance of “The Traveller” at once altered Gold- 
smith’s intellectual standing in the estimation of society; but 
its effect upon the club, if we may judge from the account 
given by Hawkins, was most ludicrous. They were lost in as- 
tonishment that a “newspaper essayist” and “bookseller’s 
drudge” should have written such a poem. On the evening of 
its announcement to them Goldsmith had gone away early, 
after “rattling away as usual,” and they knew not how to 
reconcile Ms heedless garrulity with the serene beauty, the 
easy grace, the sound good sense, and the occasional elevation 
of his poetry. They could scarcely believe that such magic 
numbers had flowed from a man to whom in general, says 
JohnBon, “itvmswith difficuM;y they could give a liearing.” 
“ WqH,” exclaimed Chamier, “ I do believe he wrote this poem 
Mmself, and let me tell you, that is believing a great deal.” 

At the next meeting of the club Chamier sounded the author 
a little about his poem. “Mr. Goldsmith,” said he, “what do 
you mean by the last word in the first line of your ‘ Traveller,’ 
‘remote, unfriended, inelaiiclioly, slottrf do you mean tardiiiesss 
of locomotion?” “Yes,” replied Goldsmith inconsiderately, 
being probably flurried at the moment. “ No, sir,” interposed 
his protecting friend Johiisoii, “ you did not mean tardiness of 
k>comotion ; you meant that sluggishness of mind which comes 
upon a man in solitude.” . “ Ah, ” exclaimed Goldsmith, 
was what I meant.” Chamier immediately believed that Joliii- 
son himself had written the line, and a rumor became lu-e-- 
valent that he was the author of many of the finest passages. 
Tills was ultimately set at rest by Johnson himself, who marked 
with, a, pencil all tlie verses he had contributed, nine i,n number, 
inserted toward the conclusion, and ' by no means the best in 
the poem. He moreover, with generous warmth, pronounced 
it the finest poem that had appeared since the days of Pope. 

But one of the hioiiest testimonials to the charm of tlie poem 
was given by Miss Eeynolds, who had. toasted poor Goldsmith 


OLIVER GOLmMITlL 


no 

as tlie ugliest man of tier acquaintance. Sliomy at'icr tlie a^i- 
pearance of “The Traveller,'’ Dr. Johnson read it iiloiiil from 
beginning to end in her presence. “Weil/’ exclaimed she, 
when he" had ' finished, “I never more shall think Dr. G-oId- 
<giiiitii ugly I” 

On another occasion, when the merits of “The Traveller' 
were discussed at Reynolds’s board, Langion declan.xl ^“Diere 
was not a bad line in' the poem, not one of Dry<Ieri*s careh‘-s 
verses.” “I was glad,” observed Reynolds, luKir Cliivies 
■fox say it was one of the finest poems in the English iaiigiiage.” 
'‘Why were you glad ix\joiiied Laiigton : you sui-ely hatl no 
doubt ot this before.” No, ” interposed Johnson, decisively; 
“the merit of ^The Traveller’ is so well e‘^mlVli>hefi fnnt '’ur. 
Fox’s praise caimot augment it, nor his censure iliiuiiiish It.” 

Boswell, who was absent from England at the lime of the 
publicatif»n of “The Traveller,” was astuiiislunl on his ivturn, 
to find Groldsmith. whom he had so much umloi’vahu^d, sud- 
denly elevated almost to a par with his r h tun ainted h n: 
it by concluding; that much both of the sr-nUiuenls and expres- 
sion of tbe poem bad been derived from ('om’or'^ations with 
Jobiison. “He imitates you, sir.’' said Ibis inoarnatimi of 
toadyism. “Why, no,- sir,” replied Jobiison, ‘\Fack Hawks* 
•worth is one of my imitators, but imt iinhlsiiiid), (Jrddy, sir, 
has great merit.” “But, sir, he is much iiubhlet] it) you for 
his getting so high in the piiMie estiniatiou.*' Why. sir. bo 
has, perhaps, got sooner to it by his iiiiimm/v with me,” 

The poem went tiiroug'h several editfoms in the u<.>urse ot Hie 
first year, and received some few additions and c ‘or reactions 
from the author’s pen. It produced a gi>Ifhen. haiu'est to 3lr. 
NoAvbery, but all the remuneration on record, doled iuit by Ills 
niggard hand to the author, mas twenty guineas I 
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CHAPTEBXVL 

FEW, LODGINGS— JOHNSON’S COMPLIMENT — TITLED PATRON— THE 
POET AT NORTHUMBERLAND HOUSE — HIS INDEPENDENCE OF THE 
GREAT — THE COUNTESS OP ' NORTHUMBERLAND- — EDWIN AND 
ANGELINA — GOSPORD AND LORD GLARE — PUBLICATION OP ES- 
g^YS — EVILS OP A RISING REPUTATION — HANGERS-ON — JOB 
WRITING — GOODY TWO SHOES— A MEDICAL CAMPxHGN — MRS. 
SIDEBOTHAM. 

" Goldsmith, now that he was rising in the world, and becoiii- 
mg a notoriety, felt himself called upon to improve his style 
of living. He accordingly emerged from Wine-Office Court, 
and took chambers in the Temple. It is true they wei*e but 
of humble pretensions, situated on what was then the library 
staircase, and it would appear that he was a kind of inmate 
with Jeffs, the butler of the society. Still he was in the Tem- 
ple, that classic region rendered famous by the and 

other essayists, as the abode of gay wits and thoughtful men 
of letters; and which, with its retired courts and embow- 
ered gardens, in the very heart of a noisy metropolis, is, 
to the quiet-seeking student and author, an oasis freshening 
with verdure in the midst of a desert. Jolmson, who had be- 
come a kind of growling supervisor of the poet’s affairs, paid 
him a visit soon after he had installed himself in his new quar- 
ters, and went prying about the apartment, in Ms near-sighted 
manner, examining every thmg minutely. Goldsmith was 
fidgeted by this curious scrutiny, and apprehending a dispo- 
sition to find fault, exclainied, with the air of a man who had 
money in both pockets, shall soon be in better chamber 
than these.” The harmless bravado drew a reply from John- 
son, which touched the chord of proper pride. “Nay, sir,” 
said he,' “ never mind tiiat. Nil te qiiaesiveris extra, ” implor- 
ing that his reputation rendered Mm mdependent of outwai’d 
show. ;' , Happy would it have been' for poor Goldsmith, could 
he have kept, this consolatoiy’ compliment perpetually in mind, , 
and squared Ms expenses accordingloL , ■ 

Among the persons of raffic who were struck with the merits 
of “The Traveller” was the Earl (afterward Duke) of North- 
umberland. He procured several other of Goldsmith’s writ- 
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lugs, the perusal of which tended to elevate the author in his 
good opinion, and to gain for him liis good will. The earl held 
the office of Lord Lieutenant of j Ireland, and iiiiderstancling 
Goldsmith was an Irishman, w^as disposed to extend to him 
the patronage which his high post afforded. He intimated 
the same to his relative, Dr. Percy, who, he found, wa.s well 
acquainted with the poet, and expressed a wish that tlu* laltrr 
should wait upon him. Here, then, was another op|)ortiiiiit\' 
for Goldsmith to better his fortune, had he been knowing iiml 
worldly enough to profit by it. Unluckily the path to fortune 
lay through the aristocratical mazes of Northiiiiiberlaiid House, 
and the poet blundered at the outset.' The following is the ac- 
count he used to give of his visit: “I dressed myself in the 
best . manner I could, and, after studying some eompliinents I 
thought necessary on such an occasion, pweeeded to Korih- 
uiiiberland House, and acquainted the servants that I had par- 
ticular business with the duke. They showed me into an ante- 
chamber, where, after -waiting some time, a gentleman, very 
elegantly dressed, made his appearance; taking Iruii for the 
duke, I delivered all the fine things I had composed in order 
to compliment him on the honor he had done me; when, to 
my great astonislinient, he told me I had inistaJven him for 
his mastei*, 'who would see me immediately. At tiiat instant 
the duke came into the apartment, and I was sti eoiilVamded 
on the occasion, that I wanted \vords barely suffi(*'ienl to ex- 
press the sense I entertained of the diifee's politeness, and 
went away exceedingly chagrined at the Ijhmder I had com- 
mitted.” 

Sir John Ha’vyldns, in his life of Dr. Johnson, gives sonu^ 
further particulars of this visit, of which be was, in part, a 
witness. Having one clay, ” says he, call to make on tht^ 
late Duke, then Earl, of Northumberland, I found OHldsniith 
waiting for an audience in an outer room: I askcnl In’m what 
had brought him there; he told me, an invitation his 
lordship. I made my business as short as I could, aial, as a 
reason, mentioned that Dr. Goldsmith was walling -without. 
The earl asked me if I was acciuaiiited with him. I tnld him 
that I was, adding what I thought most likely to recoiitmend 
him. I retm‘d, and stayed in the outer room to take in'! a 
home. Upon his coining out. I asked him the result ♦ d' Ids (*< m- 
versation. Hlis lordship/' said he, Hold me he had outl my 
poem, meaning ‘'The Traveller,” and wns miudi ihh’utUid 
with it; that he was going to.be lord-Iieutenani i»f Irtfiand, 
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and' tliat hearing I was a native of that country, lie should 
be glad to do me any kindness.’ ^ And what did you answer,’ 
said I, Ho this gracious offer?’ ‘ Why,’ said he, H could say 
nothing but that I had a brother there, a clergyman, that stood 
ill need of help : as for myself, I have no great dependence on 
the promises of great men; I look to the booksellers for sup- 
port; they are my best friends, and I am not inclined to for- 
sake them for others.’” “Thus,” continues Sir John, “did 
this idiot in the affairs of the world trifle with his fortunes, 
and put back the hand that was held out to assist him.” 

We cannot join with Sir John in his worldly sneer at the 
conduct of Goldsmith on this occasion. While we admire that 
honest independence of spirit which prevented him from ask- 
ing favors for himself, we love that warmth of affection which 
instantly sought to advance the fortunes of a brother : but the 
peculiar merits of Goldsmith seem to have been little under- 
stood by the Hawkinses, the Boswells, and the other biogra- 
phers of the day. 

After all, the introduction to Northumberland House did not 
prove so complete a failure as the humorous account given by 
Goldsmith, and the cynical account given by Sir John Haw- 
kins, might lead one to suppose. Br. Perc^^, the heir male of 
the ancient Percies, brought the poet into the acquaintance of 
his kinswoman, the countess, who, before her marriage with 
the earl, was in her own right heiress of the Hou>se of North- 
umberland. “She was a lady,” says Boswell, “not only of 
high dignity of spirit, such as became her noble blood, but of 
excellent understanding and lively talents.” Under ber aus- 
pices a poem of Goldsmith’s had an aidstocratical introduction 
to the world. This was the beautiful ballad of the “ Hermit,” 
originally published under the name -of “’ Edwin and Angelina.” 
It was suggested by an old English ballad beginning “Gentle 
Herdsman,” shown him by Br. Percy, who was at that time 
making his famous collection, entitled “Eehques of Ancient 
English- Poetry,” which he. submitted to' the inspection of 
G-oldsmith prior to publication. A ■ few . copies only of the 
“Hermit” were p,riiited at first, with the' following title-page: 
“Edwin and Angelina: a Ballad.. By Mr. Goldsmith. : Printed 
for the Amusement of the Countess of 'Northumberland. ” , 

xill this,:' though it may. not have .been attended., with any 
immediate pecuniary advantage, contributed to .give. Gold- 
smith’s' .name ■ and poetry the. high stamp of fashion, so potent 
in . .Ingland,; .the circle at .■.Northumberland,. House,, however, 
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11 of too stately if 

Lf ollrat ie at Gosfield, t^e seat ot 



wit Clare, who appref "Jiv made him 

S^the Earl of f W " 

Ms guest both mtowB and 

jovial betfing his fortunes: he had 

testant religion, i^ch widows, and an Irishman's 

an Irishman’s ““ 0 ^ for nch ^uo 

luck with the sex; *J”rne“rlv sixty, with a re- 

fortime with bro«ne and remiv. hut some- 

markably loi^voic^hi coarsen. 'ss he w;is 

wlitit cOtXiSB ^ ’• oinri Ii'kI iirodin Wiiicli 

capable of high t 

showed a truly poetic vem^. !d\ his fcarle--i. -isiuii, 

House of Commons, cHva'vs c.i.vd him 

iersoniand mvkwnn^ 

Goldsmith probably felt more at ease than n iih th. i>^ > ••. u._.k 

’'^SrcSbrity which Goldsmith had atnuired hy hi- i"’o»' ' ^ 
“The Ti-aveller,” occasioned ^ resuseatatiou -d miii> 
TniscGllaneous *3.11(1 aiionyiiious tulGS (ind , > * * i * i 

rious newspapers and other transient pnblrntr o:- in win- i 
Tv kV do?iant. These he puhlishecWu IPi • in n 
form, under the title of “Essays by 

following essays,” observes be m bis ]»ie.aM, * 

appeared at different times, and in different pimlieannii^ 
The pamphlets in -which they were inserfeil .f ur.: a-nm .il, 
unsuccessful, these shared the common 

the booksellers’ aims, or estendmg the autlmrs ■ 

The pubbc were too strenuously employed wtth Tb^n. o, i o 
lies to be assiduous in estmiating mine; so ilnl maiiv -I m> 
best attempts in tins way have fallen vietmis fu ilti' 

topic of tbe times— the G-bost in CViek-lnui', nr Mop* 

Ticonderoga. . , 

“But, though they have passed pretty sileiilly into tim 
world, I can by no means complain of their eiienlalinn.^ Ihe 
magazines and papers of the day have iutknl hrn liberal 
enough in this respect. Most of those essays h; i\'e iieen r. gu- 
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laiiy reprinted twice or thrice- a year, and conveyed to the 
public through the kennel of some engaging compilation. If 
there be a pride in multiplied editions, I have seen some of my 
labors sixteen times reprhited, and claimed by different parents 
as their own. I have seen them flourished at the beginning 
with praise, and signed at the end with the names of Philautos, 
Pliilalethes, Pliileleutheros, and Philanthropes. It is time, 
however, at last to vindicate my . claims; and as these entei*- 
taiiiers of the public, as they call themselves, have partly lived 
upon me for some years, let me now try if I cannot live a little 
upon myself.” 

It was but little, in fact, for all the pecuniary emolument he 
received from the volume was twenty guineas. It had a good 
circulation, however, was translated into French, and has 
maintained its stand among the British classics. 

Notwithstanding that the reputation of Goldsmith had 
greatly risen, his ff nan were often at a very low ebb, owing 
to his lieediessness as to expense, his liability to be imposed 
upon, and a spontaneous and irresistible propensity to give to 
every one who asked. The very rise in his reputation had in- 
creased these embarrassments. It had enlarged his circle of 
needy acquaintances, authors poorer in pocket than himself, 
who came in search of literary counsel ; which generally meant 
a guinea and a breakfast. And then his Irish hangers-on! 
‘‘Our Doctor,” said one of these sponges, “had a constant 
levee of his distressed countrymen, whose wants, as far as he 
was able, he always relieved; and he has often been known to 
leave liimself without a guinea, in order to supply the neces- 
sities of others.” 

This constant drainage of the purse therefore obliged him to 
rmdertake all Jobs proposed by the booksellers, and to keep up 
a kind of romiing account with Mr. New’-bery; who was his 
ban Ivor on all occasions, sometimes for poimds, sometimes for 
sliillings; but who was a rigid accountant, and took care to be 
rsniply repaid in manuscript. Mp.ny effusions hastily penned 
in these moments of exigency, were published anonymously, ' 
and never claimed. Some of them have but recently been' 
traced to his pen; while- of many the true authorship will 
probably nevei* be discovered. ■ Among otliers it is suggested, ■ 
and with great probability, that he wrote for Mr. Ne winery tlie 
famous nursery story of “ Goody Two Shoes,” wdiicli. appeared 
ill tTffb a.t a luoment when Goldsmith was sc.ribb].i,ag for New- 
bery, and nnich pressed for- iimds. Several cjiiaint little tales 
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introduced in liis Essays sho%v that he luui a turn iVa- Hu’s 
species of mock history; and the ad-s eitiKnucul and iiiie-pagc 
hear the stamp of his sly and playful liumor._ 

“We are desired to give notice, that there is in ih.c i'--' ss. ;r.iil 
speedily will be published, either by subsci''i)ti'!u "r u!llervl■i^^‘, 
as the public shall please to determine, the lii.-tni-y n,' jhitle 
Goody Two Shoes, otherwise Mrs. Margery T»>< u iiii 

the means by which she acquired learning’ aiui v.-;.eiMi)!. :u!ii. 
in consequence thereof, her estate; set foiih at iarg<' h-U- the 
benefit of those 


* Who, from a state of in^s and cave. 

And havintj shoes but half a pair. 

Their fortmie and tiieiv faim* should 
And gallop in a eoacii ami six.” 

The world is pro])abl,T not avoort^ nf the liiiinm; 

good sense, and sly sat kv tMnlahb‘<i in nesn^ <»i' \lu m!i 1 Kn-^- 
lish iiursory-tales. Tluw liave ovidoditly hi o?i ih*’ -.p.o livo prn- 
diietions of able wrltei^s, whn wnuld ird iru^i ihoir KdniosthJ 
productions that might be t'nTji>kiuivd bfhHpili iln ;r tlhialy. 
The ponderous works un wliieh tlrw roli^-d iiT ianaufi.-iliiy 
have perhaps sunk into nhlivirni. ami o;n*ri - ^ laaaos 
down with them : wliile their uiuieknewlih.;:.'.] •■fa,:;. J,-;ek 
the Giant Killer, Giles Gingeihread. and T*'in Tlifiii k, iiniiilsh 
in wide-spreading and neveravasing pn| :ilarliy. 

As GoMsinith had now aajuired pupuiarii\ ami rn <’Xt< iiHfk’e 
acqiialiitanee, he attempted, wiih the advmeer’ Lh iriemis, tu 
procure a more regular and ample >uppitri iw hmiiiin g tiu* 
medical profession. Heai-eordingly iaiiih'botl liifo-* IT iipi in tim 
town in stylo; hired a maiosidn”aiit : rophaiidh-d !ii> Id* 

at considerable expense, and ap|H*arod in a po'^h v* il .‘uid 

c<ane, X->wple silk sniaibelothoN and a sthiHid r*»#|u laaro' but- 
toned to the chin : a iantastie garb, as waslpfald iluok at I hr 
present clay, but not xmsuited to the fasliiiin *>! flit i iim 

With his sturdy little pers^m tlnm arravi*d in ils ioaimml 
mngnific'enee of purple and iiiudhion, and inv 

flaiiiitiiig from his shoublers. In usod fu si nit int^* uparm 
meiits of his patients swaying his threo-eorner.'d be.! in nui* 
hand and his medical sceptre, the cane. In tla' ciMl ra- 

sumingan air of gravity and imporiair'e snitod pt tin* --ubGai,. 
nity of his wig; at least, such is the pioiiire givmi nf him Ip 
the waiting gentknvomaii who let him into the cbaiiilHT ef uiie 
of Ms lady patients. 
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He soon, however, grew tired and impatient of the duties 
and restraints of his profession.; his practice was chiefly among 
Ms friends, and the fees were not sufficient for Ms maintenance ; 
he was disgusted with attendance on sick-chainbers and capri- 
cious patients, and looked back with longing to Ms tavern 
haunts- and broad convivial meetings, from which the dignity 
and duties of his medical calhng restrained him. At length, 
on prescribing to a lady of his acquaintance who, to use a hack- 
neyed phrase, ^‘rejoiced” in the aristocratical name of Side- 
botham, a warm dispute arose between him and the apothecary 
as to the quantity of medicine to be administered. The doctor 
stood up for the rights and dignities of his profession, and re- 
sented the interference of the compounder of drugs. His rights 
and dignities, however, were disregarded; Ms wig and cane 
and scarlet roquelaure were of no avail; Mrs. Sidebotliain sided 
with the hero of the pestle and mortar; and Goldsmith flung 
out of the house in a passion. ‘‘ I am determined henceforth,” 
said he to Tophain Beauclerc, ‘‘to leave off prescribing for 
friends.” ‘‘Do so, my dear doctor,” was the reply; “when- 
ever you undertake to kill, let it be only your enemies,” 

This was the end of Goldsmith’s medical career. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

PUBLICATION OF THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD — OPINIONS CONCERN- 
ING IT— OF DR. JOHNSON— OP ROGERS THE POET— OF GOETHE— 
ITS aiERITS— EXQUISITE EXTRACT— ATTACK BY KENRICK— RE- 
PLY— BOOK-BUILDING— PROJECT OF A COMEDY. 

The success of the poem of “The Traveller,” and the popu- 
larity which it had conferred on its author, now roused the at- 
tention of the bookseller in whose hands the novel of “ The 
Yicar of Wakefield ” had been slumbering for nearly two long 
years. The idea has generally prevailed that it was Mr. John, 
Hewbery to, whom the manuscript had been sold, and ..much 
surprise has been, expressed that he should be insensible, to. Its 
.merit and suffer it to remain impublished, while putting forth 
various inferior writings by ' the same , author. Tins, . however, 
is a mistake;; y it, was ,his' nephew, Francis Newbery,. .who , .had 
become the fortimate purchaser. Still the delay is. equally un- 
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accountable. ' Some have imagined that the uncle and iioplieiv 
had business arrangements together, in which this worlv was 
included, and that the elder Newbery, dubious of its success, 
retarded the publication until the full haiwest of ‘-The Trav- 
eller” should be reaped. Booksellers are prone to maivc egre- 
gious mistakes as to the merit of works in inaiiii.sei‘i]U’: and to 
undervalue, if not reject, those of classic and (uuliuing excel- 
lence, when destitute of that false brilliancy coriiiiionly called 
“ effect,” In the present instance, an intellect vastly siii'Jiuior 
to That of either of the booksellers was equally at fault. Dr. 
Jolmson, speaking of the work to Boswell, some time su]>se- 
quent to its publicatioii, observed, ‘‘I myself did not tliiiik it 
would have had much success. It was written and sold to a 
bookseller before ‘ The Traveller^ but pubiislied afiei*. so little 
expectation had the bookseller from it. Had it been sold after 
^The Traveller,’ be might have had twice as much money; 
though sixty gtimects teas no mmn prieeT 

Sixty guineas for the Tiear of Wakefield I and this c<juld be 
pronounced no ineari price by Dr. Johnson, at that time the 
arbiter of British talent, and who had had an t appeal unity of 
witnessing the effect of the; work upon the public mind; ffu* its 
success was immediate. It came out on tlie 27tli of Hareh, 
1766; before tbe end of May a second edition was call(?ci fom in 
three months more a third; and so it went on, widening in a 
popularity that has never flagged. Rogers, the IX'estor of 
British literature, whose refined purity of taste and exquisite 
mental organisation, rendered him eminently (\‘i](*u];ra>d lo 
appreciate a work of the kind, declared that all tin* bouks, 
which, through tlie fitful changes of three goi]pratii'">iis liad 
seen rise and fall, the charm of the Ticar of Wa kill 'hi luid 
alone eontinued as at first; and could he revisit the wm*] I cficr 
an interval of many more generations, he should as sur»'l\- 
to find it undimimsimd. Nor has its eehdiriiy Ih'-cii cnnfhied 
to G-reat Britain. Though so exclusively a plciurt^ <>f British 
scenes and manners, it has been translated into aliimst r*vcry 
language, and everywhere its charm has been, the sam»\ 
G-oethe, thegimt genius of Germany, declared in InV ciiihly- 
first year, that it was lias delight at the age of tweio \\ tin! it 
had in a manner formed a part of Ms education, inlliieiieintr hU 
taste and feelings throughout life, and that lu‘ bad vre^ ntly 
read it again from beginning to end— %vith renewed doliglit, mnl 
with a grateful sense of the early benefit derived from it. 

It is needless to expatiate upon the qualities of a wi irk wlikdi 
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Ibias tliiis passed from country to country, and language to lan- 
guage, until it is now known throughout the whole reading 
world, and is become a household book in every hand. The 
secret of its universal and enduring popularity is undoubtedly 
its truth to nature, but to nature of the most amiable kind ; to 
nature such as Goldsmith saw it. The author, as we have occa- 
sionally shown in the com'se of tiiis memoir, took his scenes 
and characters in tliis as in his other writings, from originals 
in his own motley experience ; but he has given them as seen 
through the medium of his own indulgent eye, and has set them 
forth with the colorings of his own good head and heart. Yet 
how contradictory it seems that this, one of the most delightful 
pictures of home and homefelt happiness, should be drawn by 
a homeless man ; that the most amiable picture of domestic vir- 
tue and all the endearments of the married state should be 
drawn by a bachelor, wdio had been severed from domesti'^* life 
almost from boyhood; that one of the most tender, touching, 
and affecting api3eals on behaK of female loveliness should 
have been made by a man wdiose deficiency in all the graces 
of person and manner seemed to mark him out for a cynical 
disparager of the sex. 

We cannot refrain from transcribing from the work a short 
passage illustrative of what we have said, and which within a 
wonderfully small compass comprises a world of beauty of 
imagery, tenderness of feeling, delicacy and refinement of 
thought, and matcMess purity of style. The two stanzas 
which conclude it, in which are told a whole history of a 
woman’s ivrongs and sufferings, is, for jjathos, simplicity, and 
euphony, a gem in the language. The scene depicted is where 
the poor Yicar is gathering around him the wrecks of his shat- 
tered family, and endeavoring to rally them back to happiness. 

‘^The next morning the sun arose with peculiar w^armth for 
the season, so that we agreed to breakfast together on the 
"honeysuckle bank ; where, while we sat, my youngest daugh- 
ter at my request joined her voice to the concert on the, trees 
about iis. It was in this place my poor Olivia first met her 
seducer, an.d every object seiwed to recall her sadness. But 
that melancholy wdiich is excited by objects of pleasure, or 
inspired b,y sounds of harmony, soothes the heart instead of 
corroding it. Her mother, too, upon this , occasion, felt a 
pleasing distress, and wept, and loved her daughter as before. 

^ Do, my pretty Olivia,’ cried she, ^let us have that melancholy 
air 3 ' our father was so fond 'of ; ' your sister Sophy has already 
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obliged us. Do, child; it will please yoiu- old father.’ She 
complied in a manner so exquisitely pathetic as moved me. 

“ ‘ When loveJy ivoman stoops to foil3% 

And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm can soothe lier melancholy, 

What art can wash her guilt away? 

“ ‘ The only art her guilt to cover. 

To Iiide her shame from every eye. 

To give repentance to her lover, 

And wring his bosom— is to die,’ ” 

Scarce liad tlie Vicar of Wakefield made its appraraih?e and 
been received with acclamation, than its author wa.s siil\}eetcd 
to one of the iisiial penalties that attend success. He at^ 
tacked in the newspapers. In one of the eha]>lers lu- Ihul in- 
troduced .bis ballad of the Herniit, of which, as we have men- 
tioned, a few copies had been jniiited some cimsidei^abli,* lima 
previously for the m'e tla’ ta’ Xortlium}H*rlarid. 

Tills brought forth the following article in a rashimiahle jour- 
nal of the day. 

To the lYintcr the Si. James's 

^‘SiR: In the Eeliques of Ancient Poetry, imldished about 
two years ago, is a very beautiful little ballad, cali^-d * A Priar 
of Orders Grayd The ingenious editor, lilr. Perr^v, sop|)oses 
that the stanzas sung by Ophelia, in the |>Iay of fhaeiri were 
parts of some ba, Had well known in Shakers pea re's tiiiicc and 
from these stanzas, with the addition of one or two of bis own 
to connect them, he had formed the above-nbuitioriecl baliad; 
.the' subject of wiiich is, a lady comes to a conveiil ttuntfiiire. 
for her love who had been driven there by her disdain. Bho 
.is answered by a friar that he is dead :■ 

* Ko, iH>, he is deati, gone to 
lie never wili conic again.' 

Tlie lady weeps and laments lierenielty: the friar eiiflcfivors 
to comfort her with morality ami religfom Imt all In vain ; sir} 
expresses .the deepest grief am! the most sentimentH of 

love, till at last tlm friar discovers, .himself : 

‘ Aiid lo! beneath tliis gown uf gra> 

Tiiy own tiHieiuvx* appca,ra.r 

“Tills catastrophe is very fine, ami the wliule. jiiin-',! willi 
the gi’oatcst tenderness, has the grealt^t ; yil. 

though this ballad was so recently published in ‘the Aiifkait 
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Eeliqiies, Dr. Goldsmith has heen hardy enough to piiMish a 
poem called ' The Hermit,’ where the cireiimstaiices and catas- 
trophe are exactly the same, only with this difference, that 
the natural simplicity and tenderness of the originar are al- 
most entirely lost in the languid smoothness and tedious para- 
phrase of the copy, which is as short of the merits of Mr. 
Percy’s ballad as the insipidity of negus is to the genuine 
flavor of champagne. 

‘‘I am, sir, yours, etc., 

Detector.” 

This attack, supposed to be by Goldsmith’s constant perse- 
cutor, the malignant Hemick, drew from him the following 
note to the editor : 

‘‘Sir: As there is nothing I dislike so much as newspaper 
controversy, particularly upon trifles, permit me to be as con- 
cise as possible in informing a correspondent of yours that I 
recommended Biaiiiville’s travels because I thought the book 
'was a good one ; and I think so still. I said I -was told by the 
bookseller that it was then first published ; but in that it seems 
I was misinformed, and my reading was not extensive enough 
to set me right, 

“ Another correspondent of 3 ^oui*s accuses me of having 
taken a ballad I published some time ago, from one by the in- 
genious Mr. Percy. I do not think there is any gi’eat resem- 
blance between the two pieces in question. If there he any, 
his ballad was taken from mine. I read it to Mr. Percy some 
years ago ; and he, as we both considered these things as trifles 
at best, told me, with his usual g<5od-humor, the next time I 
saw him, that he had taken my plan to form the fragments of 
Shakespeare into a ballad of Ms own. He then read me his 
little Cento, if I may so call it, and I highly approved it. Such 
petty anecdotes as these are scarcely worth printing; and 
■wore it not for the busy disposition of some of your .corre- 
spondents, the public should never have known that he owes 
me the hint of Ms baUad, or that .l am obliged to his friend- 
ship .and learning for communications of a much more impor- 
tant nature. , ' 

I -am,, sir,' yours,, etc,, . 

“Oliver Goldsmith.’”’ , 

The unexpected circulation of the Yicar o,f W akefield ” en- 
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riclied tlie puWislier, but not tlie author. Goldsmith no doubt 
thought himself entitled to participate in the prulits of tlie yq- 
peated editions; and a memorandum, still extant, slanvs that 
he drew upon Mr. Francis Newbery, in the month of June, for 
fifteen guineas, but that the bill was returned dishonored. He 
continued therefore his usual job-work for the bruksoHers. 
writing introductions, prefaces, and head and tail ]iioces for 
new works: revising, touching up, and niodifjdng travi‘ls and 
voyages; making compilations of, prose and put ary. and 

building books,” as he sportively termed it. These* tasks re- 
quired little labor or talent, but that taste and touch \vliiili are 
the magic of gifted minds. His terms began t<j Ir'.* pro]xir- 
tioned to his celebrity. li: his price was at any lime ohje^^-ded 
to, ‘‘Why, sir,” he would say, “it may seem large: but then 
a man may be many years working in obscurity hei'uro his 
taste and repiitation are fixed or estimated: and then iu* is, as 
in other professions, only paid for his previous labors." 

He was, however, prepared to tin- his fortune^ in a dilTerent 
walk of literature from any he had yet attennpteil. “We have 
repeatedly adverted to Ms fondness for the drama ; he was a 
frequent attendant at the theatres; though, as we liavi* shown, 
he considered them under gross mismanagement. 1 Te t Ir.uight, 
too, that a vicious taste prevailed among tliose wlr.) \\a’ute l!or 
the stage. “ A new species of dramatic eompositit jil" says lica 
in one of his essays, “ has been introduced under the name of 
senfiniental com.ech/, in which the virtues of pri\anu life are 
exhibited, rather than the vices exposed: aiifl tht^ uistresses 
rather than the faults of mankind make our in the 

piece. In these plays almost all the chavavtor> tiro guud, uiui 
exceedingly generous; tht^y' arQ lavisli enough oi* their tin 
money on the stage: and tmmgh they want hiiiuur, have 
abundance of sentiment and fooling. If they liapiiuu io have 
faults or foibles, the spectator is taught not to pardMU. 
but to applaud them in coBsIderation of tluycroodiH'ss of their 
hearts; so that folly, instead of being rldieuled. is c. limionih'nl. 
and the comedy aims at touching our passirais, viiliniit th<? 
power of being truly pathetic. In this manner wear ‘ likely 
to lose one great source of entertainment e*n tlic' slagYu for 
while the comic poet is mvading the province of the I ra.rie 
muse, he leaves her lively sister quite neglect (‘‘fl. nf tluV, 
however, he is no ways solicitous, as he measim^s his fame by 
his profits. ... 

“Humor at present seems to be departing from tlie stage; 
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and it will soon happen that our comic players will have noth- 
ing left for it but a line coat and a song. It depends upon the 
audience whethet’ they will actually drive those poor merry 
creatures from the stage, or sit at a play as gloomy as at the 
tabernacle. It is not easy to recover an art when once lost; 
and it will be a just punishment, that when, by our being too 
fastidious, we have banished humor from the stage, we should 
om’selves be deprived of the art of laughing. ” 

Symptoms of reform in the drama had recently taken place. 
The comedy of the Clandestine Marriage, the joint production 
of Cohnan and Garrick, and suggested by Hogarth’s inimitable 
pictures of ‘'Marriage a la mode,” had taken the town by 
storm, crowded the theatres with fashionable audiences, and 
formed one of the leading literary topics of the year. Gold- 
smith’s emulation was roused by its success. The comedy was 
in what he considered the legitimate line, totally different from 
the sentimental school; it presented pictures of real life, de- 
lineations of character and touches of humor, in which he felt 
himself calculated to excel. The consequence was that in the 
course of this year (1766), he commenced a comedy of the 
same class, to be entitled the Good-Natured Man, at which he 
diligently wrought whenever the hurried occupation of “ book 
building” allowed him leisure. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

SOCIAL POSITION OP GOLDSMITH — HIS COLLOQUIAL CONTESTS 
WITH JOHNSON—ANECDOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The social position of Goldsmith had undergone a material 
change since the publication of “ The Traveller.” Before that 
event he was but partially known as the author of some clever 
aiionynious writings, and had been a tolerated member of the 
club and the Joliiisoii circle, without much being .expected 
from Mm. Now lie had suddenly risen to literary fame,, and 
become one ' of the lions of the day. The highest regions of 
intellectual society were' now. open to him; but he was not 
prepared to move in them vdth confidence and success. Bally- 
nialion had not been a good school of manners at. the outset, of 
.life;. nor. had Ms experience as a “ poor ■ student ” at colleges 
and . medical schools contributed to give him the polish of 
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society. He liad brought from Ireland, as lie said nothing 
but Ills “brogue and his blunders/’ and they had nover ieit 
Mm, He had traveiied, it is true; but tJie Oontiiieiilal tour 
which ill those days gave the finishing gratae to tfie iMlucaiion 
of a patrician youth, had, with poor Goldsiiiitla been little 
better than a course of literary vagahonflizlug. It haul en- 
riched his mind, deeiiened and widened the beiievoliMict^ cl liis 
heart, and filled his memory with enchanting pictui\‘s, hut it 
had contributed little to disciplining him for the pohie iuter- 
coiirse of the world. His life in Loiidnn liad hit in ti n Ixx/n a 
struggle .with sordid . cai’es and sad huniiliaiitais. ‘‘Ynu 
scarcely can conceive,” wrote he some time ]rn*vinnsly ti) his 
brother, “ how much eight years of disa]>]H>iiiiriienn rmguish, 
and study have worn me down/’ Seveinl niore v^/rs had 
since been added to the term during wliieh fie iriii trod the 
lowly ■wains of life. He had been a tutor, an apMiiiivaryb 
drudge, a }>etly physieiaii of the suburbs, a iHHikM-ii-rs hack, 
driidghig for daily bread. Each separate walk iiad been iiesev 
by its peculiar thorns and himiiMations. li is w«,>ndi‘rful i/»w 
his heai't retained its gentkaiess and kiiuiness thrmigh all these 
trials; how his mind rose above the “ ineanness^.\s of poverty/’ 
to which, as he says, he.vras compelled, to sii!}nnt : hui it woiiid 
be still more wamderfui, had his manners at‘niiirrd a t/ijo 
corresponding to the innate grace and reiiiienu->]i! of I'od in- 
tellect. He was near forty years of age when lio p/*hhsln‘d 
“ The Traveller,” and was lifted by it into ci'lobriiy. .A,.,s Is 
beautifully said of bim by one' of his hmg:r:*phcv>, “lu* lias 
fought his way to consideration ami esteem; bur l'>e l«\ars 
upon him the sears of bis twdve y(\ars* rniilljci,* uf iho moan 
sorrows through which he has pa<s(Ml; and of the dioan lie 
diilgenee.s he has sought relief and help from. is tidln 

ing plastic in bis nature now. His mann<:a*i^ anti lirdats are 
completely formed; and in them any furllit^r <ii»‘ce<N oan make 
little favorable change, whalwer it may dfect for his mind or 
genius,” * 

We are not to be suii>rised, therefore, at finding Idm make 
an awkward figure in the elegant drawing-rrsr^ms which wir*? 
now open to bim, and disappointing tliose who Ind ri..aan,od mi 
idea of Miii from the fascinating ease and griiivrulmws of Ills 
poetry. 

Even the literary dub, and the dnde of ‘wl rich Ir formed a 
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part, after their surprise at the intellectual flights of which he 
showed himself capable, fell into a conventional mode of judg- 
ing and .talking of him, and of placing him in absurd and 
whimsical points of view. His very celebrity oi^erated here to 
his disadvantage. It brought him into continual comparison 
with Johnson, who was the oracle of that circle and had given 
it a tone. Conversation was the great staple there, and of this 
Johnson -was a master. He had been a reader and thinker 
from childhood ; his melancholy temperament, wdiich unfitted 
him for the j.)leasures of youth, had made him so. For many 
years past the vast variety of vrorks he had been obliged to 
consult in preparing his Dictionary, had stored an uncom- 
monly retentive memory with facts on all kinds of subjects; 
making it a perfect colloquial armory. He had all his life,” 
says Bosw- ell, '‘habituated himself to consider conversation as 
a trial of intellectual vigor and skill. He had^disciplined him- 
self as a talker as well as a writer, making it a rule to impai't 
whatever he knew^ in the most forcible language he could put 
it in, so that by constant practice and never siiifering any 
cureless expression to escape him, he had attained an extraor- 
dinary accuracy and command of language.” 

His common conversation in ail companies, according to Sir 
Joshua Eeynolds^ was such as to secure him universal atten- 
tion, something above the usual colloquial style being always 
expected from him. 

“I do not care,” said Orme, the historian of Hindostan, “on 
whaf subject Johnson talks; but I love better to hear him talk 
than anyl3ody. He either gives you new thoughts or a new 
coloring.” 

A stronger and more graphic eiilogiiim is given l)y Dr. 
Percy. “The conversation of Johnson,” says he, “is strong 
aud clear, and may be compared to an antique statue, where: 
every vein and muscle is distinct and clear.” 

Such was the colloquial giant with which G-oldsmith’s cele- 
brity and Ms habits of intimacy brought him into continual 
comparison; can we wonder that he should appear to dis-^ 
advaiitege,? Conversation grave, discursive, and disputatious,' 
such a,s Johnson excelled and delighted in, was to him. a severe 
task, and he never was good at a .task of any kind. , He had ' 
not, like Johnson, a vast fund of acquired facts to draw upon ; 
nor a retentive niemor^r to furnish them forth when 'wanted.. 
He 'coiiM not, like the- great' lexicographer, mould, his ideas 
and. balance his periods while talking. He had a flow; of ideas, . 
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blit it was apt to be burned and eoufiised, and as he :-:rid cd 
liiniselfj lie bad coiitancted a hesitating and disa.aawable uiari- 
ner of speaking. He used to say that he a]\vay< a railed bt‘si> 
wliQii he argued alone; that is to say, he could inasier a side 
ject in liis study, with Ms pen in his hand; hut. wlien eanie 
into company he grew confused, and was iinrJde o> talk ahniit 
it, Joliiisoii made a remark concerning him ti> Sf autodial of 
the same purport. “ No man,” said hc\ 'ds na )iv im li-h than 
Goldsinith when he has not a pen in Ms hand, ci' liuao' wise 
wiien he has.” Yet with all this conscious dctidca -y he was 
continually getting involved in colloqiiial eouleds wiili Jliim- 
soii and other prime talkers of the literary circle. Ifc felt that 
he had become a notoriety ; that he had entered the lists and 
wars expected to make fight; so "with, that h('edlessiics< wliieh 
charaeteri^ied him in everything. else he dasherl on ai a ven- 
tuj‘a; trusting to chance in this as in other things, and, Jitadiig 
occasionally to inake aducky hit* Jnlnismi perceived his hap- 
hazard teinorily, but gave him no mndit lor the real diffidence 
which lay at bottom, ‘‘ The misfortune rd' thddsmirh in con- 
versation," said he, is tins, he goes on wii bout kn. -wing how 
he .is to get olf. His gt'nius is great, but his knowledge Is 
small. As they say of a gene.rou.s man, it is a iio is not 
rich, we may say of Goldsmith it is a pity he is nor knowing, 
lie would not keep his knowledge to liimseir," And, on 
another occasion, he observes: ‘‘Goldsmith, ratlmr than not 
talk, will talk of what he knows himself to !fc iganimii, whicli 
can only end in exposing him. If in company witii ; wi> foun- 
ders, he would -rail a talking cn the meih«*d r>f makiir:: eaiuinn, 
though both of them would soon see that he dftl ii. t k'uoAv 
wdiat metal a cannon is made of.” .And again: “ i fi 'Idsmiifi 
should not be foi’cver attenipti,ng to shine in co-uvnordiivu: hr 
has not temper for it he is so much inmtilied whfii la* fcil.-c 
Shy a game of Jokes is composed, ]au1]y of >4dil partly of 
eha.nce; a man may be beat at tiiues by ora mv ho ik'I t]:c 

tenth part of his wit. Now Goldsmith, piulin;: tinr-ih' agciiisl 
another, is like a man laying a hunflival to who eniniot 
spare 'the hundred. It is not wmrth a man s witilt,*, A mail 
should not lay a hundred to one uule-s he cmi easily spare it, 
though he has a liimdred chances fi>r him: la.- »'nii get hut a 
guinea, "and he may lose a himdred* Goldsmiili fs in lids 
state. When he contends, if he gets th*’^ 1;^ th-r, d is a xray 
little addition to a man of his literary reputation; if In* 
not got the better, he is miserably voxedi' 
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Jolinson was' not a'ware how much he was himself to blame 
in producing this vexation. ‘'Goldsmith,’’ said Miss Eejnolds, 
“always appeared to he overawed* by Johnson^ particularly 
when in company "with people of any consequence ; always as 
if impressed with fear of disgrace; and indeed well he rnigiit. 
I have been witness to many mortifications he has suffered in 
Dr. Johnson’s company.” 

It may not have been disgrace that he feared, but rudeness. 
The great lexicographer, spoiled by the homage of society, was 
still more prone than himself to lose temper when the argu- 
ment went against him. He could not brook appearing to be 
worsted ; but would attempt to bear down his adversary by 
the rolling thunder of his periods; and when that failed, 
would become downright insulting. Boswell called it ‘ ‘ having 
recourse to some sudden mode of robust sophistry;” but Gold- 
smith designated it much more happily. “There is no argu- 
ing with Johnson,” said he, “/or idmi his pistol misses fire^ he 
hnocJcs you doivn with the butt end of UH 

In several of the intellectual collisions recorded by Boswell 
a,s triumphs of Dr. Johnson, it really appears to us that Gold- 
smith had the best both of the wit and the argument, and 
especially of the courtesy and good-nature. 

On one occasion he certainly gave Johnson a capital reproof 
as to his own colloquial peculiarities. Talking of fables, Gold- 
smith observed that the animals introduced in them seldom 
talked in character. “For instance,” said he, “the fable of 
the little fishes, who saw birds fiy over their heads, and, envy- 
ing them, petitioned Jupiter to be changed into birds. Tbe 
skill consists in making them talk like little fishes.” Just then 
observing that Dr. Johnson was shaking his sides and laugh- 
ing, he immediately added, “Why, Dr. Johnson, this is not so 
easy as you seem to think; for if you were to make little fishes 
talk, tlioy would talk like wdiales.” 

But though Goldsmith suffered frequent mortifications in so- 
ciety fi'oni the overbearing, and sometimes harsh, conduct of 
Jolinson, he always did justice to his benevolence. When 
roi'al pensions were granted to Dr. Johnson and Dr. Siieb- 
beare, a punster remarked, that the - king had .pensioned ashe- 


The fuhinvinrJT is by i^oswelh as an iiistamee of robust sopbistry: “Ouee. 

when 3 wris i^n^ssirig upon him with visible advantage, he .sto]»ped me thus, ' 31y 
dear 3’:3r>sAvelh let's have no more of this; you’ll make nothing of it. I'd raiiier hcai 
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6car and a Jie-5ear; ■ to Yviiicli Goidsmitli replied, “JoliiiBOii, to 
be siire^ has a roughness in his manner, but no man alive has 
a more tender heart. He has nothing of the hear hfd ihe i-hini’* 
G-oldsmitli, in conversation, shone most wIk'ii he least 
thought of shilling; when he gave up all effort to appear wise 
and learned, or to cope” with the oracular seutentiousiiess' of 
Johnson, and gave way to his natural impulses. Ev(‘n .Bos- 
well could perceive Ms merits on these occasions. '‘Ft a* my 
part,” said he, condescendingly, “I like very well to hear hon- 
est GoMsmifh talk away carelessly;” and many a rnuGi wiser 
man than Boswell delighted in those out|'H.iiirhigs of a fertile 
fancy and a generous heart. In his happy moods, (bddsmitli 
had an artless simplicity and buoyant good-humoi*. ilitst led to 
a thousand amusing Himders and whimsical ctadVssitMiS, much 
to the entertainmeait of Ms intimates: rei, in iusmtjsi tla'aight- 
less garrulity, there was occasionally the gleam of the gold 
and the flash of the diamond. 


CHAPTEH XIX. 

SOCIAL EESORTS—THE SHILLING WHIST CLUB— A, PRACT!C,AL JOKE 
—THE tVEDNESBAY CLUB— -THE ‘‘TUN OF P2G 

BUTCHER— TOM KINCi—HUGH KELLY— GLOVER AXB HIS CHAR- 
ACTERISTICS. 

Though CToklsniiths pride and ambition led Mm to mingle 
occasionally with high society, and to engage in tiu‘ collupuia! 
conflicts of the learned circle, in both of uiiich bo was ill at 
ease and conscious of being iindervahaHh yni In* had some so- 
cial resorts in wiiich he indemnified himsfir tor tlicii* rc'-'t minis 
by indulging liis humor without cunt roL iaic of thoni was :i 
shilling whist cliib,. which held its meetings at the Devil Tav- 
ern, near Temple Bar, a place rendered classic, we ru'c tulrl, by 
a club held there in old times, to which “rare Flon ,h}jbnn" 
liad furnished the rules. The company was of a t'aiiuliar, Uic 
ceremonious kind, delighting in that very *|iu‘stioaahl(* wit 
which consists in playing ot! practical Jokes uprtu each oil wr. 
Of one of these Goldsmith was made the bntl. Ibming to the 
club one night in a liaclaiey coach, he gave t'ne cua-fhiaan by 
mistake a guinea instead of a shilling, whidi he set d,bwn as a 
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dead loss, for there wa>s no likelihood, he said, that a fellow of 
this class would have the honesty to return the money. On 
the next club evening he was told a person at the street door 
wished to speak with him. He went forth, but soon returned 
with a radiant countenance. To his surprise and delight the 
coachman had actually brought back the guinea. While he 
launched forth in praise of this unlooked-for piece of honesty, 
he declared it ought not to go unrewarded. Collecting a small 
sum from the club, and no doubt increasing it largely from his 
own purse, he dismissed the Jehu with many encomiums on 
his good conduct. He was still chanting his praises, when one 
of the club requested a sight of the guinea thus honestly re- 
turned. To Goldsmith’s confusion it proved to be a counter- 
feit. The universal burst of laughter which succeeded, and 
the jokes by which he was assailed on every side, showed him 
that the whole was a hoax, and the pretended coachman as 
much a counterfeit as the guinea. He was so disconcerted, it 
is said, that he soon heat a retreat for the evening. 

Another of those free and easy clubs met on Wednesday 
evenings at the Globe Tavern in Fleet Street. It was some- 
what in the style of the Three Jolly Pigeons; songs, jokes, 
dramatic imitations, burlesque parodies and broad sallies of 
hiinior, formed a contrast to the sententious morality, pedan- 
tic^ casuistry, and polished sarcasm of the learned circle. Here 
a huge “tun of man,” by the name of Gordon, used to delight 
Goldsmith by singing the jovial song of Nottingham Ale, and 
looking like a butt of it. Here, too, a wealthy pig butcher, 
charmed, no doubt, by the mild philanthi'opy of “The Trav- 
eller,” aspired to be on the most social footing with the author, 
and here was Tom King, the comedian, recently risen to con- 
sequence by his performance of Lord Ogleby in the new^ com- 
edy of the Clmidestine Marriage. 

A member of more note was one Hugh Kelly, a second-rate 
author, who, as he became a kind of competitor of Gold- 
smith’s, deserves particular mention. He was an Irishman, 
about twenty-eight years of age, originally apprenticed to a 
staymaker in Dublin; then writer to a London attorney; then 
a Grub Street hack, scribbling for magazines and newspapers. 
Of late he had set up for theatrical censor and satirist, and, in 
a paper called Thespis, in emulation of Churchill’s Eosciad, 
had harassed many of the poor actors without mercy, and 
often without wit; but had lavished his incense on Garrick, 
who,, in consequence, took him into favor. He was the author 
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' of sev'eral works of siipcrncial merit, font which lio,d siifficienfe 
vogue to inflate Ms vanitw. This, however* iiiiist have hcvn 
mortified on Ms iirst introduction to jii ; Mter silting a 

short time lie got up to take leave, expressing a fear that a 
longer visit might foe troublesome. in tbe least, sir/' 

said the siirlj moralist, ‘*1 had forgotten yon were in tiie 
room.” Johnson used to speak of him as a man vflio had 
written more than he had read. 

A prmie wag of this club was one of Gtdilsndlhs poor coim- 
trjmien and hmig’ers-on, by the name of Glovin’, lie had ori- 
ginally been educated for the medical profession, font had taken 
in early life to the stage, though apparently wltliont much suc- 
cess. While porforniing at Cork, he luideili.jok, ] warily in jest, 
to restore life to the foody of a malefaetor. w]>.> liad just been 
executed. To the astonisliment of every oira lilmsth’ anmng 
the number, he succeeded. The miracle look ^viIuL lie aban- 
doned the stage, resumed the wig and cane, aiul ctaisidered his 
fortune as socairo. Uiiliickiiy, there wen,' not 3 n:'uiy dead peo- 
ple to be restored to life in Ireland; his practirv dii not equal 
Ms expectation, so he came to lAmdon, where he cuutinu,ed to 
dabble inditferently, and rather luiprufitaMy, in idiysi? and 
literature. 

He was a great frequenterof the Globe and Devil taverns, 
where he used to amuse the company by li is tafo-fn at story- 
telling and Ms powers of mimicry, giving eajnral imitations hf 
Garrick, Foote, Colmaii, Steriie, and oiber riufolif.’ <‘liarac*ters 
ofthedajx He seldom bappened to iiave money enough to 
pay Ms reckoning, but was always sure find, some ready 
purse among those who had been anmsi'd by liis huinru’s. 
Goldsinitli, of course, was one of the rmdies!. II was tlin^ugh 
*Mm that Glover was admitted to tlie Wedn^Mlay Club, of 
wMch Ms theatrical imitations beeanie tbc ddidit, Glover, 
however, was a little anxious for the cligidt\- of iiis palron, 
which appeared to Mm to sufliier from the over-familiarity of 
some of the members of the dob. He was i*s|if«ei*a!ly Hlioeki‘d 
by the free and easy tone in which Goldsmith was addressetl 
bj’" the pig-butcher: ^‘Corne, Xoll/' would la* say as be plcdginl 
Mm, “ here’s my service to you, obi boy !** 

Glover whispered toGoidsiiiith that he ^‘should net allmv 
such liberties,” ’“Let Mm alone/* was tin? I'cply. see 

how civilly 111 let Mm down,” After a time, lie callefl mit, 
with marked ceremony and politeness, 11, I have tiio 
honor of drinldng your good health/’ Alas! cllgiihy was not 
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poor Goldsmith’s forte: he" could ' keep no one at ' a distaiiee. 
“Tliank’ee,, thaiik’ee, Noil,” nodded the pig-butcher, scarce 
taking the pipe out of his mouth, I don’t see the eiiect of 
your reproof,” whispered Glover. /‘I give it up,” replied 
Goldsmith, with a good-humored shrug, ‘‘I ought to have 
known before now there is no putting a pig in the right way.” 

Johnson used to be severe upon Goldsmith for miiigiing in 
these motley circles, observing, that, having been originally 
poor, he had contracted a love for low company. Goldsmith, 
however, was guided not by a. taste for what was low, but for 
what was comic and characteristic. It was the feeling of the 
artist ; the feeling which furnished out some of his best scenes 
in familiar life; the feehng with which ^^rare Ben Jonson” 
sought these very haunts 'and circles in days of yore, to study 
‘‘Every Man in his Humor.” 

It was not ^ always, however, that the humor of these asso- 
ciates. was to his taste: as .they became boisterous in their 
merriment, he was, apt to become . depressed. “ The company 
of fools,” says he, in one of his. essays, “ may at first make us 
smile; but at last never fails, of making us me]ancliol}\” 
“ Often he would become moody,” sa^ys Glover, “ and would 
leave the party abruptly to go home and brood over his mis- 
fortune.,” , 

It is possible, however, that he went home for quite a differ- 
ent purpose ; to commit to paper some scene or passa.ge sug- 
gested ' for his comedy of The Good-NatMred Man. The ela- 
boration of, humor is often a most serious task;, and we have 
never witnessed a more perfect -picture of mental .misery than 
was, once, presented to., us,, by a.- popular dramatic writer— still, 
we. hope, living— whom we found in the " agonies . of producing 
a farce which subsequently set the theatres in a roar. 


CHAPTEB XX, 

THE GREAT CHAM OP LITERATURE ANB THE , Eim— SCEAm AT SIR 
JOSHUA : REYNOLDS’S — GOLDSMITH -ACCUSED „OP' JEALOUSY— 
NEC^OTIATIONS WITH GARRICK— THE AUTH.OR AND THE ACTOR 
—THEIR CORRESPONDENCE.:' 

The comedy of The Good-Natured Man 'wm completed by 
Goidsmith early in 1767, and submitted to thej3erusal of John- 
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son, Burke, Beynolds, and others of the Iitt?rary club, by 
whom it was heartily approved Johnsiui, whi) was seldom 
half way either in censure or applause, pronouru‘eil it the best 
comedy that had beeiiAmtten since The Fronird Ilmbaud, 
and promised to furnish the prologue. This imiueLliately 
became an object of great solicitude with (-inldsniiih, knowing 
the weight an introduction from the Great Vhnni cf 
■would have with the public: but cireimistaiit'osiHriirred whioli 
he feared might drive the comedy and the isnilngne from 
Johnsons thoughts. The latter wns in the iinbil of visilin-: 
the royal library at the Queens (Bxiekingliano Houms a nolJo 
collection of books, in the formation of which lie had assisted 
the hhrarian, Mr. Bernard, with his atlvietc Oiiv cviailiig, as 
he was seated there by the fire rca^liiig, he wa- surpriHMl by 
the entrance of the ICing (George III. ), tlnm a yi uia- man ; \vh } 
sought this occasion ■ to have a ecmversnliou with ihui. Tlu^ 
conversation wns varied and discursive: tlK‘ king irMin 

subject to subject according to his wtmt: “during lli** wliule 
interview,” says Boswell, “Johnson talkt'd h» \tl< majosfy 
wdth profound respect, but still in his upi>n, mmilx’ mmiiier, 
with a sonorous voice,; and never in that .Mihdurd tuiu‘ which 
is commonly used at the levee and in the drawiiiaaot aa. ' I 
found his majesty washed I should talk, ‘said ho. Mud I made 
it my business to talk. I find it does a n i:m go^, 1 t . ^ ho t : 1 1 Ian I 
to by his sovereign. ■ In the first pkice. a man irmiiMt !»c In a 
passion—’ ’ ’ It %vould have been well b ir »1 n i s» n fs col I oi 1 1 1 in 1 
disputants, could he have often been under suoii dooorous 
restraint. He retired from the inteiwiew li iudi l.v’ ;r i *; 1 1 i t lot ! with 
the conversation of the King and with Ills gmeinus ht*! la vior. 
“Sir,” said he to the libraiian, “they may talk of the King rm 
they will, but he is the. finest gentleman ! have o\n*r 
“Sir,” said he subsequently to Beiinet Langton. “liK mmmers 
are those of as'hne a 'gentleman asw'e may supposi* Lc'wis tho 
Fourteenth or Charles the Second,” 

While Johnson’s face was still radiant with iho roiiox of 
royalty, he was holding forth one day to a li>t<a]ing group at 
Sir Joshua Eeynolds’s, who were anxious in hi*ar cv*a‘y par» 
ticular of this memorable conveimtion. Arnung Mihcr nut‘S“' 
tions, the King had asked Mm whether li** was wihiiig ;m\-- 
thing. His reply was that he thought he had aircad.v th fiu* Ids 
part as a writer. “I should have thought sii ItHTMaid tin' 
King, “if you had not %vritteii so wtdl.” “ Xn mail," said 
Johnson, commenting on tMs speech, “could have macb.^ a 
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handsomer compliment ; and it was fit for a king to pay. It 
was decisive.” But did you make no reply to this high com- 
pliment?” asked one of the company. ‘‘No, sir,” replied the 
profoundly deferential Johnson, “when the King had said it, 
it was to be so. It was not for me to bandy civilities with my 
sovereipi.” 

During all the time that Johnson was thus holding forth, 
G-oldsmith, who was present, appeared to take no interest in 
the royal theme, but remained seated on a sofa at a distance, 
in a moody fit of abstraction ; at length recollecting himself, 
he sprang up, and advancing, exclaimed, with what Boswell 
calls his usual “frankness and simplicity,” “ WeU, you ac- 
quitted yourself in this conversation better than I should have 
done, for I should have bowed and stammered through the 
whole of it.” He afterward exi)lained his seeming inattention, 
by saying that his mind was completely occupied about his 
play, and by fears lest Johnson, in his present state of royal 
excitement, would fail to furnish the much-desired prologue. 

How natural and truthful is this exxolanation. Yet Boswell 
presumes to pronounce Goldsmith’s inattention affected, and 
attributes it to jealousy. “It was strongly suspected,” says 
he, “that he was fretting with chagrin and envy at the singu- 
lar honor Dr. Johnson had lately enjoyed.” It needed the 
littleness of mind of Boswell to ascribe such pitiful motives . 
to Goldsmith, and to entertain such exaggerated notions of the 
honor paid to Dr. Johnson. 

Tlie GoocINatured Man was now ready for performance, but 
the question was how to get it upon the stage. The affairs of 
Oovent Garden, for which it had been intended, were thrown 
in confusion by the recent death of Eich, the manager. Drury 
Lane was under the management of Garrick, but a feud, it 
will be recollected, existed between him and the poet, from the 
animadversions of the latter on the mismanagement of theat- 
rical affairs, and the refusal of the former to give the poet his 
vote for the secretaryship of the Society of Arts. Times, how- 
ever, were changed. Goldsmith when that feud took place 
was an anonymous -writer, almost unknown to fame, and of no 
circulation in society. 

Now he had become a literary lion; he was a member 
of the Literary Club; he was the associate of Johnson, 
Burke, Topham Beauclere, and other magnates~in a word, 
he bad risen to consequence in the public eye, and of course 
was of consequence in the eyes of David Garrick. Sir 
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Joshua Roynolds saw the lurking scniides^ of _ pride exist- 
in^^ between the author and actor, and tliinlving it a pity that 
two nieii of such qongenial talents, and wiio niigiil be so ser- 
viceable to each other, should be kept asunder by a Avoriioiit 
pi(liie, exerted his friendly offices to bring theiii tngetlK?r. The 
meeting took place in Eeynolds’s house in Leicester -Sq uare. 
Gfarrick, however, could not entirely put olt the na.ick majesty 
of the stage; he meant to be civil, but he was riitlior too gra- 
cious and condescending. Tom Davies, in liis '‘IJfe ot (iar- 
rick,” gives an amusing picture of the coming together of these 
punctilious parties. “The manager,-’ says h(\ “was fully 
coxiscious of his (Goldsmith’s) merit, and pe]*ha|i< more ostmi- 
tatioiis of his abilities to serve a dramatic autlior than beeanie 
a man of his prudence; Goldsmith was, on his side, as fully 
persuaded of his own importance and mdepentleut greatness. 
Mr. Garrick, who had so long been treutetl with the oruupli- 
mentary language paid to a siiccessfiii patentiv niid adiuired 
actor, expected that the writer would esttKuii tht‘ patmimge of 
his play a favor; Goldsmith rejected all idi*as oi kiudiKs<s in a 
bargain that vras intended to be of mutual advantage to both 
parties, and in tins he -was certainly justifiable: Garrick 

could reasonably expect no thanks for tlu* acting a. new iday, 
which he would have rejected if he had not been {a naviiiccd it 
would amply reward his pains and ex]MUi^p. T belie'\"e tlie 
manager was willing to accept the t>lay. but lie wisircd to 
be courted to it ; and the doctor was not dispo<'‘d. tn inm.^haHO 
his friendship by the resignation of iiis sinccrilac." lliey Si?pa,- 
rated, however, with an understanding on the part of (b.*ld- 
smith that his play would be acted. The cnndiua i >f Garri<*k 
subsequently proved evasive, not through any lingerings of 
past hostility, but from habitual indecision in n'ia! t»-rs of the 
kind, and from real scruples of delicacy. lii‘ diti !n»t think the 
piece likely to succeed on the stage, and avowed tli.'d upinirai 
to Reynolds and Johnson: but hesitated to say much lu 
Goldsmith, through fear of wounding his feel i tigs. A fiulhcr 

misimdorstanding was the result of this want of d.MogJrn and. 
frankness; .repeated inter^dews and some eorrespoiitb nice took 
place without bringing matters to a point, anti in ! he moantinie 
the theatrical season passed away. 

Goldsmith’s pocket, never well suppliofl, siilb^rcd irrircvonsly 
by this delay, and he considered hinu'clf entitled ciii irmn 
the manager, who still talked of acting the play, tu atlvancc 
Mm forty pounds upon a note of the younger Xoudnuy'. Gar- 
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rick readily complied, but subsequently suggested certain im- 
portant alterations in the comedy as iiidispeiis£ible to its 
success; these were indignantly rejected by the author, but 
pertinaciously insisted on by the manager. Garrick proposed 
to leave the matter to the arbitration of Whitehead, the lau- 
reate, who officiated as his “reader” and elbow critic. Gold- 
smith was more indignant than ever, and a violent dispute 
ensued, which was only calmed by the interference of Burke 
and Eeynolds. 

Just at this time order came out of confusion in the affairs of 
Covent Garden. A pique having risen between Colmaii and 
Garrick, in the course of their joint authorsliip of The Clandes- 
tine Marriage^ the foiiner had become manager and part pro- 
prietor of Covent Garden, and was preparing to open a power- 
ful competition with his former colleague. On hearing of this, 
Goldsmith made overtures to Colman; who, without waiting 
to consult his fellow proprietors, who were absent, gave 
instantly a favorable reply. Goldsmith felt the contrast of this 
warm, encouraging conduct, to the chilling delays and objec- 
tions of Garrick. He at once abandoned his piece to the 
discretion of Colman. “Dear sir,” says he in a letter dated 
Temple Garden Court, July 9 th, “I am very much obliged to 
you for your kind partiahty in my favor, and your tenderness 
in shortening the interval of my expectation. That the play is 
liable to many objections I well know, but I am happy that 
it is in hands the most capable in the world of removing 
them. If then, dear sir, you will complete your favor by put- 
ting the piece into such a state as it may be acted, or of direct- 
ing me how to do it, I shall ever retain a sense of 3mur goodness 
to me. And indeed, though most probably this be the last I 
shall ever write, yet I can’t help feeling a secret satisfaction 
that poets for the future are likely to have a protector who de- 
clines taking advantage of their dreadful situation ; and scorns 
that importance which may be acquired by trifling with thoir 
■anxieties.” 

The next day Goldsmith wrote to Garrick, who was at Lich- 
field, informing him of his having transferred his piece to 
Covent Garden, for which it had been originally written, and 
by the xmtentee of which it ywas claimed, observing, “As I 
found 3^011 had veiy great difficulties about that piece, I com- 
plied with his desire. . . . I . am extreme^ /Sorry, that you" 
should think me warm -at our last meeting; your judgment 
certainh-^ ought to be free, especially in a matter which must in^ 
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some Bieasure concern your own credit mid interest. I assure 
you, sir, I have no disposition to diifer with you on this or any 
other account, but am, with a high opinion ot >'our abilities, 
and a very real esteem, Sir, your most obedient humble ser- 
vant, Oliver Goldsmith.” 

In his reply, Garrick observed, ‘‘I was, indeed, iiiiieh hurt 
that your warmth at our last meeting mistook my sirice.re and 
friendly attention to your play for the remains of a- former 
misunderstanding, which I had as much forgot as if it had 
never existed. What I said to you at my own house I now re- 
peat, that I felt more pain in giving iny sentiments tiiaii \'Ou 
possibly would in receiving them. It has lieen the business, 
and ever will be, of my life to live on the best terms with men 
of genius; and I know'^ that Dr. Goldsmith will hav(.^ no reason 
to change his previous friendly disposition toward me, as I 
shall be glad of every future opportunity to eouvinee him how 
much I am liis obedieiit servant and w'ell- wisher, D. Gahexck,” 


CHAPTEE XXI. 

MORE HACK AUTHORSHIP— T03I DAVIES AND THE RCOIAX HISTORY 
— CANOXBURY CASTLE— POLITICAL AFTMOirsi H P— m:crXlARY 
TEMPTATION— DEATH OP NEWBERY THE ELDER. 

Though Goldsinith’s comedy was now in train 1o be per- 
formed, it could not be brought out before Christ ma^^: in the 
meantime, he must live. Again, therefore, lie bad to resnrt to 
literary jobs for his daily support. These obttaned for hhn 
petty occasional sums, the large.st of wliich was ten pounds, 
from the elder NeAvbery, for an historical (‘*anpl!ation: but 
this scanty rill of quasi patronage, so sterile in its ]a’odaets, 
was likely soon to cease; Newbery being too ill attend hi 
business, and having to transfer the 'whole management of it 
to his nephew. 

At this time Tom Da^des, the sometime Hoseitis, snmeiime 
bibliopole, stepped forward to Goldsmiths relief, uiid y rO| H jmhI 
that he sliould undertaJee an easy popular history ui' .Kui'in- in 
volumes. An arrangement tvas soon niadt*'. llo'ldsiiiitJi 
undertook to complete it in t\ro years, if possible, furt'.o.i 
dred and fifty guineas, and forthtrith set about his with 
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cheerful alacrity. As usual, he sought a rural retreat during 
the summer months, where he might alternate Ms literary 
labors with strolls about the green fields. “Merry Islington” 
was again his resort, but he now aspired to better quarters 
than formerly, and engaged the chambers occupied occasion- 
ally by Mr. Newbery in Canonbury House, or Castle as it is 
popularly called. This had been a hunting lodge of Queen 
Elizabeth, in whose time it was surrounded by parks and for- 
ests. In Goldsmith’s day, nothing remained of it but an old 
brick tower; it was still in the country, amid rural scenery, 
and was a favorite nestling-place of authors, publishers, and 
others of the literary order.* A number of these he had for 
fellow occupants of the castle ; and they formed a temporary 
club, wMch held its meetings at the Crown Tavern, on the 
Islington lower road; and here he presided in his own genial 
style, and was the life and delight of the company. 

The writer of these pages visited old Canonbury Castle some 
years since, out of regard to the memory of Goldsmith. The 
apartment was still shown which the poet had inhabited, con- 
sisting of a sitting-room and small bedroom, with panelled 
wainscots and Gothic windows. The quaintness and quietude 
of the place were still attractive. It was one of the resorts of 
citizens on their Sunday walks, who w^oiild ascend to the top 
of the tower and amuse themselves with reconnoitring the 
city through a telescox)e. Not far from this tow’-er were the 
gardens of the White Conduit House, a Cockney Elysium, 
wdiere Goldsmith used to figure in the humbler days of his for- 
tune. In the first edition of Ms “ Essays” he speaks of a stroll 
in these gardens, where he at that time, no doubt, thought him- 
self in perfectly genteel society. After his rise in the world, 
however, he became too knowing to speak of such plebeian 
haunts. In a new^ edition of his “ Essays,” therefore, the 
Wliite Conduit House and its garden disappears, and he speaks 
of “a stroll in the Park.” 


* See on the distant slope, majestic shows 
Old Canonbury ‘s tower, an ancient pile 
To various fates assig:ned; and w'here by turns 
Meanness and grandeui' have altcwnate reign’d; 
Thither, in latter days, hath genius fled 
/ From yonder city, to respire and die. 

Tiiere th« sweet hard of Auburn sat, and tuned 
I ■ The plaintive moanings of his village dirge. 

There learned Chambers treasured lore for men. 
And Newbery there his A B C’s for dades. 
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Wliile Goldsmith was literally Imng from hand to mouth 
by the forced drudgery of the pen, his independeiieo of spirit 
was subjected to a sore pecuniary trial. It was the opening of 
Lord North’s administration, a time of great political excite- 
ment. The public mind was agitated by the question of Amer» 
lean taxation, and other questions of like irritating tendency. 
Junius and Wilkes and other powerful writers were attacking 
the administration with all their force ; Grub Street was stirred 
up to its lowest depths; inflammatory talent of ail kinds was 
in full activity, and the kingdom was deluged with ]>ani])]ilets, 
lampoons and libels of the grossest kinds. The ministry were 
looking anxiously round for hterary support. It was thought 
that the pen of Goldsmith might be readily enlisted. His Ik^s- 
pitable friend and countryman, Robert Nugent, ]x:diticaliy 
known as Squire Gawky, had come out strenuously for colo- 
nial taxation; had been selected for a lordshij) of the board of 
trade, and raised to the rank of Baron Nugent and Viscount 
Glare. His example, it was thought, would be enough of 
itself to bring Goldsmith into the ministerial ranks, and then 
what writer of the day was proof against a full purse m.’ a pen- 
sion? Accordingly one Parson Scott, chaphiin to Lt.wd Sand- 
wich, and author of Ante Sejanus Panurge, and other political 
libels in support of the administration, was sent to negotiate 
with the poet, who at this time was returned to town. Dr. 
Scott, in after years, when his political su])serviency had been 
rewarded by two fat crown livings, used to make wliat he Cf>n- 
sidered a good story out of this embassy to the ]x)et, ‘ ‘ I found 
him,” said he, in a miserable suit of chambers in the Temple. 

I told him my authority: I told how I was empowered to pay 
most liberally for his exertions; and, would you l)elievi‘ it! lie 
was so absurd as to say, ‘ I can earn as much as will supply my 
wants without writing for any party; the assistancNi you r>fl'er 
is therefore imnecessary to me; ’—and so I left him iii his gar- 
ret!” Who docs not admire the sturdy inde]K*ndenee of pour 
Goldsmith toiling in his garret for nine guineas the job, ami 
smile with contempt at the indigent wonder of tla* politiraJ 
divine, albeit his subserviency iixis repaid by two iVit i‘rowu 
livings? 

Not long after this occurrence. Goldsmiths old iVieiid, 
though frugal-handed employer, Newbery, of |)iclin‘(^-bonk 
renown, closed his mortal career. The poet has celel »r.' i ! I h i ru 
as the friend of all mankind; he certainly lost nothing by bis 
friendship. He coined the brains of Ms authors in dm times oi 
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tbeir exigency, and made them pay dear for the plank put out 
to kee|) them from drowning. It is not likely his death caused 
much lamentation among the scribbling tribe; we may ex- 
press decent respect for the memory of the just, but we shed 
tears only at the grave of the generous. 


CHAPTER XXTI. 

THEATRIOAL MANGEUVEING— THE COMEDY OF,, “FALSE DELICACY’’ 
—FIRST PERFORMANCE OF “THE GOOD-NATXJRED MAN”— CON- 
DUCr OP JOHNSON— CONDUCT^ OP THE AUTHOR— INTERMEDDLING 
OP THE PRESS. 

The comedy of The Good-Natured Man was doomed to ex- 
perience delays and difficulties to the very last. Garrick, not- 
withstanding his professions, had still a lurking grudge against 
the author, and tasked his managerial arts to thwart him in his 
theatrical enterprise. For this purpose he undertook to build 
up Hugh Kelly, Goldsmith’s boon companion of the Wednes- 
day Club, as a kind of rival. Kelly had written a comedy 
called False Delicacy, in which were embodied all the meretri- 
cious qualities of the sentimental school. Garrick, though he 
had decried that school, and had brought out his comedy of 
The Clandestine Marriage in opposition to it, now lauded 
False Delicacy to the skies, and prepared to bring it out at 
Drury Lane with all possible stage effect. He even went so 
far as to write a prologue and epilogue for it, and to touch up 
some parts of the dialogue. He had become reconciled to Ms 
former colleague, Colman, and it is intimated that one condi- 
tion in the treaty of iDeace between these potentates of the 
realms of 'pasteboard (equally prone to play into each other’s 
hands -with the confederate potentates on the great theatre of 
life) was, that Goldsmith’s play should he kept hack until 
Kelly’s had been brought forward. 

In the mean time, the poor author, little dreaming of the 
deleterious influence at work behind the scenes, saw the ap- 
pointed time arrive and pass by without the performance of 
his play; while False Delicacy hroiiglit out at Drury Lane 
/January 23, 17G8) with all the trickery of managerial manage- 
ment. Houses were packed to applaud it to the echo; the 
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newspapers, vied with each other in their venal praises, and 
night after night seemed to give it a fresh trinmpli. 

While False Delicacy was thus borne on the full tide of fic- 
titious prosperity, The GoocINatured Man was creeping through 
the last rehearsals at Covent G-arden. The success ot the rival 
piece threw a damp upon author, manager, and actors. G old- 
smith went about with a face full of anxiety; Col man’s hopes 
in the piece declined at each rehearsal; as to liis fellow pro- 
prietors, they declared they had never entertained any. Ail 
the actors were discontented wdth their parts, excepting Ked 
Bhuter, an excellent low comedian, and a pretty actress named 
Miss Walford; both of whom the poor author ever afterward 
held in grateful recollection. 

Johnson, Grolcismith’s growling monitor and iiRSp:iring casti- 
gator in times of heedless levity, stood by him at present with 
that protecting kindness with which he ever befrit?ndt-d him in 
time of need; He attended the rehearsals; lie furnished the 
prologue according to promise; he pish kl and ]>shaw'dat any 
doubts and fears on the part of the author, but gave iu'in sound 
counsel, and held him up with a steadfast and manly hand. 
Inspirited by his sympathy, Goldsinith plucked iqi raov Iieart, 
and arrayed himself for the grand trial with rnuisual r*are. 
Ever since his elevation into the polite world, lie laid improviHl 
in his wardrobe and toilet. Johnson con id no jraigur ac<-i:se 
him of being shabby in his appeaimice; h^r rather went the 
other extreme. On the present occasion tiuuv is an entry in 
the books of his tailor, Mr. William Fiiby, of a suit of 

Tyrian bloom, satin grain, and garter blue silk bna vlios, £8 
2s, Thus magnificently attired, he attended the theadrc 
and watched the reception of the pla^n and the tUl'eet < J 
individual scene, with that vicissitude of leeling incidenl to 
his mercurial nature. 

Johnson’s prologue was solemn in itself, and being di-h'vr^red 
by Brinsley in lugubrious tones suited to the giejst in liamltd, 
seemed to throw a portentous gloom on the Hume 

of the scenes met with great applause, and at sucii limf‘S Gobi- 
smith was highly elated; others 'wont oft* coldly, or iht‘re were 
slight tokens of disapprobation, and then his spirits w< .old siulc. 
The foin-th act saved the piece; for Bhuter, who had the main 
comic character of Croaker, was so varied and ludkn*ous iu liis 
execution of the scene in which he reads an Inceialimy 
that he drew down thunders of applause. On his coining h-' 
hind the scenes, Goldsmith greeted him with an uvmliuwiug 
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heart ; declaring that he exceeded his own idea of the charac- 
ter, and made it almost as new to him as to any of the and! 
ence. . , 

On the whole, however, both the author and his friends were 
disappointed at the reception of the piece, and considered it a 
failure. Poor Goldsmith left the theatre with his towering 
hopes completely cut dowm. He endeavored to hide his morti- 
fication, and even to assume an air of unconcern while among 
his associates; but, the moment he was alone with Dr. John- 
son, in whose rough but magnanimous nature he reposed un- 
limited confidence, he threw off all restraint and gave way to 
an almost childlike burst of .grief. Johnson, who had shown 
no want of sympathy at the proper time, saw nothing in the 
partial disappointment of overrated expectations to w^'orrant 
such ungoverned emotions, and rebuked him sternly for wdiat 
he termed a silly affectation, saying that No man should be 
expected to sympathize with the sorrow-s of vanity. ’’ 

When Goldsmith had recovered from the blow, he, with his 
usual unreserve, made Ms past distress a subject of amusement 
to his friends. Dining, one day, in company with Dr. John- 
son, at the chaplain’s table at St. James’s Palace, he enter- 
tained the company with a particular and comic account of all 
his feelings on the night of representation, and his despair when 
the piece was hissed. How he w^ent, he said, to the Literary 
Club; chatted gayly, as if notMng had gone amiss ; and, to give 
a greater idea of his unconcern, sang his favorite song about 
an old woman tossed in a blanket seventeen times as high as 
the moon. . . . “All tMs wliile,” added he, I xvas suffering 
horrid tortures, and, had I put a bit in my mouth, I verily be- 
lieve it would have strangled me' on the spot, I was so exces- 
sively ill : but I made more noise than usual to cover all that ; 
so they never perceived my not eating, nor suspected the an- 
guish of my heart ; but, when all wore gone except Johnson 
here, I burst out a-crying, and even swore that I would never 
write again.” 

Dr. Johnson sat in amaze at the odd frankness and childlike 
self-accusation of poor Goldsmith. When the latter had come 
to a pause, “All this, doctor,” said he dryly, “I thought had 
been a secret between you and me, and I am sure I would not 
have said anything about it for the world.” But Goldsmith 
had no secrets : his follies, Ms weaknesses, his errors were all 
tlmown to the surface; Ms heart was really too guileless and 
hmoceiit to seek mystery and concealment. It is too often the 
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nowspti.]>ers vied witli each other in their venal praises, and. 
iiijabt after iiiglit seemed to give it a fresh triumph. 

'While False Delicacy was thus borne on the full tide of fic- 
titious prosperity, The OoocINatiired Manways creepiiigtlrrough 
tJie last reliearsals at Covent G-arden. The success of the rival 
piece threw a damp upon author, manager, and actoi’s. Gold- 
smith went about -with a face full of anxiety; Colnian’s hopes 
in the piece declined at each rehearsal; as to his fellow pro- 
prietors, they declared they had never entertained any. All 
the actors were discontented with their parts, excepting Ned 
Shuter, an excellent low comedian, and a pretty actress named 
Miss Walford; both of whom the poor author ever afterward 
held in grateful recollection. 

Johnson, Goldsmith’s growding monitor and unsparing casti- 
gator in times of heedless levity, stood by him at present with 
that protecting kindness with which he ever befriended Mm in 
time of need: He attended the rehearsals; he furnished the 
prologue according to promise; he pish’d and pshaw’d at any 
doubts and fears on the part of the author, hut gave him sound 
counsel, and held him ixp with a steadfast and manly hand. 
Inspirited by his sympathy. Goldsmith plucked up new heart, 
and arrayed himself for the grand trial with unusual care. 
Ever since his elevation into the polite world, he had impi*oved 
in his wardrobe and toilet. Johnson could no longer accuse 
him of being shabby in his appearance; he rather went to tlu> 
other extreme. On the present occasion there is an entry in 
the books of his tailor, Mr. William Filby, of a suit of 
“Tyrian bloom, satin grain, and garter blue silk breeches, £S 
2s. 7d.” Thus magnificently attired, he attended the theatre 
and watched the reception of the play, and the effect of oaeli 
individual scene, with that vicissitude of feeling incident to 
his mercurial nature. 

Johnson’s prologue was solemn in itself, and being delivered 
by Brinsley in lugubrious tones suited to the ghost in Hamlet, 
seemed to tinw a portentous gloom on the audience. Some 
of the scenes met with great applause, and at such times Gold- 
smith was liighly elated ; others went off coldly, or there wf?rc 
slight tokens of disapprobation, and then his spirits wxmld siula 
file fourth act saved the piece; for Shuter, who had the main 
comic character of Croaker, -was so varied and ludicrous in his 
execution of the scene in which he reads an ineendiarv Fiivw 
that he dr<3w down thunders of applause. On his coining* 
hind the scenes, Goldsmith greeted him vdtli an overflowiir- 
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heart; declaring that he exceeded his own idea of the charac- 
ter, and made it almost as new to him as to any of the aiidr 
ence. 

On the whole, however, both the author and his friends were 
disappointed at the reception of the piece, and considered it a 
failure. Poor Goldsmith left the theatre with his towering 
hopes completely cut down. He endeavored to hide his morti- 
fication, and even to assume an air of unconcern while among 
his associates; but, the moment he was alone with Dr. John- 
son, in whose rough but magnanimous nature he reposed un-‘ 
limited confidence, he threw ofi all restraint and gave way to 
an almost chiidlike burst of .grief. Johnson, who had shown 
no want of sympathy at the proper time, saw nothing in the 
partial disappointment of overrated expectations to warrant 
such ungoverned emotions, and rebuked him sternly for what 
he teianed a silly affectation, saying that “ No man should be 
expected to sympathize with the sorrows of vanity.” 

When Goldsmith had recovered from the blow, he, with his 
usual unreserve, made his past distress a subject of amusement 
to his friends. Dining, one day, in company with Dr. John- 
son, at the chaplain’s table at St. James’s Palace, he enter- 
tailied the company with a particular and comic account of ail 
his feehngs on the night of representation, and his despair when 
the piece was hissed. How he went, he said, to the Literary 
Club ; chatted gayly, as if nothing had gone amiss ; and, to give 
a greater idea of his unconcern, sang his favorite song about 
an old woman tossed in a blanket seventeen times as high as 
the moon. . . . All tliis while,” added he, “I was suffering 
horrid tortures, and, had I put a bit in my mouth, I verily be- 
lieve it would have strangled me* on the spot, I was so exces- 
sively ill: but I made more noise than usual to cover all that; 
so they never perceived my not eating, nor suspected the an- 
guish of my heart; but, when all wore gone except Johnson 
here, I burst out a-crying, and even swore that I would never 
write again.” 

Dr. Johnson sat in amaze at the odd frankness and childlike 
self-accusation of poor Goldsmith. When the latter, had come 
to a pause, “ All this,, doctor,” said he dryly, ‘‘ I thought had 
been a secret between you and me, and I am sure I would not 
have said anything about it for the world.” But Goldsmith 
had no secrets:, his follies, .his weaknesses, his errors were all 
thrown to the surface; his heart, was really too guileless and 
imiocent to seek mystery and concealment. It is too often the 
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false, designing man that is guarded in his conduct and never 
offends proprieties. 

It is singular, however, that Goldsmith, who thus in conver- 
sation could keep nothing to himself, should be the author of a 
maxim which would inculcate the most thorough dissimula- 
tion. “Men of the world,” says he, in one of his papers of the 
“maintain that the true end of speech is not so much to 
express our ivants as to conceal them.” How often is this 
quoted as one of the subtle remarks of the fiiie-witted Talley- 
rand! 

T/ie GoorINahired Man was performed for ten nights in 
succession; the third, sixth, and ninth nights were for the 
author’s benefft; the fifth night it was commanded by their 
majesties ; after this it was played occasionally, but rarely, 
having always pleased more in the closet than on the stage. 

As to Kelly’s comedy, Johnson pronounced it entirely devoid 
of character, and it has long since passed into oblivion. Yet 
it is an instance how an inferior production, by dint of puffing 
and trumpeting, may be kept up for a time on the surface of 
popular opinion, or rather of popular tallr. Wha.t had been 
done for False Delicacy on the stage was continued by the 
press. The booksellers vied with the manager in launching it 
upon the town. They announced that the first impression of 
three thousand copies was exhausted before two o’clock on the 
day of publication; four editions, amounting to ten thousand 
copies, were sold in the course of the season; a public break- 
fast was given to Kelly at the Chapter Coff;ee House, and a 
piece of plate presented to him by the publishers. The com- 
parative merits of the two plays were continually subjects of 
discussion in green-rooms, coffee-houses, and other places 
where theatrical questions were discussed. 

Goldsmith’s old enemy, Kenrick, that “viper of the press,” 
endeavored on this as on many other occasions to detract from 
his well-earned fame; the poet was excessively sensitive to 
these attacks, and had not the art and self-comniand to conceal 
his feelings. 

Some scribblers on the other side insinuated that Kelly had 
seen the manuscript of Goldsmith’s play, while in the hands of 
Gamck or elsewhere, and had borrowed some of the situations 
and sentiments. Some of the wags of the clay took a mis- 
chievous pleasure in stirring up a feud between the two authors. 
Goldsmith became nettled, though he could scarcely be deemed 
jealous of one so far his inferior. He spoke disparagingly. 
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tliougli no doubt sincerely, of Kelly’s play: the latter retorted. 
Still, when they met one day behind the scenes of Covent 
Garden, Goldsmith, with his customary urbanity, congratu- 
lated Kelly on his success. ‘‘If I thought you sincere, Mr. 
Goldsmith,” replied the other, abruptly, “I should thank you.” 
Goldsmith was not a man to harbor spleen or ill-v7ill, and soon 
laughed at this unworthy rivalship: but the jealousy and envy 
awakened in Kelly’s mind long continued. He is even accused 
of having given vent to his hostility by anonymous attacks in 
the newspapers, the basest resource of dastardly and malig- 
nant spirits ; but of this there is no positive proof. 


CHAPTEE XXIIl. 

BUBNING THE CANDLE AT BOTH ENDS— PINE APARTMENTS— PINE 
FURNITURE — PINE CLOTHES — PINE ACQUAINTANCES — SHOE- 
MAKER’S HOLIDAY AND JOLLY PIGEON ASSOCIATES— PETER 
BARLOW, GLOVER, AND THE HAMPSTEAD HOAX— POOR FRIENDS 
AMONG GREAT ACQUAINTANCES. 

The profits resulting from The Good-Natured Man were be- 
yond any that Goldsmith had yet derived from his works. He 
netted about four hundred pounds from the theatre, and one 
hundred pounds from his publisher. 

Five hmidred pounds! paid all at one miraculous draught! 
It appeared to him wealth inexhaustible. It at once opened his 
heart and hand, and led him into all kinds of extravagance. 
The first symptom was ten guineas sent to Shuter for a box 
ticket for liis benefit, when The Good-Natured Man was to be 
performed. The next was an entire change in his domicile. 
The shabby lodgings with Jeffs the butler, in which he had 
been worried by Johnson’s scrutiny, were now exchanged for 
chambers more becoming a man of his ample fortune. The 
apartments consisted of three rooms on the second floor of No. 
2 Brick Court, Middle Temple, on the right hand ascending the 
staircase, and overlooked the umbrageous walks of the Temple 
garden. The lease he purchased for £400, and then went on to 
furnish his rooms with mahogany sofas, card-tables, and book- 
cases; with curtains, mirrors, and Wilton carpets. His awk- 
Wcxrd little person was also 'furnished out in a style befitting 
his apartment; for, in addition to his suit of “ Tyrian bloom, 
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.satin grain,” we find another charged about this time, in the 
books of Mr. Filby, in no less gorgeous terms, being ‘'lined 
with silk and furnished with gold buttons.” Thus lodged and 
tiius arrayed, he invited the visits of his most aristocratic ac- 
quaintances, and no longer quailed beneath the courtly eye of 
Eeauclerc. Pie gave dinners to Johnson, Eeynolds, Percy, 
Bickerstafi, and other friends of note; and supper parties to 
young folks of both sexes. These last were preceded by round 
games of cards, at which there was more laughter than skill, 
and in which the .sport was to cheat each other; or by romping 
games of forfeits and blind-man’s biifi, at which he enacted 
the lord of misrule. Blackstone, whose chambers were imme- 


diately below, and who was studiously occupied on his “Com- 
rnentaries,” used to complain of the racket made overhead by 
his revelling neighbor. 

Sometimes Goldsmith would make up a rural party com- 
• posed of four or five of his “jolly pigeon” friends, to enjoy 
what he humorously called a “shoemaker’s holiday.” These 
would assemble at his chambers in the moniing, to partake of 
a plentiful and rather expensive breakfast; the remains of 
which, with his customary benevolence, he generallv gave to 
some poor woman in attendance. The repast ended, the party 
would set out on foot, in high spirits, making extensive ram- 
bles by foot-paths and green lanes to Blackheath, Wandsworth 

2?^’ Highgate, or some other pleasant 

lesoi t, ^vithin a few miles of London. A simple but gay and 
heartily relished dmner, at a country inn, crowned the exeur- 
sion. In the evening they stroUed back to tovm, all the better 

• , Occasionally, when extravagantly inclined, they ad- 

journed iTom dmner to drink tea at the Wiite Conduit House- 
an , now and then, concluded their festive dav by suppim.^'-it 
the Grecian or Temple Exchange Coffee HoLS S at^tlu 

sr 

One of Goldsmith’s humble companions, on these excursion.. 
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expenditure for dinner at a trifling sum, wliich, if left to Mm- 
self , he never exceeded, but which he always insisted on paying. 
His oddities always made him a welcome comiDanion on the 

shoemaker’s holidays.” The dinner, on these occasions, gen- 
erally exceeded considerably his tariff; he put down, however, 
no more than his regular sum, and Goldsmith made up the 
difference. 

Another of these hangers-on, for whom, on such occasions, 
he was content to ‘‘pay the shot, ’’was his countryman, Glover, 
of whom mention has already been made, as one of the wags 
and sponges of the Globe and Devil taverns, and a prime mimic 
at the Wednesday Club. 

This vagabond genius has bequea,thed us a whimsical story 
of one of his practical jokes upon Goldsmith, in the course of a 
rural excursion in the vicinity of London. They had dined at 
an inn on Hamj)stead Heights, and were descending the hill, 
when, in passing a cottage, they saw through the open “window 
a party at tea. Goldsmith, who “was fatigued, cast a wistful 
glance at the cheerful tea-table. ‘^How I should like to be of 
that party,” exclaimed he. “Nothing moi^e easy,” replied 
Glover, “allow me to introduce you.” So saying, he entered 
the house with an air of the most perfect familiarity, though 
an utter stranger, and was followed by the unsuspecting Gold- 
smith, who supposed, of course, that he was a friend of the 
family. The owner of the house rose on the entrance of the 
strangers. The undaunted Glover shook hands with him in 
the most cordial manner possible, fixed his eye on one of the 
company “^vlio had a peculiarly good-natured pliysiognoany, 
muttered sometliing like a recognition, and foidiiwith launched 
into an amusing story, invented at the moment, of something 
wdiich he pretended had occurred ui^on the road. The host 
supposed the new-comers were friends of Ms guests ; the guests 
that they w^ere friends of the host. Glover did not give them 
time to find out the tiuth. He followed one droll story “with 
ano'ther; brought his powers of mimicry into play, and kei:)t 
the company in a roar. Tea was offered and accepted ; an hour 
went off in the most sociable manner imaginable, at the end of 
which Glover bowud himself and his companion out of the 
house with many facetious last words, leaving the host and 
his company to compare notes, and to find out what an im- 
pudent intrusion they had experienced. 

Nothing could exceed the dismay and •vexation of Goldsmith ■ 
when triumphantly told by Glover that it wus all a hoax, and 
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that he did not know a single soul in the house. His first 
impulse was to return instantly and vindicate himself from all 
participation in the jest; hut a few words from his free and 
easy companion dissuaded him, Doctor,” said he, coolly, 

we are unknown; you quite as much as I; if you return and 
tell the story, it, will be in the newspapers to-morrow; nay, 
upon recollection,* I remember in one of their offices the face of 
that squinting fellow who sat in the corner as if he was ti‘ea- 
suriiig up my stories for future use, and we shall be sure of 
being" exposed; let us therefore keep our own counsel.” 

This story was frequently afterward told by Glover, with rich 
dramatic effect, repeating and exaggerating the conversation, 
and mimicking, in ludicrous style, the embarrassment, surprise, 
and subsequent indignation of Goldsmith. 

It is a trite saying that a wheel cannot nm in two ruts ; nor 
a man keep two opposite sets of intimates. Goldsmith some- 
times found his old friends of the johy pigeon” order turniilg 
iij) rather awkwardly when he was in company with his noAv 
aristocratic acquaintances. He gave a whimsical account oT 
the sudden apparition of one of them at Ms gay apartments in 
the Temple, who may have been a welcome visiter at liirj 
squalid quarters in Green Arbor Court. How do you tiurJc 
he served me?” said he to a friend. '‘Why, sir, after stav’irig 
away two years, he came one evening into iny chambers, ball* 
drunk, as I was taking a glass of wine with Topham Beauclere 
and General Oglethorpe; and sitting himself down, with most 
intolerable assurance inquired after my health and literary 
pursuits, as if he were upon the most friendly footing. I vras 
at first so much ashamed of ever having known such a fello-w', 
that I stifled my resentment, and drew- him into a eonversati«jji 
on such topics as I knew he could talk upon; in which, to fio 
him justice, he acquitted himself very reputably ; when all of 
a sudden, as if recollecting something, he pulled two |)a|) 4 *rs 
out of his pocket, which he presented to me with great cere- 
mony, saying, ‘Here, my clear friend, is a quarter of a |ktuiu 1 
of tea, and a hMf pound of sugar, I have brought yrai; for 
though it is not in my power at present to pay you tlie two 
guineas you so generously lent me, you, nor any pram else, 
shall ever have it to say that' !■ want gratitude. ’ This, ” mlded 
Goldsmith, “was too much. I coulcl no longer keep in my 
feelings, but desired Mm to turn out of my ehamhoiv iliivdly; 
which he very coolly did, taking up his tk and sugar; aiul I 
never saw him afterwai'd.” 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

REDUCED AGAIN TO BOOK-BUILDING— RURAL RETREAT AT SHOE- 
MAKER’S PARADISE— DEATH OP HENRY GOLDSMITH— TRIBUTES 
TO HIS MEMORY IN ‘ ‘ THE DESERTED VILLAGE. ” 

The heedless expenses Goldsmith, as may easily he sii|)- 
posed, soon brought him to the end of his “prize money,” but 
when his purse gave out he drew upon futurity, obtaining 
advances from his booksellers and loans from his friends in the 
confident hope of soon turning up another trump. The debts 
which he thus thoughtlessly incurred in consequence of a 
transient gleam of prosperity embarrassed him for the rest of 
Ms life; so that the success of the Good-Natured Man may be 
saici to have been ruinous to him. 

He was soon obliged to resume his old craft of book-building, 
and set about Ms History of Eome, undertaken for Davies. 

It was his custom, as vre have shown, during the summer 
time, when pressed by a multiplicity of literary jobs, or urged 
to the accomplishment of some particular task, to take country 
lodgings a few miles from town, generally on the Harrov/ or 
Edge ware roads, and bury himself there for weeks and months 
together. Sometimes he would remain closely occupied in Ms 
room, at other times he would stroll out along the lanes and 
hedge-rows, and taking out paper and pencil, note down 
thoughts to be expanded and connected at home. His summer 
retreat for the present year, 1768, was a little cottage with' a 
garden, pleasantly situated about eight miles from town on tli (3 
Edgeware road. Pie took it in conjunction v/ith a Mr. Edniund 
Botts, a barrister and man of letters, Ms neighbor in the Tem- 
ple,, having rooms immediately opposite him on the same floor. 
They ..had become cordial intimates, and Botts was one of: those 
with whom Goldsmith now and then took the friendly but 
pernicious liberty of borrowing. 

The cottage vdiieli they had hired belonged to a rich shoe- 
maker of F'iccadilly, who had embellished his little doiualn of 
half an aero with statues and jets, and all the decora tic-ns of 
landscape gardening; in consequence of which Goldsmith gave 
it the name of The Shoemaker’s' Paradise, As Ills fellow- 
occupant, Mr. Botts, drove a gig, he .sometimeB, in an interval 
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of literary labor, accompanied him to town, partook of a social 
dinner there, and returned with him in the evening. On one 
occasion, when they had probably lingered too long at the 
table, they came near breaking their necks on their way 
homeward by driving against a post on the sidewalk, w hiie 
Botts was proving by the force of legal eloquence that they 
were in the very middle of the broad Edgeware road. 

In the course of this summer Groldsmith’s career of gay- 
ety was suddenly brought to a p^se by intelligence of the 
death of his brother Henry, thenlht forty-five years of age. 
He had led a quiet and blameless life amid the scenes of his 
youth, fulfilling the duties of village pastor with unaffected 
piety; conducting the school at Lissoy with a degree of in- 
dustry and ability that gave it celebrity, and acquitting hiin- 
self in all the duties of life with undeviating rectitude and the 
mildest benevolence. How truly Groidsmith loved and vener- 
ated him is evident in all his letters and throughout Ms works; 
in which his brother continualiy forms Ms model for an ex- 
emplification of all the most endearing of the Christian 
virtues ; yet his affection at Ms death was anbittered by the 
fear that he died with some doubt upon his mind of the 
warmth of his affection. Goldsmith had been urged by his 
friends in Ireland, since his elevation in the world, to use his 
infiuen«e with the great, which they supposed to lie all power- 
ful, in favor of Henry, to obtain for him cliiirch prefeiinent. 
He did exert himself as far as Ms difiident nature would 
permit, but without success; we have seen that, in the ease 
of the Earl of Northumberland, when, as Lord Lieutenant of 
Ireland, that nobleman proffered him Ms pati'onage, he asked 
nothing for himself , but only spoke on behalf of his broUua'. 
Still some of his friends, ignorant of what he had done and of 
how little ke was able to do, accused him of negligence. It is 
not likely, however, that his amiable and estimable brotliei* 
joined in the accusation. 

To the tender and melancholy recollections of Ins early da>'s 
awakened by the death of tMs loved com]ianio}i of his child- 
hood, we may attribute some of the most heartfelt passages in 
his ‘‘Deserted Village.” Much of that poein, we are ttdd, was 
composed this summer, in the course of solitary strolls al}out 
the green lanes and beautifully rural scenes of" the neighJjt.r- 
hood; and thus much of the softness and swoetne^ss of Englii^h 
landscape became blended with the ruder features of Lissuy. 

It was ill these lonely and subdued moments, when tent I nr 
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regret was half mingled with self -upbraiding, that he poured 
forth that homage of the heart, rendered as it were at the 
gruTC of his brother. The picture of the village pastor in this 
poem, wdiich, we have already hinted, was taken in part from 
the character of his father, embodied likewise the recollections 
of his brother Hem^y ; for the natures of the father and son 
seem to have been identical. In the following lines, however, 
Goldsmith evidently contrasted the quiet, settled life of his 
brother, passed at home in the benevolent exercise of the 
Christian duties, with his own restless, vagrant career: 

“ Remote from towns he ran liis godly race, 

Nor e’er had changed, nor wished to change his place.” 

To US the whole character seems traced as it were in an expia- 
tory spirit ; as if, conscious of his own wandering restlessness, 
he sought to humble himself at the shrine of excellence which 
he had not been able to practise: 

“ At church, with meek and nnaftected grace, 

His looks adorn'd the venerable place; 

Truth from his lips prevail’d with double sway, 

And fools, who came to scoff, remain’d to pray. 

The service past, around the pious man, 

With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran; 

Even children follow'd, with endearing wile, 

And pluck’d liis gowm, to share the good man’s smile: 

His ready smile a parent’s wairmtli express’d, 

Tlieir welfare pleas’d him, and their cares distress’d; 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs w^ere given, 

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 

* !l« ^ :i; ^ ^ 

And as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies, 

He tried each art, reprov’d each dull delay, 

Allur’d to brighter worlds, and ZecZ f/te imy. 


■■ CHAPTEE XXY. 

DINNER AT BICKERSTAFF’S— -HIFFERNAN AND HIS IMPECHNIOSITY— 
' KENRIOK’S EPiaBAM-— JOHNSON’S ' CONSOLATION GOLDSMITH’S 
TOILET— THE BLOOM-COLORED ' GOAT— NEW' , ACQUAINTANCES— 
THE HORNECIvS— A TOUCH OF POETRY AND PASSION— THE 
JESSAMY BRIDE. 

In October Goldsmith returned to town and resumed his 
usual haunts. We hear... of. 'him .at a dinner given' by his 
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countryiBcan, Isaac Bickerstaff, author of “ Love in a Village/’ 
^‘Liond and Clarissa/’ and other successful dramatic piece^ 
The dinner was to he followed by the reading by Bickerstaff 
of a new play. Among the guests was one Paul Hiffeiiian, 
likewise an Irishman; somewhat idle and intemperate; who 
lived nobody knew how nor where, sponging wherever he had 
a chance, and often of course upon Goldsmitli, who was ever 
the vagabond’s friend, or rather victim. Hiffeiiian was some- 
thing of a physician, and elevated the emptiness of his jiurse 
into the dignity of a disease, which he termed impeciintosity^ 
and against which he claimed a right to call for relief from 
the healtliier purses of his friends. He was a scribbler for the 
newspapers, and latterly a dramatic critic, which had proba- 
bly gained him an imitation to the dinner and reading. Tlie 
wine and wassail, however, befogged his senses. Scarce had 
the author got into the second act of his play, when Hiifernan 
began to nod, and at length snored outright. Bickerstaff was 
embarrassed, but continued to read in a more elevated tone. 
The louder he read, the louder Hiffernaii snored; until the 
author came to a pause. “Never mind the brute, Bick, but 
go on,” cried Goldsmith. He wmiild have served Homer just 
so if he were here and reading his own works.” 

Eenrick, Goldsmith’s old enemy, travestied this anecdote in 
the following lines, pretending that the poet had compared his 
countryman Bickerstaff to Homer. 

“ What are your Bretons, Romans, Grecians, 

Compared with thorough-bred Milesians! 

Step into Griffin’s shop, he’li tell ye 
Of Go-dsmith, Bickerstaff, and Kelly ... 

And, take one Irish evidence for t’other. 

E’en Homer’s self is but their foster brother.” 

Johnson was a rough consoler to a man when wincing under 
an attack of this kind. “Never mind, sir,” said he to Cfcdd- 
smith, when he saw that he felt the sting. “A men wliose 
business it is to be talked of is much helped by being attacked. 
Fame, sir, is a shuttlecock; if it be struck only at one end oi 
the room, it will soon fall to the ground; to keep it up, it must 
be struck at both ends.” 

Bickerstaff, at the time of which we are speaking, was in liigh 
vogue, the associate of the first wits of the day; a few years 
aftepvard he was obliged to fiy the coimtrv to escape the 
punishment of an inf^ous crime. Johnson 'expressed great 
astonishment at hearing the offence for -wliieh he had fled. 
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Why, sir,” said Thrale; he had long been a suspected man.” 
Perhaps there was a knowing look on the part of the emiiieiit 
brewer, which provoked a somewhat contemptuous reply. 
^‘By those who look close to the ground,” said Johnson, ‘‘ dirt 
will sometimes be seen; I hope I see things from a greater dis- 
tance.” 

We have already noticed the improvement, or rather the 
increased expense, of G-oldsmith’s wardrobe since his eleva- 
tion into polite society. ^‘He was fond,” says one of his con- 
temporaries, “of exhibiting his muscular little person in the 
gayest apparel of the day, to which was added a bag-wig and 
sword. ” Thus arrayed, he used to figure about in the sunshine 
in the Temple Gardens, much to his own satisfaction, but to 
the amusement of his acquaintances. 

Boswell, in his memoirs, has rendered one of his suits forever 
famous. That worthy on the 16 th of October in the same 
year, gave a dinner to Johnson, Goldsmith, Reynolds, Garrick, 
Murphy, Bickerstafi, and Davies. Goldsmith was generally 
apt to bustle in at the last moment, when the guests were 
taking their seats at table, but on this occasion he was unusu- 
ally early. While waiting for some lingerers to arrive, “he 
strutted about,” says Boswell, “bragging of his dress, and, I 
believe, was seriously vain of it, for his mind was undoubtedly 
prone to such impressions. ‘ Come, come,’ said Garrick, ‘talk 
no more of that. You are j)erhaps the vrorst— eh, eh'^ ’ Gold- 
smith was eagerly attempting to interrupt him, when Garrick 
went on, laughing ironically, ^ Nay, you will always looh like 
a gentleman ; but I am talking of your being weU or ill dressecV 
‘WeU, let me tell you,’ said Goldsmith, Svhen the tailor 
brought home my bloom-colored coat, he said, “Sir, I have a 
favor to beg of you; when any'body asks you who made your 
clothes, be pleased to mention John Pilby, at the Harrow, in 
Water Lane.” ’ ‘ Why, sir,’ cried Johnson, ‘ that was because 
he knew the strange color would attract crowds to gaze at it, 
and thus they might hear of him, and see how well he could 
make a coat of so absurd a color.’ ” 

But though Goldsmith might permit this raillery on the part 
of Ms friends, he was quick to resent any personalities of the 
kind from strangers. : As he was one day walking the Strand 
in grand array Avith bag-wig and sword, he excited the merri- 
ment .■ of , two coxcombs, one of whom called to, the other to 
“look at that fly with a long pin stuck through it.” Stung to 
the quick, Goldsmith’s first retort was to caution the passers- 
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by to bo on thoir guard against * ^ that bracG of disguised pick" 
pockets”— bis next was to step into tbe middle of the street, 
wliore there was room for action, half draw his sword, and 
beckon the joker, who was armed in like manner, to follow 
him. This was literally a war of wit which the other had not 
antidpated. He had no inclination to push the Joke to such 
an extreme, but abandoning the ground, sneaked oif with his 
brother wag amid the hootings of the spectators. 

This proneness to finery in dress, however, which Boswell 
and others of Goldsmith’s contemporaries, who did not under- 
stand the secret plies of his character, attributed to vaixit^^, 
arose, we are convinced, from a wudely different motive. It 
was from a painful idea of his own personal defects, which had 
been cruelly stamped upon bis mind in his boyhood by the 
sneers and jeers of his playmates, and had been ground deeper 
into it by rude speeches made to him in every step of his strug- 
gling career, until it had become a constant cause of awkward- 
ness and embarrassment. This he had experienced the more 
sensibly since his reputation had elevated liiin into polite 
society; and he was constantly endeavoring by the aid of dress 
to acquire that personal aGce 2 :)tahiUhj^ if we may use the 
phi-ase, which nature had denied him. If ever lie betrayed a 
little self-complacency on first turning out in a ne w suit, it may 
perhaps have been because he felt as if he had achieved a tri- 
umph over his ugliness. 

There were circumstances too about tbe time of which we 
are treating ivhich may have rendered Goldsmith more than 
usually attentive to his personal appearance. He Iiad reeeid ly 
made the acquaintance of a most agreeable family from Devi m- 
sliire, which he met at the house of his friend. Sir Joshua Hey- 
noicis. It consisted of Mrs. Horneck, widow of Captain Kane 
Honieck; two daughters, seventeen and nineteen years of age, 
and an only son, Charles, the Cuptcuu hi Xoce, as liis sisters 
playfully and somewhat proudly called Mm, he having lately 
entered the Guards, The daughters are descTibi.;‘d as uncom- 
monly beautiful, intelligent, sprightly, and agreeable. CViili- 
arine, the eldest, went among her friends by the name of 
Little Comedy, indicative, very probably, of her dispositiun. 
She was engaged to William Henry Biinbury, second son of a 
Suffolk baronet. The band and heart of her sister Maiy wcw 
yet unengaged, although she bore the by-name among her 
friends of the Jessamy Bride. This famiiy was ])re]KU‘eii l>y 
their intimacy with Beynolds and Ms sister, to a2>precicito the 
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merits of Goldsmith. The poet had always been a chosen 
friend of the eminent painter, and Miss Beynolds, as we have 
shown, ever since she had heard his poem of “ The Traveller” 
read aloud, had ceased to consider him ugly.. The Hornecks 
were equally capable of forgetting his person in admiring his 
works. On becoming acquainted with Mm, too, they were de- 
lighted with his guileless simplicity, his buoyant good-nature 
and Ms innate benevolence, and an enduring intimacy soon 
sprang up between them. For once poor Goldsmith had met 
with polite society Avith Avhich he was perfectly at home, and 
by Avhich he Avas fidly appreciated ; for once he had met AAdth 
lovely women, to whom his ugly features Avere not repulsive. 
A proof of the easy and playful terms on AAhich he Avas Avith 
them remains in a AvMinsical epistle in verse, of which the fol- 
lowing Avas the occasion. A dinner AAms to be given to their 
family by a Dr. Baker, a friend of their mother’s, at AAdiich 
Reynolds and Angelica Kauffman Avere to be present. The 
young ladies A\^ere eager to have Goldsmith of the party, and 
their intimacy Avitli Dr. Baker alloAAung them to take the 
liberty, they AA^rote a joint inAutation to the x^oet at the last 
moment. It came too late, and drew from him the following 
reirly; on the top of avMcIi Avas scrawled, “This is a, i)oeml 
This is a co|>y of verses !” 


Your mandate I got, 

Yon may all go to pot; 

Had your senses been right, 
You’d have sent before night — 
So tell Horneck and Nesbitt, 
And Baker and his bit, 

And Kauffman beside. 

And the Jessamy Bride ^ 

AVith the rest of the crew. 

The Reynoldses too, 


Little Con%e€hf& face, 

And tile Captain in Lace— 
Tell each otlier to rue 
Y’our Devonshire crew, 

For sending so late 
To one of my state. 

But Tis Reynolds's ivay 
From wisdom to stray, 
And Angelica’s whim 
To befroliG like him; 


But alas! your good worships, how could they be wiser, 
AA'hen both have been spoU’d in to-day’s Advertiser^ 


The following lines had appeared in that day’s Advertiser, on the portrait of 
Sir Joshua by Angelica Kauffman: 

While fair xA^ngelica, with matchless grace, 

Paints Conway’s burly form and Stanhope’s face; 

Our hearts to beauty willing homage pay. 

AA^e praise, admire, and gaze our vsouls away. 

But when the likeness she hath done for thee, 

0 Reynolds! with astonishment we see, 

Forced to submit, with all our pride ive own, 

Such strength, vsuch harmony excelled by none, 

And thou art rivalled by thyself alone. 
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It lias been intimated that the intimacy of poor Goldsiiiitii 
^vith tlie Miss Hornecks, which began in so sprightly a 
gradually assumed ^something of a more tender nature, aiiii liiat 
lie was not insensible to the fascinations of the younger sistei . 
This may account for some of the phenomena wdiicli about 
this time appeared in his wmrdrobe and toilet. Diiriiig* the 
hi’st yeai‘ of his acquaintance with these lovely girls, the tell- 
tale book of his tailor, Mr. William Filby, displays entries of 
four or five full suits, beside separate articles of dress. 
Among the items we find a green haif-triiiinied frock and 
breeches, lined wuth sfik; a queen’s blue dress suit; a half- 
dress suit of ratteen, lined with satin; a pair of silk stock. in g 
breeches, and another pair of a bloom color. Alas! poor 
Goldsmith! how much ‘of this silken finery was dictated, not 
by -vanity, but humble consciousness of thy defects; how 
much of it was to atone for tlie imcouthiiess of thy person, 
and to win favor in the eyes of the Jessariiy Biide I 


CHAPTER XXTL 

GOLDSMITH IN THE TE:\IPLB— JUDGE DAY AXD GHATTAX— LABOR 
AND DISSIPATION— PUBLICATION OF THE P03IAN HlSTriRV— 
OPINIONS OF IT— HISTORY OF ANIMATED NATURE — TEMPLE 
ROOKERY— ANECDOTES OF A SPIDER. 

In the winter of 1768-09 Goldsmith ocenpied himself at his 
quarters in the Temple, slowly building ii])'’ his Roman 
History. We have pleasant views of him in this learned and 
half-cloistered retreat of wits and lawyers and legal students, 
in the reminiscences of Judge Day of the Irish Beneli, wlir> in 
his advanced ago delighted to recall the da>s of Ins youth, 
wdien ho was a Templar, and to speak of the kiridiioss wiili. 
which he and his felio^v-studeut, Grattan, were treated by tlu^. 
.poet. ^'I was , Just aiTived fToiii college,” said ho, 
freighted wdth academic gleanings, and oin^ autlictr did not 
disdain to receive from me some opinions and hints toward his 
Greek and Roman histories. Being then ayoung^naiL I felt 
iiiiieh flattered by t]ie notice of so celebrated a |)orson. ITe 
took great delight in the conversati^m of Grattan, wh<iSO 
brilliancy in the morning of life furnished full earnest of the 
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unrivalled splendor which awaited his meridian; and finding 
us dwelling together in Essex Court, near himself, where, he 
frequently ■ visited my . immortal friend, his warm heart 
became naturally prepossessed , toward the associate of one 
whom he so much adinired. ’’ ■ 

The judge goes on, in his i-eminiscences, to give a picture of 
Goldsmith’s social habits, .similar in style to those ak’eady 
furnished. He frequented, much the Grecian Coffee-House, 
then the favorite resort of the Irish and Lancashire Templars. 
He delighted in collecting his friends around Mm at evening 
paidies at his chambers, where he entertained them with a 
cordial and unostentatious hospitality. Occasionally,” adds 
the judge, ' he amused them with his flute, or with -whist,- 
neither of which he played well, particularly the latter, but, 
on losing'iiis , money, he never lost , his temper.. In a run of 
bad luck and worse play, he would fling his: cards upon the 
floor and exclaim, Byefore George, I ought forever to re- 
iioiiiice thee, fickle, faithless Fortune. ’ ” 

The judge -was aware at the time that ail the learned labor 
of poor Goldsmith upon his Eoman History wms mere hack 
work to recruit' his exhausted finances. '' His purse replen- 
ished,’.’ adds he, ^‘by labors of this kind, the season of relaxa- 
tion and pleasure took its turn, in attending the theatres, ' 

Eaiielagh, Vauxliall, and other ■scenes of gayety and amuse- ... 
ment. 'Whenever his funds were dissipated — and they fled 
more rapidly from being the dupe of many artful persons, ' 
male and female, who prac.tised upon his benevolence—he 
returned to his literary labors, and shut himself up from 
society to provide f resh ■ matter . for his bookseller, -and fresh 
supplies for, himself.”, . =....- 

How completely had the young student discerned the 'charac- 
teristics of poor, genial, generous, drudging, holida^^-loving 
Goldsmith; toiling that he might play; earning his bread by 
the s^veat of his brains, and then throwing it out of the ' 
■window. 

The Roman History was published in the middle of May, in 
two volumes of five hundred -pages each. .It wms brought out" 
without parade or pretension, 'and was , announced as for the 
use of schools and colleges;- but, ,■ though a w- ork wvritten for 
bread, .not,, fame, such' is its. ease, perspicuity, good sense,, and 
the delightful simplicity of - its. style, that it was -well -received 
by tbo critics, commanded a prompt and extensive sale, and , 
has ever since remained in the hands of young and old. 
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Johnson, who, as we have before remarked, rarely pi^aised or 
dispraised things by halves, broke forth in a warm eulogy of 
the author and the work, in a conversation with Boswell, to 
the great astonishment of the latter. “Whether we take 
Goldsmith,” said he, “as a poet, as a comic writer, or as an 
historian, he stands in the tot class.” Boswell.—“ An Ms- 
toiian ! My dear sir, you surely will not rank his compilation 
of the Boman History with the works of other historians of 
this age.” Johnson.—* “ Why, who are before him?” Boswell, 
Hume— Eobertson— Lord Lyttelton.” Joinison (his antip- 
athy against the Scotch beginning, to rise).— “I have not read 
Hume; but doubtless Goldsmith’s History is better than the 
verbiage of Eobertson, or the foppery of Dalrympie.” Boswell 
—“Will you not admit the superiority of Eobertson, in whose 
history we find such penetration, such painting?” Johnson.— 
“ Sir, you must consider how that penetration and that paint- 
ing are employed. It is not history, it is imagination. He 
who describes what he never saw, draws from fancy. Bobeu't- 
son paints minds as Sir Joshua paints faces, in a Msfcory-piece ; 
he imagines an heroic countenance. You must look upon 
Eohertson’s work as romance, and try it by that standard. 
History it is not. Besides, sir, it is the great excellenc^e of a 
wniter to put into his book as much as his book will hold. 
Goldsmith has done this in his history. Now Robertson might 
have put twice as much in his book. Eobertson is like a man 
who has packed gold in wool; the wool takes up more room 
than the gold. No, sir, I always thought Eobertson would be 
crushed with his own weight— would be buried under his own 
ornaments. Goldsmith tells you shortly ail you want to kno w ; 
Eobertson detains you a great deal too long. No man will read 
Robertson’s cumbrous detail a second time; but Goldsmith’s 
plain narrative will please again and again. I would say to 
Robertson what an old tutor of a college said to' one of Ms 
pupils, ‘Read over your compositions, and whenever you meet 
with a passage which you think is particularly fine," strike it 
out!’ Goldsmith’s abridgment is better than that of Lucius 
Floms orEutropius; and I will venture to say, that if you 
compare him with Vertot in the same places of the Roman His- 
tory, you wm find that he excels Vertot. Sii*, he has the art 
of compiling, and of saying everything he lias to say in a 
pleasing manner. He is now writing a Natural History, and 
will make it as entertaining as a Persian tale.” 

The Natural History to which Johnson alluded was the 
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‘‘History of Animated Nature,” whicJi G-oMsmitli commenced 
in 1769, under an engagement with. Griffin, the bookseller, to 
complete it as soon possible in eight volumes, each contain- 
ing upward of four hundred pages, in pica; a hundred guineas 
to be paid to the author on the deiivexy of each volume in 
manuscript. 

He was induced to engage in this work by the urgent solici- 
tations of the booksellers, who had been struck b^^ the sterling 
merits and captivating style of an introduction which he wrote 
to Brookes’s Natural History. It was Goldsmith’s intention 
originally to make a translation of Phny, with a popular com- 
mentary; but the appearance of Buifon’s work induced him to 
change his plan, and make use of that author for a guide and 
model. 

Cumberland, speaking, of this work, observes: “Distress 
drove Goldsmith upon undertakings neither congenial with his 
studies nor worthy of his talents. I remember him when, in 
his chambers in the Temple, he showed me the beginning of his 
‘Animated Nature;’ it was with a sigh, such as genius draws 
when hard necessity diverts it from its bent to drudge for 
bread, and talk of birds, and beasts, and creeping things, 
which Pidock’s showman would have done as well. Poor fel- 
low, he hardly knows an ass from a mule, nor a turkey from a 
goose, but when he sees it on the table.” 

Others of Goldsmith’s friends entertained similar ideas with 
respect to his fitness for the task, and they were apt now and 
then to banter him on the subject, and to amuse themselves 
with his easy credulity. The custom among the natives of 
Otaheite of eating dogs being once mentioned in company, 
Goldsmith observed that a similar custom prevailed in China; 
that a dog-butcher is as common there as any other butcher ; 
and that when he walks abroad all the dogs fail on him. John- 
son.— “ That is not owing to Ins killing dogs; sir, I remember 
a butcher at Lichfield, whom a dog that was in the house 
where I lived always attacked. It is the smeU of carnage 
which provokes this, let the animals he has killed be what 
they may.” Goldsmith.— “Yes, there is a general abhorrence 
in aiiiniais at the signs of massacre. If you put 'a tub Ml of 
blood into a stable, the horses are likely to go mad.”: Johnson. 
—“I ■doubt that.” Goldsmith,— “ Nay, sir, it. is a. fact well 
authenticated.” Thrale, — “You had better prove it before you 
put it into your book on Natural History. You may do it in 
my stable if you will.” Johnson.— “Nay, sir, I would not 
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liavo liirn prove it. If ho is content to take his iiiforniatioii 
froiii others, he may get through his book with little trouble, 
and without much endangering his reputation. But if he 
makes experiments for so comprehensive a book as his, there 
would be no end to them; his erroneous assertions would fall 
then upon himself; and he might be blamed for not having 
made experiments as to eveiy particular.” 

Johnson’s original prediction, however, with respect to this 
work, that Goldsmith would make it as entertaining as a Per- 
sian tale, was verified; and though much of it was borrowed 
from Bufion, and but little of it written from his ovm observa- 
tion; though it was by no means profound, and was charge- 
able with many errors, yet the charms of his style and the play 
of his happy disposition throughout have continued to render 
it far more popular and readable than many works on the sub- 
ject of much greater scope and science. Cuinbeiiaiid was mis- 
taken, however, in his notion of Goldsmirlfs ignorance and 
lack of observation as to the characteristics of animals. On 
the contrary, he was a minute and shrewd observer of them; 
but he observed them with the eye of a poet and moralist as 
well as a naturalist. We quote two passages from his ^corks 
illustrative of this fact, and we do so the more readily because 
they are in a manner a part of his history, tind give us another 
peep into his private life in the Temple; of his mode of oceup^v- 
ing himself in his lonely and apparently idle moments, and of 
another class of acquaintances which he made there. 

Speaking in his “Animated Nature” of the habitudes of 
Books, “I have often amused myself,” says he, “ with observ- 
ing their plans of policy from my window in the Temple, that 
looks upon 'a grove, where they have made a colony in the 
midst of a city. At the conmiencement of spring the rookeiy, 
which, during the continuance of winter, seemed to have hiKm 
deserted, or only guarded by about five or six, like old soldier)-; 
in a garrison, now begins to be once more frequented; ami in a, 
short time, all the bustle and hurry of biiBines>s will be frarl\' 
commenced.” 

The other passage, which we take the liberty to quote at some 
length, is from an admirable paper in the Ae, and relates to 
the House Spider. 

“Of all the solitary insects I have ever remarked, the s]vider 
is the most sagacious, and its motions to me, wlio have atleie 
tively considered them, seem almost to exceed belief. ... I 
perceived, about four years ago, a large spider in one comer of 
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my room making its web; and, thougli the maid frequently 
leveUed her broom against the labors of the little animal, I 
had the good fortune then to prevent its destruction, and 
I may say it more than paid me by the entertainment it 
afforded. . ' ' 

111 three days the web was, with incredible diligence, com- 
pleted; nor could I avoid thinking that the insect seemed to 
exult in its new abode. It frequently traversed it round, 
examined the strength of every part of it, retired into its hole, 
and came out very frequently. The first enemy, however, it 
had to encounter was another and a much larger spider, 
which, having no web of its own, and having probably ex- 
hausted all its stock in former labors of this kind, came to 
invade the property of its neighbor. Soon, then, a terrible 
encounter ensued, in which the invader seemed to have the 
victory, and the laborious spider was obliged to take refuge in 
its hole. Upon this I perceived the victor using every art to 
draw the enemy from its stronghold. He seemed to go off, 
but quickly returned ; and when he found all arts in vain, 
began to demolish the new web without mercy. This brought 
on another battle, and, contrary to my expectations, the 
laborious spider became conqueror, and fairly killed his an- 
tagonist. 

‘‘Now, then, in peaceable possession of what was Justly its 
O'^vn, it waited three days with the utmost patience, repairing 
the breaches of its web, and taking no sustenance that I could 
perceive. At last, however, a large blue fly fell into the snare, 
and struggled hard to get loose. The spider gave it leave to 
entangle itself as much as possible, but it seemed to be too 
strong for the cobweb. I must own I was greatly sui*prised 
when I saw^ the spider immediately sally out, and in less than 
a minute weave a new net round its captive, by which the 
motion of its wings was stopped; and when it was fairly 
hampered in this manner it was seized and dragged into the 
hole. 

“In this manner it lived, in a precarious state; and nature 
seemed to have fitted it for such a life, for upon a single ' fly it ' 
subsisted' for more than a week. I once put a wasp into the 
net,; :biit when the spider came- out in order to seize it, as 
usual, upon , percefidng wbat kind of an enemy it had to deal 
with, it instantly broke all the bands that held it fast, and 
contributed all, that lay in its power to disengage so formidable', 
an antagonist. When, the wasp was set at liberty, I expected 



OLIYEB GOLDSMITH, 


160 

the spider would have set about repairing the breaches that 
were made in its net; hut those, it seems, were irreparable: 
wherefore the cobweb was now entirely forsaken, and a new 
one begun, which was completed in the usual time. 

had now a mind to try how many cobwebs a single spider 
could furnish; wherefore I destroyed this, and the insect set 
about another. When I destroyed the other also, its whole 
stock seemed entirely exhausted, and it could spin no more. 
The arts it made use of to support itself, now deprived of its 
great means of subsistence, were indeed surprising. I have 
seen it roll up its legs like a ball, and lie motionless for hours 
together, but cautiously watching ail the time: when a fly 
happened to approach sufficiently near, it would dart out all 
at once, and often seize its prey. 

“Of this hfe, however, it soon began to grow weary, and 
resolved to invade the possession of some other spider, since it 
could not make a web of its own. It formed an attack upon a 
neighboring fortification with great vigor, and at first was as 
vigorously repulsed. Not daimted, however, with one defeat, 
in this manner it continued to lay siege to another’s web for 
three days, and at length, having killed the defendant, actually 
took possession. When smaller flies happen to fall into tlie 
snare, the spider does not sally out at once, hut vei'v patiently 
waits till it is sure of them ; for, upon bis immediately aj)- 
proaching, the terror of his appearance might give the capt ive 
strength sufficient to get loose; the manner, then, is to wait 
patiently, till, by ineffectual and impotent struggles, the cap- 
tive has wasted aU its strength, and then lie becomes a cex'taiii 
and easy conquest. 

“The insect I am now describing Ihmd three years: every 
year it changed its skin and got a new set of legs. I have 
sometimes plucked off a leg, which grew again in two or three 
days. At first it dreaded my approaeh to its web, but at hist 
it became so familiar as to take a flyout of my hand: and, 
upon my touching any part of the mb, woiibl* immediately 
leave its hole, prepared either for a defence or an attack.’’ 
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CHAPTEE XXYII. 

HONORS AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY — ^LETTER TO HIS BROTHER 

MAURICE — FAMILY FORTUNES — JANE CONTARINE AND THE 

MINIATURE— PORTRAITS AND ENGRAVINGS— SCHOOL ASSOCIA- 
TIONS— JOHNSON AND GOLDSMITH IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

The latter part of the year 1768 had been made memorable 
in the world of taste by the institution of the Eoyal Academy 
of Arts, under the patronage of the King, and the direction of 
forty of the most distinguished artists. Eeynolds, who had 
been mainly instrumental in founding it, had been unani- 
mously elected president, and had thereupon received the 
honor of knighthood.* Johnson was so delighted with his 
friend’s elevation, that he broke through a rule of total absti- 
nence with respect to wine, which he had maintained for 
several years, and drank bumpers on the occasion. Sir Joshua 
eagerly sought to associate his old and valued friends with 
him in his new honors, and it is supposed to be through his 
suggestions that, on the first establishment of professorships, 
which took place in December, 1769, Johnson was nominated 
to that of Ancient Literature, and Goldsmith to that of His- 
tory. They were mere honorary titles, without emolument, 
but gave distinction, from the noble institution to which they 
appertained. They also gave the possessors honorable places 
at the annual banquet, at which were assembled many of the 
most distinguished persons of rank and talent, ail proud to be 
classed among the patrons of the arts. 

The following letter of Goldsmith to Ms brother alludes to 
the foregoing appointment, and to a small legacy bequeathed 
to him by Ms uncle Oontarine. 

To Mr, Maurice Goldsmith, at James Latvd&r^s, Esq,, at KiT' 
more, near Carrich-on- Shannon, 

“January, 1770. 

^^Dear Brothers I should have answered your letter sooner, 
but, ill truth, I am not fond of thinking of the necessities of 


* Wo must apologize for ttie anachronisin we have permitted ourselves in the 
coiu'se of this memoir, in speeliine: of Reynolds as, Sir Joshua, when treating: of 
circumstances which occurre<l prior to his being: dubbedj but it is so customary to 
speak of him by that title, that we found it difficult to dispense with it. 
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thosG I lovGj ■when it is so very little in niy power to help tliem. 
I am sorry to find you are every way unprovided for;. and 
what adds to my imeasiness is, that I have received a .letter 
from my sister Johnson, by which 1 learn that she is pi city 
much in the same circumstances. As to myself, I believe I th-iiik 
I could get both you and my poor brother-in-law’- sonietliiiig like 
that w^hich you desire, but I am deterniined never to ask for 
little things, nor exhaust any little interest I may have, until 
I can serve you, him, and myself more effectually. As yet, no 
opportunity has offered; but I believe you are pretty w'ei! con- 
vinced that I will not be remiss when it arrives. 

“The king has lately been pleased to make me Professor of 
Ancient History in the Eoyal Academy of Fainting' whioli he 
has just established, but there is no salary annexed ; and I t«.>ok 
it rather as a compliment to the iiistiriition than any benelit 
to myself. Honors to one In my situation are something' like 
ruffles to one that -wants a shirt. 

“ You tell me that there are fourteen or fifteen pounds left 
me in the hands of my cousin Lawder, and you ask me w’hat 
I would have done with them. My dear brother, I ^vould by 
no means give any directions to my dear %vorth,y ivlations at 
Kilmore how to dispose of money -whieli is, properly speaking, 
more theirs than mine. All that I can say is, that I entirely, 
and this letter will serve to wdtness, give up any I’iglit and title 
to it; and I am sure they -will dispose of it to the best advan- 
tage. To them I entirely leave it; whether they or you may 
think the whole necessary to fit you out, or whether our poor 
sister Johnson may not want the half, I lea,ve entirely to their 
and your discretion. Tiie kindness of tliat good couple to our 
shattered family demands our siiicerest gratitude: and, tl-iough. 
they have almost forgotten me, yet, if good things at last ar 
rive, I hope one day to return and increase their good-humor 
by adding to my owm. 

“I have sent my cousin Jenny a miniature x>ictiire of mV' 
self, as I believe it is the most acceptable present I can offer. 

I have ordered it to be left for her at George Faulk nePs. fnldfHj 
in a lettei\ Tlie face, you w^ell know, is ugly enough, Imt it h 
finely painted. I will shortly also send luy friends ovct the 
Shannon some mezzotinto x)rints of myself, and scnne more of 
my friends here, such as Burke, Johnson, Peynolds, a.n<l Cci- 
man. I believe I have written a hundred letters to different 
friends in your country, and never received an ans-vver to any 
of them. I do not know how to account for this, or why they 
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are unwilling to keep up for me those regards which I must 
ever retain for them. 

then, you have a mind to oblige me, you will write 
often, whether I answer you or not. Let me particularly have 
the news of our family and old acquaintances. For instance, 
you may begin by telling me about the family where you re- 
side, how they spend their time, and whether they ever make 
mention of me. Tell me about my mother, my brother Hod- 
son and his son, my brother Harry’s son and daughter, my 
sister Johnson, the family of Ballyoughter, what is become of 
them, where they live, and how they do. You talked of being 
my only brother: I don’t understand you. Where is Charles? 
A sheet of paper occasionally filled with the news of this kind 
would make me very happy, and would keep you nearer my 
mind. As it is, my dear brother, beheve me to be 
‘'Yours, most affectionately, 

“ Oliver Goldsmith.” 

By this letter we find the Goldsmiths the same shifting, shift- 
less race as formerly; a “ shattered family,” scrambling on each 
other’s back as soon as any rise above the surface. Maurice 
is “ every way unprovided for;” living upon cousin Jane and 
her husband ; and, perhaps, amusing himself by hunting otter 
in the river Inny. Sister Johnson and her husband are as 
poorly off as Maurice, with, perhaps, no one at hand to quar- 
ter themselves upon; a^ to the rest, “ w-hat is become of them; 
where do they live; how do they do; what is become of 
Charles?” What forlorn, haphazard life is implied by these 
questions! Can we wonder that, with all the love for Ms 
native place, wMch is shown throughout Goldsmith’s writ- 
ings, he had not the heart to return there? Yet his affections 
are still there. He wishes to know whether the Lawders 
(wMch means his cousin Jane, his early Valentine) ever make 
mention of him ; he sends Jane his miniature; he believes “it 
is the most acceptable present he can offer;” he evidently, 
therefore, does not believe she has almost forgotten him, 
although he intimates that he does: in his memory she is 
still Jane Contarine, as he last saw her, when, he accompanied 
her harpsichord with his flute. Absence, like death, sets a 
seal on the image of those we have loved; we cannot realize 
the intervening changes which time may have effected. 

As to the rest of Goldsmith’s relatives, he abandons Ms 
legacy of fifteen pounds, to be shared among them. It is all he 
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has to give. His heedless improvidence is eatmg up tlic pay 
of We booksellers in advance. With all his literary- success, 
he has neither money nor influence; but lie has faniej 

and he is ready to participate v itii tliern; he is honorary pro- 
fessor, without pay; his portrait is to lie engraved in mezzo- 
tint in company with those of his friends, Burke, Ihnmolds, 
Johnson, Colman, and others, and ho will send prints of them 
to his friends over the Channel, though they may not have a 
house to hang them up in. What a motley letter ! I low indi- 
cative of the motley character of the writer! By the h}\ tho 
publication of a splendid mezzotinto engTa\'iiig of liis likeness 
by Reynolds, was a great matter of glorification to Gold- 
smith, especially as it appeared in such illustrious^ company 
As he was one day walking the streets in a state of high ela- 
tion, from having just seen it figuring in the print-shop win- 
dows, he met a yomig gentleman with a newly married wife 
hanging on his arm, whom he immediately recognized for 
Master Bishop, one of the boys he had petted and in^atcnl with 
sweetmeats when a humble usher at ]\Iihier s schord. The 
kindly feelings of old times revived, ami he accosted him with 
cordial familiarity, though the youth may have found some 
difficulty ill recognizing in the personage, arrayed, perhaps, in 
garments of Tyrian dye, the dingy pedagogue of the Milners. 
''Come, my boy,” cried Goldsmith, as if still speaking to a 
schoolboy, "Come, Sam, I am delighted to see you. I must 
treat you to something — what shall it be? Will 3*011 have some 
apples?” glancing at an old woman’s stall; then, recollecting 
the print-shop wdndow: "Sam,” said he, "have v'ou seen my 
picture by Sir Joshua Rejmolds? Have 3*011 seen it, Sam? 
Have you got an engraving?” Bishop was eaugiit: he equivo- 
cated ; he had not 3^et bought it ; but he was furnishing his 
house, and had fixed upon the place where it was t<") he hung, 
"Ah, Sami” rejoined Goldsmith reproach fiilh*. "if ymir pic- 
ture had been published, I should not have waited an Imin* 
without having it.” 

After all, it was honest pride, not vanit}*, in Goldsmith. Had 
was gratified at seeing his portrait decnicHl wortipv of he!u.ir 
perpetuated by the classic pencil of Re3iio]ds, and ‘riunuvu] ) 
in history” beside that of his revered friend, Johnson. Ilxc:; 
the great moralist himself was not insensible to a feeling of 
this kind. Walking one day with Gohlsinith, in Westminster 
Abbey, among the tombs of monarchs, warriors, and states- 
men, they came to the sculptured mementos of litex’axy W03> 
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thies in poets’ corner. Casting his eye round upon these me- 
morials of genius, Johnson muttered in a low tone to his 
companion, 

Forsitan et nostrum nomen miscebitur istis. 

Goldsmith treasured up the intimated hope, and shortly after- 
ward, as they were passing by Temple bar, where the heads of 
Jacobite rebels, executed for treason, were mouldering aloft on 
jspikes, pointed up to the grizzly mementos, and echoed the in- 
timation, 

Forsitan et nostrum nomen miseebitur istis. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

PITBLICATIOK OF THE ‘‘BESERTBD VILLAGE”--N0TICES ANB 
ILLUSTRATIONS OP IT. 

Several years had now elapsed since the publication of 
^‘The Traveller,” and much wonder was expressed that the 
great success of that poem had not excited the author to 
further poetic attempts. On being questioned at the annual 
dinner of the Royal Academy by the Earl of Lisburn, why he 
neglected the muses to compile histories and write novels, 
‘‘ My Lord,” replied he, by courting the muses I shall starve, 
but by my other labors I eat, drink, have good clothes, and 
can enjoy the luxuries of life.” So, also, on being asked by a 
poor writer what was the most profitable mode of exercising 
the pen, ‘‘My dear fellow,” replied he, good-humoredly, “pay 
no regard to the draggle- tailed muses; for my part I have 
found productions in prose much more sought after and better 
paid for.” 

Still, however, as we have heretofore shown, ho found sweet 
moments of dalliance to steal away from his prosaic toils, and 
court the muse among the green lanes and hedge-rows in the 
rural environs of London, and on the 26th of May, 1770, he 
was enabled to bring his “ Deserted Village” before the public. 

The popularity of “The Traveller” had prepared the way 
for this poem, and its sale was instantaneous and immense. 
The first edition was immediately exhausted; in a few days a 
second was issued ; in a few days more a third, and by the 
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16tli of August the fifth, edition was hiirriecl through the press. 
As is the case mth popular writers, he had become his ovm 
rival, and critics were inclined to give the preference to his 
first poem; but with the public at large we believe the ‘‘De- 
serted Village” has ever been the greatest favorite. Previous 
to its publication the bookseller gave him in advance a n<3te 
for the price agreed upon, one hundred gidneas. As the latter 
was returning home he met a friend to wdiooi he ineiitioiied 
the circumstance, and who, apparently judging of poetry by 
quantity rather than quality, observed that it was a great siiin 
for so sm^ll a poem. “ In truth,” said C4oldsmith, ‘'I think so 
too; it is much more than the honest man can afford or the 
piece is worth. I have not been easy siiif^e I received it.” In 
fact, he actually returned! the note to the bookseller, and left 
it to him to graduate the payment according to the success of 
the work. The bookseller, as may wt‘I 1 be supposed, soon re- 
paid him in full with many acknowdedgmtaiits of bis disinter- 
estedness. This anecdote has been called in question, we 
know not on what grounds; we see nothing in it iuconipatible 
with the character of Goldsmith, who “wa>s very impulsive, 
and prone to acts of inconsiderate generosity. 

As we do not pretend in this summary ineinom to go into a 
criticism or analysis of any of Goldsmith's witings, we sliaE 
not dwell upon the peculiar merits of this poem: we cannot 
help noticing, however, how truly it is a mirror of the author’s 
heart, and of aU the fond pictures of early friends and early life 
forever present there. It seems to us as if the very last ac- 
counts received from home, of his ‘‘shattered family.” and the 
desolation that seemed to have settled u]>mi the haunts of Ins 
chilhood, had cut to the roots one feebly cherished ho])e, and 
produced the following exquisitely tender and mournful lines: 

“In all my wanfl’niigs round tliis world r'<f care, 

In all my griefs— and God has glv'n my siiare— 

I still had hopes my latest hours to crown, 

Amid these humble bowers to lay me d<.>wu; 

To husband out life’s taper at the ciosts 
And keep the flame from wasting hy rej.'ti^se; 

I still had hopes, for pride attends us still. 

Amid the swains to show my bf,»ok-lec.ni’d skill. 

Around my fire an evening group to draw, 

And tell of all I felt and all I saw-; 

And as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue, 

Pants to the place from whence at first she flew; 

I still had hopes, my long vexations past. 
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How toucliingly expressive are the succeeding lines, wrung 
from a heart which all the trials and temptations and buffet- 
ings of the world could not render wwldly ; which, amid a 
thousand follies and errors of the head, still retained its child- 
like innocence ; and which, doomed to struggle on to the last 
amid the din and turmoil of the metropolis, has ever been 
cheating itself with a dream of rural quiet and seclusion: 


“ Oh bless’d retirement! friend to life’s decline, 
Ketreats from care, that never must be mine, 
How blest is he who crowns, in shades like these, 
A youth of labor with an age of ease; 

Who quits a world where strong temptations tiy. 
And, since ’tis hard to combat, learns to fly I 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep; 
Nor'surlj'” porter stands, in guilty state, 

To spurn imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue’s friend; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceived decay, 

While resignation gently slopes the w^ay; 

And all his prospects brightening to the last, 

His heaven commences ere the world be past,’^ 


NOTE. 

The following article, wMch appeared in a London periodi- 
cal, sliows the eifect of Goldsmith’s poem in renovating the 
fortunes of Lissoy. 

About three miles from Ballymahon, a very central town 
in the sister kingdom, is the mansion and village of Auburn, 
so called by their present possessor, Captain Hogan. Through 
the taste and improvement of this gentleman, it is now a beau- 
tiful spot, although fifteen years since it presented a very bare 
and impoetical aspect. This, however, was owing to a cause 
which serves strongly to corroborate the assertion that Gold- 
smith had this scene in view when he wrote his poem of ^ The 
Deserted Village. ’ The then possessor, General Napier, turned 
all his tenants out of their farms that he might inclose them in 
his own private domain. Littleton, the mansion of the gen- 
eral, stands not far off, a complete emblem, of the desolating 
spirit lamented by the poet, dilapidated and converted into a 
barrack. 

^‘The chief object of attraction is Lissoy, once the parsonage 
house of Henry Goldsmith, that brother to whom the poet 
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dedicated his ‘Traveller,’ and who is represented as the vOlage 

pastor, 

‘Passing ricli with forty pounds a year.' 

‘‘When I was in the country, the lower chambers were in- 
habited by pigs and sheep, and the drawing-roojiis by goats. 
Captain Hogan, however, has, I believe, got it since into his 
possession, and has, of course, improved its condition. 

“Though at first strongly inclined to dispute the identity of 
Auburn, Lissoy House overcame my scruples. As I clambered 
over the rotten gate, and crossed the grass-grown lawn or 
court, the tide of association became too strong for casuistry; 
here the poet dwelt and wrote, and here his thoughts fondly 
recurred when composing his “Traveller Mn a foreign land. 
Yonder was the decent church, that literally * topped the neigh- 
boring hill. ’ Before me lay the little hill of Knockrue, on ^vhich 
he declares, in one of his letters, he had rather sit with a book 
in hand than mingle in the proudest assembhes. And. above 
all, startlmgly true, beneath my feet wais 

‘Yonder copse, wliert^once tlie garden Muiled, 

And still where many a garden-tlewer grows wild.’ 

“A painting from the life could not be more exact. 'The 
stubborn currant-bush’ lifts its head above the in ok grass, and 
the proud hollyhock flaunts where its sisters of the liow’er-knot 
are no more. 

“In the middle of the village stands the old ‘ hawthorn-tree,’ 
built up with masonry to distinguish and prc'serve it; it is old 
and stunted, and suffers much from the depredaticais of ])ost- 
chaise travellers, who generally stop to prO(*ure a twig. (Ip- 
posite to it is the village alehouse, over the door of windi 
swings ‘The Three Jolly Pigeons.’ Within everything is a,r- 
ranged according to the letter : 

‘The whitewash’d wall, the nicely-sandt’d floor. 

The varnish'd clock that click'd the di.or: 

The chest, contrived a double dtdn to pay, 

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day; 

The pictures placed for ornainent atal use. 

The twelve good rules, the royal giujic of goose.’ 

“Captain Hogan, I have heard, found gi'oat difFiouItv in ob- 
taming ‘the twelve good rules,’ but at length purehnsed them 
at some London bookstall to adorn the whitewashed parlor of 
‘The Three Jolly Pigeons.’ However laudable this may be, 
nothing shook nay faith in the reality of Aubum so much as 
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tMs exactness, wMch had the disagreeable air of being got up 
for the occasion. The last object of pilgrimage is the quondam 
habitation of the schoolmaster, 

‘ Tliei'e, in his noisy mansion, skill’d to rule.'’ 

It is surrounded with fragrant proofs of identity in 

‘The blossom’d furze, unprofitably gay.’ 

“There is to be seen the chair of the poet, which fell into the 
hands of its present possessors at the wreck of the parsonage- 
house; they have frequently refused large offers of pm-chase; 
but more, I dare say, for the sake of drawing contributions 
from the curious than from any reverence for the bard. The 
chair is of oak, with back and seat of cane, which precluded 
all hopes of a secret drawer, like that lately discovered in 
Gay’s. There is no fear of its being worn out by the devout 
earnestness of sitters-— as the cocks and hens have usurped un- 
disputed possession of it, and protest most clamorously against 
all attempts to get it cleansed or to seat one’s self. 

“The controversy concerning the identity of this Auburn 
was formerly a standing theme of discussion among the 
learned of the neighborhood ; but, since the pros and cons 
have been all ascertained, the argument has died away. Its 
abettors plead the singular agreement between the local his- 
tory of the place and the Auburn of the poem, and the exact- 
ness with which the scenery of the one answers to the descrip- 
tion of the other. To this is opposed the mention of the night- 
ingale, 

‘ And fill’d each pause the nightingale had made 

there being no such bird in the island. The objection is 
slighted, on the other hand, by considering the passage as a 
mere poetical license. ‘ Besides, ’ say they, ‘the robin is the Irish 
nightingale.’ And if it be hinted how unlikely it was that 
Goldsmith should have laid the scene in a place from which 
be was and had been so long absent, the rejoinder is always, 
Pray, sir, was Milton in heU when he built Pandemomum? ’ 

‘ ‘ The line is naturally drawn between ; there can be no 
doubt that the poet intended England by 

‘ The land to hast’ning ills a prey, 

Where wealth accumulates and men deca5^’ 

But it is very natural to suppose that, at the same time, his 
imagination had in view the scenes of his youth, which give 
such strong features of resemblance to the picture.” 
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Best an Irish clergyman, told Davis, the traveller in Amer- 
ica that the hawthorn-bush mentioned in the poem was still 
remarkably large. I was riding once,’' said lie. “with Brady, 
titular Bishop of Ardagh, when he observed lo me, Ada ioy, 
Best, this huge overgrown bush is mightily in the wa}’”. I \vill 
order it to be cut down.’— ‘What, sir! ’ replied I, ‘ cut down tl e 
bush that supplies so beautiful an image in “ The Deserted A'it- 
lage”? Ma foy ! ’ exclaimed the bishop. ‘ is that the hawthorn- 
bush? Then let it be sacred from the edge of the axe, and e\ii 
be to him that should cut off a branch.’ '’—The hatnhorn-biisii, 
however, has long since been cut up, root and braiicli, in liir- 
nishing relics to literary pilgrims. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE POET AMONG THE LADIES— DESCRIPTION OF HIS PERSON AND 
MANNERS-EXPEDITION TO PARIS WITH THE HORNECTv FA^OLY 
—THE TRAVELLER OP TWENTY AND THE TRAVELLER oF FORTY 
—HICKEY, THE SPECIAL ATTORNEY— AN rNLlT^KY EXPLtUT. 

The ‘‘Deserted Village” had shed an additional ]ioetic grace 
roimdthe homely person of the author; he was becoming nnire 
and more acceptable in ladies’ eyes, and finding more 

and more at ease in their society ; at least in the society of 
those whom he met in the Reynolds circle, among whom lie 
particularly affected the beautiful family of the Horiieeks. 

But let us see what were really the looks and nianmn-s of 
Goldsmith about this time, and what right be had to aspire to 
ladies’ smiles; and in so doing let us not take the sleet? ^hes of 
Boswell and his compeers, who had a propensity to represcait 
him in caricature; but let us take the apparently irntljfiil and 
discriminating picture of him as he appeared to Jiid?.:e Day, 
when the latter Avas a student in the Temple. 

“In person,” says the judge, “ he Avas short: about five fi^et 
five or six inches; strong, 'but not heavy in make; rather iVur 
in complexion, Avith broAvn hair; such, at least, as t*oald dis- 
tinguished from his Avig. His features were plain, ])ut myt iv- 
pulsive -certainly not so when lighted up liv conversndiom 
His manners Avere simple, natural, and perhaps on the whuke 
wo may say, not polished; at least without the refinement and 
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good-breeding wMcli the exquisite polish of his compositions 
would lead us to expect. He was always cheerful and ani- 
mated, often, indeed, boisterous in his mirth; entered with 
spirit into convivial society ; contributed largely to its enjoy- 
ments by solidity of information, and the naivete and origi- 
nality of his character; talked often without premeditation, 
and laughed loudly without restraint.” 

This, it will be recollected, represents him as he appeared to 
a young Templar, who probably saw him only in Temple coffee- 
houses, at students’ quarters, or at the jovial supper parties 
given at the poet’s own chambers ; here, of course, his mind 
was in its rough dress ; his laugh may have been loud and his 
mirth boisterous ; but we trust all these matters became soft- 
ened and modified when he found himself in polite, drawing- 
rooms and in female society. 

But what say the ladies themselves of him ? And here, fortu- 
nately, we have another sketch of him, as he appeared at the 
time to one of the Horneck circle ; in fact, we believe, to the 
Jessamy Bride herself. After admitting, apparently with 
some reluctance, that he was a very plain man,” she goes on 
to say, ‘‘but had he been much more so, it was impossible not 
to love and respect his goodness of heart, wMch broke out on 
every occasion. His benevolence was unquestionable, and his 
coimtenanc0 hove every trace of it : no one that knew him inti- 
mately could avoid admiring and loving his good qualities. ” 
When to all this we add the idea of intellectual delicacy and 
refinement associated with him by his poetry and the newly 
plucked bays that were flourishing round his brow, we can- 
not be surprised that fine and fashionable ladies should be 
proud of his attentions, and that even a young beauty should 
not be altogether displeased with the thoughts of having a 
man of his genius in her chains. 

We are led to indulge some notions of the kind from finding 
Mm in the month of July, but a few weeks after the publica- 
tion of the ^‘Deserted Village,” setting off on a six weeks’ ex- 
cursion to Paris, in company with Mrs. Horneck and her two 
beautiful daughters. A day or two before his departure, we 
find another new gala suit charged to liim on the books of Mr, 
William Filby, Were the bright eyes of the Jessamy Bride 
responsible for tMs additional extravagance of wardrobe ? 
Goldsmith had recently been editing the works of Parnell; 
had he taken courage from the example of Edwin in the fairy 
tale?— , , . ' 
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* Yet spite of all tliat nature did 

To make his uncouth form forbid, 

This creature dared to love. 

He felt the force of Ed'th’s eyes. 

Nor wanted hope to yain the prize 
Could ladies look within - — 

All this we throw out as mere hints and surmises, lenviiie: it 
to our readers to draw their own conclusions. It will be 
found, however, that the poet was subjected to shrewd banter- 
ing among his contemporaries about the beautiful Mary ilor- 
neck, and that he was extremely sensitive on tlie subject. 

It was in the month of June that he set out for Paris witii 
his fair companions, and the followhig letter was written l>y 
him to Sir Joshua Eeynolds, soon after the parly landed at 
Calais : 

‘‘My dear Friend: We had a very quick passage from 
Dover to Calais, wliich we performed in three luairs and 
twenty minutes, all of us extremely sea-sick, which must 
necessarily have happened, as my tnaeliine pivveut sea- 
sickness was not completed. We were glatl to leave Dover, 
because we hated to be imposed upon: so were hi liigh spirits 
at coming to Calais, where we were told that a little niou(‘y 
would go a great way. 

“Upon landing, with two little trunks, ^vliieh was all wi^ 
carried with us, we were surprised to see fourteen or tifteoii 
fellows all running down to the ship to lay their IkukIh upon 
them; four got under each trunk, the rest surrounded and 
held the hasps; and in this manner our little baggage ? 
conducted, with a kind of funeral solemnity, till it was safel;.' 
lodged at the custom-house. We were well enough pleastni 
with the people’s civility till they came to be paid; i‘very crea- 
ture that had the happiness of but touching our trunks witli 
their finger expected sixpence; and they had so pnlty and 
civil a manner of demanding it, that thei'o was no ri^fusing 
them. 

“ When we had done with the porters, we had next to speak 
with the custom-house officers, who had their preitv civil 
way too. We were directed to the Hotel d\\.i}gletcmy\Yhi}m 
a volet-de-place came to offer his service, and spoke to me ten 
minutes before I once found out that he was speaking EngliMu 
We had no occasion for his services, so we gave Jiiiii a. Ib/Oe 
money because he spoke English, and because he wantt‘tl it. I 
cannot help mentioning another-circmnstance : I l^uught ri new 
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ribbon for my wig at Canterbury, and tiie barber at Calais 
broke it in order to gain sixpence by buying me a new one.” 

An incident wbich occurred in the course of this tour bas 
been tortured by that literary magpie, Boswell, into a proof 
of G-oldsmith’s absurd jealousy of any admiration shown to 
others in his presence. While stopping at a hotel in Lisle, 
they were drawn to the windows by a military parade in front. 
The extreme beauty of the Miss Hornecks immediately at- 
tracted the attention of the officers, who broke forth with en- 
thusiastic speeches and compliments intended for their ears. 
Goldsmith was amused for a while, but at length affected im- 
patience at this exclusiTe admiration of his beautiful compan- 
ions, and exclaimed, with mock severity of aspect, “Elsewhere 
I also would have my admirers.” 

It is difficult to conceive the obtuseness of intellect necessary 
to misconstime so obvious a piece of mock petulance and dry 
humor into an instance of mortified vanity and jealous self- 
conceit. 

Goldsmith jealous of the admiration of a group of gay offi- 
cers for the charms of two beautiful young women ! This even 
out-BosweUs Boswell; yet this is but one of several similar 
absurdities, evidently misconceptions of Goldsmith’s peculiar 
vein of humor, by which the charge of envious jealousy has 
been attempted to be fixed upon him. In the present instance 
it was contradicted by one of the ladies herself, who was an- 
noyed that it had been advanced against him. “ I am sure,” 
said she, “from the peculiar manner of his humor, and as- 
sumed frown of Goimtenance, what was often uttered in jest 
was mistaken, by those who did not know him, for earnest.” 
No one \vas more prone to err on this point than Boswell. He 
had a tolerable perception of wit, but none of humor. 

Tlie following letter to Sir Joshua Eeynolds was subse- 
quently written : 

To Sir Joshua Meynolds. 

“Paris, July 29 (1770). 

. My dear Friend : I began a long letter to you from Lisle, 
giving a description of all that we had done and seen, but, 
finding it very dull, and knowing that you would show it 
again, I threw it aside and it was lost. You see by the top of 
this letter that ’we , are at Paris, and (as I have often heard you 
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say) we liave brought our own ainiisemeiit with us, for the 
ladies do not seem to be very fond of what we have yet seen. 

“ With regard to myself, I. find that travelling at twenty and 
forty are very different things. I set out w'itii all my coii- 
firnied habits about me, and can find nothing on the Coiitiiient 
so good as when I formerly left it. One of our ehief amuse- 
ments here is scolding at eveiything we meet with, and prais- 
ing everything and every person we left at home, ^oii niay 
judge, therefore, whether your name is not frequently ban- 
died at table among us. To tell you the truth, 1 never thought 
I could regret your absence so much as our various moilifh’a- 
tions on the road have taught me to do. I could tell you of 
disasters and adventures without number: of our lying in 
barns, and of my being half poisoned vuth a dish of grpen p(?as; 
of our. quarrelling with postilions, and being cheated by eiir 
landladies; but I reserve ail this for a happy hour which, .1 
expect to share with you upon my return. 

have little to tell you more but that we are at present all 
well, and expe^.t returning when wo have stayed out one 
month, which I do not care if it were over tLiis very day. I 
long to hear from you all, ho-w you yourseli; do. how Jolmson, 
Burke, Dyer, Chami^r, Colman, and e^’ery oiu* of the chib do. 
I wish I could send you some amusement in this letter, but I 
protest I am so stupefied by the air of this country (for 1 am 
sure it cannot be natural) that I have not a word to sa\". I 
have been thinking of the plot of a comedy, -which shall 
entitled A Joiirne^j to Paris hi which a family shall be int in- 
duced with a full intention of peeing to Fiance to save money- 
You know there is not a place m the world more promising 
for th^t purpose. As for the meat of this coinitr\v, I viui 
scarce eat it; and, though we payt^'c good shillings a hea<l 
for our dinner, I found it all so tough 1 have spent less 
time with my knife than my picMooth. 1 said this as a got so 
thing at the table, but it w’^as not understo£^. I Ijidltwe it to 
be a good thing. 

As for our intended journey to Devonshire J find it out o; 
my power to perform it; for, as soon as 1 cc'rHo- at T>ovt*n 
I intend to let the ladies go on, and I will take country 
lodging somewhere near that place in order to do lousi- 
ness. I have so outrun the constable that I must luorkfy ^ 
little to bring it up again. For God’s sake, tlie niglit you 're- 
ceive this, take your pen in your hand and tell me scanc^thing 
about yourself and myself , if you know anything that has 
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happened. About Miss Reynolds, about Mr. Bickerstalf, my 
nephew, or anybody that you regard. I beg you will send to 
Griffin the bookseller to know if there be any letters left for 
me, and be so good as to send them to me at Paris. They may 
perhaps be left for me at the Porter’s Lodge, oi)posite the 
pump in Temple Lane. The same messenger will do. I ex- 
pect one from Lord Clare, from Ireland. As for the others, I 
am not much uneasy about. 

Is there anything I can do for you at Paris? I wish you 
would tell me. The whole of my own purchases here is one 
silk coat, which I have put on, and which makes me look like 
a fool. But no more of that. I find that Colman has gained 
his lawsuit. I am glad of it. I suppose you often meet. 1 
will soon be among you, better pleased with my situation at 
home than I ever was before. And yet I must say, that if 
anything could make Prance pleasant, the very good women 
with whom I am at present would certainly do it. I could say 
more about that, but I intend showing them the letter before I 
send it away. What signifies teasing you longer with moral 
observations, when the business of my writing is over? I have 
one thing only more to say, and of that I think every hoiu' in 
the day, namely that I am your most sincere and most af- 
fectionate friend, 

‘‘O.L1TER Goldsmith. 

“ Direct to me at the Hotel de Danemarc, I 

Roe Jacob, Fauxbourg St. Germains.” f 

A word of comment on this letter: 

Travelling is, indeed, a very different thing with Goldsmith 
the poor student at twenty, and Goldsmith the poet and pro- 
fessor at forty. At twenty, though obliged to trudge on foot 
from town to town, and country to country, paying for a supper 
and a bed by a tune on the flute, everything pleased, every- 
thing was good ; a truckle bed in a garret was a couch cf down, 
and the homely fare of the peasant a feast fit for an epicure. 
jSTow, at forty, when he posts through the country in a carriage, 
with fair ladies hj his side, everything goes wrong : he has to 
quarrel with postilions, he is cheated by landladies, the hotels 
are barns, the meat is too tough to be eaten, and be is half 
poisoned by green peas 1 A line in his letter explains the secret: 

the ladies do not seem to he very fond of what we have yet 
seen.” “One of our chief amusements is scolding at every« 
thing we meet with, and praising everything and every pierson 
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we have left at home 1” the true English trarelling ainiisonient 
Poor Goldsmith ! he has “ail his conlir'iuvil habits iiboiit him:'’ 
that is to say, he has recently risen into and aia[uiivd 

high-bred notions; he must be fastidious like ins fellowd ravel- 
lors; he dare not be pleased with what pleased thc^ Tiilpir 
tastes of his youth. He is imconseiously ill iistra ting the linii 
so humorously satirized by him in Xed Tibbs, the shal'.hy 
beau, who can find “no such dressing as he had at L.-i’d 
Crump’s or Lady Crimp’s T whose Tory senses have gi'own 
genteel, and who no longer “smacks at wretched wine or 
prairies’ detestable custard.” A lurking thorn, too, is worrying 
him throughout this tour; he has “outrun the constable;” 
that is to say, Ms expenses have outrun his means, and lie 
will have to make up for this butterfly iiight by t railing like a 
giaih on his return. 

Another circumstance contributes to mar the ] pleasure lie 
had promised himself in this excursion. At Paris the ]\\Ytx is 
unexpectedly joined by a Mr. Hiikey. a bustling aiir^moj, 
who is well acquainted with that iiittropolis and its onvirous, 
and insists on playing the cicerone on all occasions, lie and 
Goldsmith do not relish each other, and they haxo sovorol 
petty altercations. The lawyer is too much a man of business 
and method for the careless poet, and is disposed to manage 
everything. He has perceived Goldsmitirs wl)iinsi(*al pecu- 
liaiities without properly appreciating his intnits, and is ])re»ne 
to indulge in broad bantering and raillery at his oxpaist\ ptir- 
ticularly irksome if indulged in presenee (d the ladies. He 
makes himself merry on his return to England, by giving the 
following anecdote as illustrative of Gokisiuitli\s vanity: 

“Being with a party at Versailles, viewing the wat?‘rw('a‘ks, 
a question arose among the gentlemen present, whethm* the 
distance from whence they stood to one of tlir^ lltth* islands 
was within the compass of a leap. GoldsmJth inaintaiuiHl tlie 
affirmative; hut, being bantered on tin* subject, and voinom- 
bering his former prowess as a youth, attcmpi r^d tli<‘ h -oik but, 
falling short, descended into the water, 1^* the givat ;::uusc • 
ment of the company.” 

Was the Jessamy Bride a witness of this unlucky exploit? 

This same Hickey is the one of whom Goldsiinth, sraiic? time 
subsequently, gave a good-humored skctdu in his |rK>rii id 
^ ‘ The Retaliation. ” 

“ Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt, pIoas:n;i creature, 

And slander itself must allow him goed nraure; 
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He cherish’d Ms friend, and he relish’d a bumper, 

Tet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. 

Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser; 

I answer No, no, for he always was wiser; 

Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat, 

His very worst foe can’t accuse him of that; 

Perhaps he conflcied in men as they go, 

And so was too foolishly honest? Ah, no! 

Then what was his failing? Come, tell it, and burn ye — 

He was, could he help it? a special attorney.” 

One of the few remarks extant made by Goldsmith during 
his tour is the following, of whimsical import, iu his ^^Anh 
mated Nature.” 

“ In going through the towns of France, some time since, I 
could not help observing how much plainer their parrots spoke 
than ours, and how very distinctly I understood their parrots 
speak French, when I could not understand our own, though 
they spoke my native language. I at first ascribed it to the 
different qualities of the two languages, and was for entering 
into an elaborate discussion on the vowels and consonants; but 
a friend that was with me solved the difficulty at once, by as- 
suring me that the French women scarce did anything else the 
whole day than sit and instruct their feathered pupils ; and 
that the birds were thus distinct in their lessons in consequence 
of continual schooling.” 

His tour does not seem to have left in his memory the 
most fragrant recollections ; for, being asked, after his return, 
whether travelling on the Continent repaid ‘‘an Englishman 
for the privations and annoyances attendant on it, ” he replied, 
“ I recommend it by all means to the »sick if they are without 
the sense of sniellmg, and to the poor if they are without the 
sense oi feeling ; and to both if they can discharge from their 
minds all idea of what in England we term comfort. ” 

It is needless to say that the universal improvement in the 
art of living on the Continent has at the present day taken 
away the force of Goldsmith’s reply, though even at the time 
it was more humorous than correct. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

DEATH OF goldsmith’s MOTHER— BIOGRAPHY OP PARHELL— 

AGREEMENT WITH DAVIES FOR THE HISTORY OP ROME— LIFE 

OF BOLINGBEOKE— THE HAUNCH OP VENISON. 

On ilis return to England, Goldsmith received the melan- 
choly tidings of the death of his mother. Notwithstanding 
the fame as an author to which he had attained, she seems to 
have been disappointed in her early expectations from him. 
Like others of his family, she had been mOre vexed by his 
early follies than jileased by his proofs of genius ; and in sub- 
sequent years, when he had risen to fame and to intercourse 
•with the great, had been annoyed at the ignorance of the 
world and want of management, wMch prevented him from 
pushing his fortune. He had always, however, been an affec- 
tionate son, and in the latter years of her life, when she had 
become blind, contributed from his precarious resources to pre- 
vent her from feeling want. 

He now resumed the labors of the pen, which his recent ex- 
cursion to Paris rendered doubly necessary. We should have 
mentioned a Life of Parnell,” published by him shortly after 
the "‘Deserted Village.” It was, as usual, a piece of job work, 
hastily got up for pocket-money. Johnson spoke slightingly 
of it, and the author, himself, thought proper to apologize for 
its meagreness; yet, in so doing, used a simile, which for 
beauty of imagery and felicity of language, is enough of itself 
to stamp a value upon the essay. 

“Such,” says he, “is the very unpoetical detail of the life of 
a poet. Some dates and some few facts, scarcely more in- 
teresting than those that make the ornaments of a country 
tombstone, are all that remain of one whose labot’s now begin 
to excite universal curiosity. A poet, while living, is seldom 
nn object sufficiently great to attract much attention ; his reai 
merits are known but to a few, and these are generally sparing 
in their praises. When his fame is increased by time, it is 
then too late to investigate the peculiarities of Ms disposition ; 
the dews of morning are past ^ and toe vainly try to continue the 
chase by the meridian splendor. ” 

He now entered into an agreement with Davies to prepare 
an abridgment, in one volume diiodeeimo, of his History of 
Rome; but first to write a work for which there was a more 
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mmediate demand. Davies was about to republish Lo’-d 
Bohngbroke’s “Dissertation on Parties,” which he conceived 
wo^d be exceedingly applicable to the affairs of the da^I^d 
make a probable hit during the existing state of Solenf iSi 
tical excitement ; to give it still greater effect and currency he 
SXfSe to it with a prefatory life of LoL 

About this time Goldsmith’s friend and countrvnwn 
Clare, was in great affliction, caused by the Loth ^ 

son. Colonel Nugent, and stood in Teed of tL 
IdM ieo-ted friend. At hie r°S, ttoe ,7SZfth 
^d Inm a vM at hie noble seat of ailielcl, t.*L S 1 
With him. Davies was in a worry lest Gosfield PoTti if * 
prove a Capua to the poet, and the time be fost “ Dr cTd 

poliiica and-iiftb^telZ.rori L%“»xrs;si f, 

. his memory as a i ^ pomoat, lias left 

received by the author for this meiTff TsTuppos^d^ P 

cireumstancex to have been forty pounds.’ PPosffl, from 

tendedTiih TortiSSnf ® SjTaT 

tobe rea-ardM ^r, Tf 1 become necustomcYl 

at whaf ?e -d was anno.^S! 

He complained of it on hi SSCtl 1^* f 

friends. “I met him ^ Ponrty of Lis 

country; and he took no more ’notiLoTleJhan ff !rf^ 

an ordinary man ” wian if 1 h;)d been 

weu. Johnson, ho„V »teppedt?II^'^r"tttid 
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the poet, whom he would allow no one to assail hut himself; 
perhaps in the present instance he thought the dignity of 
literatoe itself involved in the question. ‘‘ Nay, gentlemen,” 
roared he, “ Br. Goldsmith is in the right. A nobleman ought 
to have made up to such a man as Goldsmith, and I think it is 
much against Lord Camden that he neglected him. ” 
xlfter Goldsmith’s return to town he received from Lord 
Clare a present of game, which he has celebrated and perpetu- 
ated in his amusing verses entitled the “ Haunch of Venison.” 
Some of the lines pleasantly set forth the embarrassment 
caused by the appearance of such an aristocratic delicacy in 
I the humble kitchen of a poet, accustomed to look up to mutton 
asatreat: 

“ Thanks, my lord, for your venison ; for finer or fatter 
Never rang'd in a forest, or smok’d in a platter: 

The haunch was a picture for painters to study, 

The fat was so white, and the lean was so ruddy; 

Though my stomach was sharp, I could scarce help regretting, 

To spoil such a delicate picture by eating: 

I had thought in my chambers to place it in view. 

To be shown to my friends as a piece of virtu: 

As in some Irish houses where things are so-so, 

One gammon of bacon hangs up for a show; 

But, for eating a rasher, of w'hat they take pride in, 

They’d as soon think of eating the pan it was fry’d in, 

^ * 

But hang it— to poets, who seldom can eat. 

Your veiy good mutton’s a very good treat; 

Such dainties to them, their health it might hurt; 

IV 8 like sending them ruffl^eSj token wanting a shirt. 

We have an amusing anecdote of one of Goldsmith’s blun- 
ders which took place on a subsequent visit to Lord Clare’s, 
when that nobleman was residing in Bath. 

Lord Clare and the Duke of Northumberland had houses 
next to each other, of similar architecture. Eeturning home 
one morning from an early walk. Goldsmith, in one of his fre- 
quent fits of absence, mistook the house, and walked tip into 
the duke’s dining-room, where he and the duchess were about 
to sit down to breakfast. Goldsmith, sfcili supposing himself 
in the house of Lord Clare, and that they were visitors, made 
them an easy salutation, being acquainted with them, and 
threw himself on a sofa in the lounging manner of a man per- 
fectly at home. The duke and duchess soon perceived his 
mistake, and, while they smiled internally, endeavored, with 
the considerateness of well-bred people, to prevent any awk- 
ward embarrassment. They accordingly chatted sociabiy with 
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him about matters in Bath, until, breakfast being served, they 
invited him to partake. The truth at once flashed upon poor 
heedless Groldsmithj he started up from his free-and-easy posi- 
tion, made a confused apology for his blunder, and would have 
retired perfectly disconcerted, had not the duke and duchess 
treated the whole as a lucky occurrence to throw him in their 
way, and exacted a promise from him to dine with them 
This may be hung up as a companion-piece to his blunder on 
his first visit to Northumberland House. 


CHAPTEE XXTT 

MNNEK AT THE EOYAL ACADEMY— THE ROWLEY COHTEOVEESY— 
HORACE WALPOLE’S CONDUCT TO CHATTERTON— JOHNSON AT 
REDCLIEEB CHURCH — goldsmith’s HISTORY OE ENGLAND — 

Davies’s criticism — ^letter to bennet langton. 

On St. George’s day of this year- (1771), the first annual ban- 
quet of the Eoyal Academy was held in the exhibition room • 
the walls of which were covered with works of art, about to be 
submitted to_ public inspection. Sir Joshua Eeynolds, who first 
CTggestea this elegant festival, presided in his official character • 
Drs. Johnson and Goldsmith, of com-se, were present, as pro- 
fessors of the academy ; and beside the academicians, there was 
a large n^ber of the rnost distinguished men of the day as 
guests. Goldsmith on this occasion drew on himself the atten- 
tion of the company by launching out ivith enthusiasm on the 
poems recently given to the world by Chatterton as the works 
of an ancient author by the name of Eowley, discovered iii the 
tower ot EedchffeChurch, atBristol. Goldsmith s^of Siem 
with rapture as a treasure of old English poetry. This mime- 
diately raised the question of their authenticity; they having- 
been pronounced a forgery of Chatterton’s. Goldsmith was 
warm for their being genmne. When he considere “he sSd 
the merit of the poetiy; the acquaintance mth life’ mid S 

langmo-elnd fiuaintness of the 

^ familiar knowledge of historical events of 

eu supposed day, he could not believe it possible they could 

fined to the duties of an attorney’s office. Tliey must be the 
productions of Eowley. ^ ^ ® 
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Johnson, who was a stout unbeliever in Eowley, as he had 
been in Ossian, rolled in his chair and laughed at the enthusi- 
asm of Goldsmith. Horace Walpole, who sat near by, joined 
in the laugh and jeer as soon as he found that the ‘ ‘ trouvaille, ” 
as he called it, “of Ms friend Cliatterton” was in question. 
This matter, which had excited the simple admiration of Gold- 
smith, was no novelty to him, he said. “He might, had he 
pleased, have had the honor of ushering the great discovery to 
the learned world.” And so he might, had he followed his finest 
impulse in the matter, for he himself had been an original be- 
hever ; had pronoimced some specimen verses sent to him by 
Chatterton wonderful for their harmony and spirit ; and had 
been ready to print them and publish them to the world with 
iiis sanction. When he found, however, that his unknown cor- 
respondent was a mere boy, humble in sphere and indigent in 
circumstances, and when Gray and Mason pronounced the 
poems forgeiies, he had changed his whole conduct tow’’ard the 
unfortunate author, and by his neglect and coldness had dashed 
all his sanguine hopes to the ground. 

Exulting in his superior diseeiiiment, this cold-hearted man 
of society now went on to divert himself, as he says, with the 
credulity of Goldsmith, whom he was accustomed to pronounce 
“an inspired idiot;” but his mirth was soon dashed, for on ask- 
ing the poet what had become of this Chatterton, he was an- 
swered, doubtless in the feeling tone of one who had experi- 
enced the pangs of despondent genius, that ‘ * he had been to 
London and had destroyed himself. ” 

The reply struck a pang of self-reproach even to the cold 
heart of Walpole; a faint blush may have visited his cheek at 
his recent levity. “The persons of honor and veracity who 
•were present,” said he in after years, when he found it neces- 
sary to exculpate himself from the charge of heartless neg- 
lect of genius, “will attest with what surprise and concern 
I thus first heard of Ms death.” Well might he feel concern. 
His cold neglect had doubtless contributed to madden the spirit 
of that youthful genius, and hurry him toward his imtiiiiely 
end; nor have all the excuses and palliations of Walpole’s 
friends and admirers been ever able entirely to clear this 
stigma from his fame. 

But what was there in the enthusiasm and credulity of hon- 
est Goldsmith in this matter, to subject him to the laugh of 
Johnson or the railleiy of Walpole? Granting the poems were 
not ancient, were they not good? Granting they were not the 
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productions of Rowley, were they the less admirable for being 
the productions of Chatterton? Johnson himself testified to 
their merits and the genius of their composer when, some years 
afterward, he visited the tower of Redcliife Church, and was 
shown the coffer in which poor Chatterton had pretended to 
find them. This,” said he, ‘‘ is the most extraordinary young 
man that has encountei’ed my knowledge, R ts woudcTfvI how 
the lohelp has written such things^ 

As to Goldsmith, he persisted in his credulity, and had sub- 
sequently a dispute with Dr. Percy on the subject, wdiich iii- 
teiTiipted and almost destroyed their fiiendsiiip. After all his 
cntihusiasm was of a generous, poetic hind; the poems remain 
beautiful monuments of genius, and it is even now difficult to 
persuade one’s self that they could be entirely the production 
of a youth of sixteen. 

In the month of August was i)ubiished anonymously the His- 
tory of England, on which Goldsmith had been for some time 
employed. It was in four volumes, compiled chiefly, as he ac- 
knowledged in the preface, from Eapin, Carte, SmoUett, and 
Hume, ^ each oi -whom,” says he, “have their admirers, in 
proportion as the reader is studious of political antiquities 
fond of nmute anecdote, a wamr partisan, or a deliberate rea- 
soner. It possessed the same kind of merit as his other his- 
torical compilations; a clear, succinct narrative, a simple easv 
and graceful style, and an agreeable arrangement of facts • but 
was not remarkable for either depth of obsorvation or minute 

'TCre transferred, with 
little if any alteration, from his “Letters from a Nobleman to 

outmrtvT The work, though written with- 

^ aihmadversions from political 

sciibolers. The writer was charged with being unfriendly to 
hbeioy, disposed to elevate monarchy above its proper sphme- 
a tool of mmsters; one who would betmy Iris country for a 

5Se°of Rus^lf publisher, the pompous little bibli- 

opole of Russell Street, alarmed lest the book should prove 
unstable, undertook to protect it by his pen, and wrote a long 
^ticle m Its defence in The Public Advertiser. He was vain of 
IS critical effusion, and sought by nods and winks and inmien- 
does to mtimate his authorship. “ Have you seen ’’ said iTi^^ 

torTof FnSS Impartial Account of Goidsmith’s His- 
tory of England ? H you want to know who was the writer of 
It, you wiU find him in Russell Street . 

The history , on the whole, however, was well received ; some 
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of tlie critics declared that English history had never before 
been so usefiiily, so elegantly, and agreeably epitomized, ''and, 
lilvG his other historical writings, it has kept its ground ” in 
English literature. 

Goldsmith had intended this summer, in company with Sir 
Joshua, Reynolds, to pay a visit to Bemiet Langton, at his seat 
in Lincolnshire, where he was settled in domestic life, having 
the year previously married the Countess Dowager of Rothes. 
The following letter, however, dated from his chambers in the 
Temple, on the 7th of September, apologizes for putting off the 
visit, while it gives an amusing account of his summer occu- 
pations and of the attacks of the critics on his History of Eng- 
land: 

" My bear Sir: Smce I had the pleasure of seeing you last, 

I have been almost wholly in the country, at a farmer’s house, 
quite alone, trying to write a comedy. It is now finished ; but 
when or how it will be acted, or whether it will be acted at all, 
are questions I cannot resolve. I am therefore so much em- 
ployed upon that, that I am under the necessity of putting off 
my intended visit} to Lincolnshire for this season. Reynolds is 
just returned from Paris, and finds himself now in the case of 
a truant that must make up for his idle time by diligence. 
We have therefore agreed to postpone our journey till next 
summer, when we hope to have the honor of waiting upon 
Lady Rothes and you, and staying double the time of our late 
intended visit. We often meet, and never without remember- 
ing you. I see Mr. Beauclerc very often both in town and 
country. He is now going directly forward to become a second 
Boyle ; deep in chemistry and physics. Johnson has been down 
on a visit to a country parson, Doctor Taylor; and is returned 
to his old haunts at Mrs. Thrale’s. Burke is a farmer, en atten- 
dant a better place; but visiting about too. Every soul is 
visiting about and merry but myself. And that is hard too, as 
I have been trying these three months to do sometliingtomake 
people laugh. There have I been strolling about the hedges, 
studying jests with a most tragical countenance. The Natural 
History is about half finished, and I will shortly finish the rest. 
God knows I am tired of this kind of finishing, which is but 
bungling work; and that not so much my fault as the fault of 
my scurvy circumstances. They begin to talk in town of the 
Opposition’s gaining ground ; the cry of liberty is still as loud 
as ever. I have published, or Davies has published for me, an 
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‘Abridgment of the History of England,’ for which I have 
been a good deal abused in the newspapera, for betraying the 
liberties of the people. God knows I had no thought for or 
against liberty in iny head ; my whole aim being to make up a 

Inl t ^ ’Squii-eEichard says, would do no 

harm to My. However, they set me down 4s an arrant 
Tory, and consequently an honest man. When you come to 
look at any part of it, you’ll say that I am a sore Whig. God 
bless you, and with my most respectful compliments to her 

servaS^^’ ^ affectionate humble 

“ Oliveb Goldsmith.” 


CHAPTEE : ?i:?rTTT 

MARRIAGE OF LITTLE COMEDY— GOLDSMITH AT BARTON— PRACTI- 
CAL JOKES AT THE EXPENSE OP HIS TOILET-AMUSEMENTS AT 

barton-aquatic misadventure. 'lOSUMENTS A1 

Though Goldsmith found it impossible to break from his 
literary occupations to visit Bennet Langton, in Lincolnshire 
he soon yielded to attractions from another quarter, in which 
^mewhat of sentiment may have mingled ^ Miss OatberirYo 

Little ComMy, had been married in August to Henry William 
Bunbmj, Esq., a gentleman of fortune, who has bo4n^e cS^ 
brated for the humorous productions of his penSl Smith 
was shortly afterward invited to pay the newly married couple 
a wtat then seat at Barton, in Suffolk. How Suld hTS 
sist suchan invitation— especially as the Jessamy Bride would 
^.course, be among the guests? It is true, he was hampered 

NlbLry^™ 

«». At? 

them, and played the part of matter of the re'veb, ZrL ™ 
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an intimate friend of the master of the house. Notwithstand- 
ing early misunderstandings, a social intercourse between the 
a<hor aiTLcl the poet had grown up of late, from meeting together 
continually in the same cmcle, A few particulars have reached 
us concerning G-oIdsmith while on this happy visit. We be- 
lieve the legend has come down from Miss Mary Horneck her- 
self. While at Barton,” she says, his manners were always 
playful and amusing, taking the lead in promoting any scheme 
of innocent mirth, and usually prefacing the invitation with 
‘ Come, now, let us play the fool a little. ’ At cards, which was 
commonly a round game, and the stake small, he was always 
the most noisy, affected great eagerness to win, and teased his 
opponents of the gentler sex with continual jest and banter on 
their want of spirit in not risking the hazards of the game. 
But one of his most favorite enjoyments was to romp with the 
children, when he threw off all reserve, and seemed one of the 
most joyous of the group. 

One of the means by which he amused us was his songs, 
chiefly of the comic kind, which were sung with some taste 
and humor; several, I believe, were of his own composition, 
and I regret that I neither have copies, which might have been 
readily procured from him at the time, nor do I remember their 
names.” 

His perfect good humor made him the object of tricks of all 
kinds ; often in retaliation of some prank which he liimself had 
played off. Unluckily these tricks were sometimes made at 
the expense of his toilet, which, with a view peradventure to 
please the eye of a certain fair lady, he had again enriched to 
the impoverishment of his purse. ‘‘ Being at all times gay in 
his di*ess,” says this ladylike legend, ‘‘he made his appearance 
at the breakfast-table in a smart black silk coat with an expen- 
sive pah of ruf9.es; the coat some one contrived to soil, and it 
was sent to be cleansed; but, either by accident, or probably 
by design, the day after .it came home, the sleeves became 
daubed with paint, which was not discovered until the ruffles 
also, to his great mortification, were irretrievably disfigured. 

“ He always wore a wig, a peculiarity which those who judge 
of his appearance only from the fine poetical head of Reynolds 
would not suspect ; and on one occasion some person contrived 
seriously to injure this important adjunct to dress. It was the 
only one he had in the country, and the misfortune seemed ir- 
reparable until the services of Mr. Bunbury’s valet were called 
in, who, however, performed his functions so indifferently that 
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poor GoHsmitli’s appearance became the signal for a general 
smile.” 


This was wicked waggery, especially when it was directed to 
mar all the attempts of the unfortunate poet to improve his 
personal appearance, about which he was at all times dubiously 
sensitive, and particularly when among the ladies. 

_ We have in a former chapter recorded his unlucky tumble 
mto a fountain at Versailles, when attempting a feat of agility 
in presence of the fmr Hornecks. W^ater was destined to be 
equally baneful to him on the present occasion. ‘ ‘ Some differ- 
ence of opinion,” says the fair narrator, “having arisen with 
Lord Harrington respecting the depth of a pond, the poet re- 
marked that it was not so deep but that, if anything valuable 
was to be found at the bottom, he would not hesitate to pick it 
up. His lordship, after some banter, threw in a guinea - Gold- 
smith, not to be outdone in this kind of bravado, in attempting 
to fulfil his promise without getting wet, accidentally fell in 
to the amusement of all present, but persevered, brought out 
the money and kept it, remarking that he had abundant ob- 

Dects on whom to bestow any farther proofs of his lordship’s 
whim or bounty.” u^uamps 


All ttiis is recorded by the beautiful Mary Homeck, the Jes- 
samy Bride herself; but while she gives these amusing pictures 
of poor Goldsmith s eccentricities, and of the miscliievous 
pranks played off upon him, she bears unqualified testimony 
which we have quoted elsewhere, to the qualities of his hSJd 
and heart, which shone forth in his countenance, and gained 
him the love of all who knew him 

bvirs vaguelycalledtomind 

by ttas fair lady m after years, was that Goldsmith read to her 
Md lier sister the first part of a novel which he had in hand 
It was doubtless the manuscript mentioned at the beginning of 
this chapter, on which he had obtained an advance of money 
S debt, and to prS 

TotBion of the Good-Katiij‘od 
Man. Goldsmith, too easily put out of conceit of his writin-s 
thiev It aside, forgetting that this was the very Ncwberv wiio 

Se nearly two j^L tiioSh 

doubos of Its success. The loss of the manuscript is deen’v'fo 
be regretted ; it doubtless would have been pmperiy ™ 

tplotora s.™ to the preea, a„d might ha?e 
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scenes in life and traits of character, while it could not fail to 
bear traces of his delightful style. What a pity he had not 
been guided by the opinions of his fair listeners at Barton, 
instead of that of the astute Mr. Newbery ! 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

niNNER AT GENERAL OGLETHORPE'S— ANECDOTES OP THE GEN- 
ERAL-DISPUTE ABOUT DUELLING— GHOST STORIES. 

We have mentioned old General Oglethorpe as one of Gold- 
smith’s aristocratical acquaintances. This veteran, born in 
1698, had commenced life early, by serving, when a mere strip- 
hng, under Prince Eugene, against the Turks. He had con- 
tinued in military life, and been promoted to the rank of major- 
general in 1745, and received a command during the Scottish 
rebellion. Being of strong Jacobite tendencies, he was suspected 
and accused of favoring the rebels; and though acquitted by a 
corn’t of inquiry, was never afterward employed ; or, in techni- 
cal language, was shelved. He had since been repeatedly a 
member of parliament, and had always distinguished himself 
by learning, taste, active benevolence, and liigh Tory principles. 
His name, however, has become historical, chiefly from his 
transactions in America, and the share he took in the settle- 
ment of the colony of Georgia. It lies enbalmed in honorable 
immortality in a single line of Pope’s : 

“ One, driven hy strong benevolence of soul, 

Shall fly, like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole.” 

The veteran was now seventy-four years of age, but healthy 
and vigorous, and as much the preux chevalier as in his 
younger days, when he served with Prince Eugene. His table 
was often the gathering-place of men of talent. Johnson was 
frequently there, and delighted in drawing from the general 
details of his various “ experiences.” He was anxious that he 
should give the world his life. ‘^I know no man,” said he, 
“whose life would be more interesting.” Still the vivacity of 
the generars mind and the variety of his knowledge made him 
skip from subject to subject too fast for the Lexicographer. 
“Oglethorpe,” growled he, “never completes what he has to 
say.” 
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Bosweir gives us an interesting and characteristic account of 
a dinner party at the general’s (April 10th, 1772), at which 
Goldsmith and Johnson were present. After dinner, when the 
cloth was removed, Oglethorpe, at Johnson’s request, gave an 
account of the siege of Belgrade, in the true veteran style. 
Pouring a little wine upon the table, he drew his lines and par- 
allels with a wet finger, describing the positions of the opposing 
foi’ces. Here were we— here were the Turks,” to all which 
Johnson listened with th.e most earnest attention, poring over 
the plans and diagrams with his usual purblind closeness. 

In the course of conversation, the general gave an anecdote 
of himself in early Mfe, when serving under Prince Eugene. 
Sitting at table once in company with a prince of Wiirtem- 
berg, the latter gave a fillip to a glass of wine, so as to make 
some of it fly in Oglethorpe’s face. The manner in which it 
was done was somewhat equivocal. How was it to be taken 
by the stripling officer? If seriously, he must challenge the 
prince; but in so doing he might fix on Mmself the character 
of a drawcansir. If passed over without notice, he might be 
charged with cowardice. His mind was made up in an in- 
stant. ^‘Prince,” said he, smiling, ^‘that is an excellent Joke; 
but we do it much better in England.” So saying, he threw a 
whole glass of wine in the prince’s face. ‘HI a bien fait, moii 
.prince,” cried an old general present, vo-us, I’avez commence.” 
(He has done right, my prince; you commenced it.) The 
.prince had the good .sense to acquiesce in the decision of the 
veteran, and Oglethorpe’s retoz't in kind was taken in good 
part. ...' 

It was probably at the close of this story that the officious 
.Boswell,' ever anxious to. promote conversation for the benefit 
of his note-book, started the question whether duelling were 
consistent with moral, duty. The old gentleman fired up in 
an instant. “Undoubtedly,” said he, with a lofty air; “un- 
doubtedly a man has a right to defend his honor.” Goldsmith 
immediately carried the war into- Boswell’s own quarters, and 
pinned him with the question, “what he would do if affronted?” ^ 
The pliant Boswell, who for the moment. had the fear of the. 
general rather than of Johnson before his eyes, replied, “ he 
should think it necessary to fight.” “Why, then, that 'solves 
the. question, ’’.replied Goldsmith. “No, sir!” thiiiidered out 
Johnson; “it does not follow that what a man would do, is 
therefore right.” He, however, subsequently we.iit into a dis- 
cussion, to show that there ' Were necessities in the case arising. 
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out of the artificial refinement of society, and its j3roscription 
of any one who should put up with an affront without fighting 
a duel. ‘‘He then,” concluded he, “who fights a duel does 
not fight from passion against his antagonist, hut out of self- 
defence, to avert the stigma of the world, and to prevent him- 
self from being driven out of society. I could wish there were 
not that superfluity of refinement ; but while such notions pre- 
vail, no doubt a man may lawfully fight a duel.” 

Another question started was, whether people who disagreed 
on a capital point could live together in friendship. Johnson 
said they might. Goldsmith said they could not, as they had 
not the idem velle atque idem noUe—the same likings and 
aversions. Johnson rejoined, that they must shun the subject 
on which they disagreed. “But, sir,” said Goldsmith, “when 
people live together who have something as to which they dis- 
agree, and which they want to shun, they will be in the situa- 
tion mentioned in the story of Blue Beard : ‘ you may look into 
all the chambers but one but we should have the greatest in- 
chnation to look into that chamber, to talk of that subject.” 
“Sir,” thundered Johnson, in a loud voice, “ I am not saying 
that you could live in friendship with a man from whom you 
differ as to some point; I am only saying that I could do it.” 

Who will not say that Goldsmith had the best of this petty 
contest? How just was his remark! how feheitous the illus- 
tration of the blue chamber! how rude and overbearing was 
the argumentum ad hominem of Johnson, when he felt that 
he had the worst of the argument! 

The conversation turned upon ghosts. General Oglethorpe 
told the story of a Colonel Prendergast, an officer in the Duke 
of Marlborough’s army, who predicted among his comrades 
that he should die on a certain day. Tiie battle of Malplaquet 
took place on that day. The colonel was in the midst of it, 
but frame out unhurt. The firing had ceased, and his brother 
officGi’s jested with him about the fallacy of his prediction. 
“The day is not over,” replied he, gravely; “ I shall die, not- 
withstanding what you see.” His words proved true. The 
order for a cessation of firing had not reached one of the 
Frencli batteries, and a random shot from it killed the colonel 
on the spot. Among his effects was found a pocket-book, in 
wliich ho had made a solemn entry, that Sir John Friend, who 
bad been executed for high treason, had appeared to him, 
either in a dream or vision, and predicted that he would meet 
him on a certain day (the very day of the battle). Colonel 
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Cecil, who took possession of the effects of Colonel Prender- 
^st, and read the entry in the pocket-book, told this story to 
Fope, the poet, in the presence of General Oglethorpe. 

This story as related by the general, appears to have been 
well received, if not credited, by both Johnson and Goldsmith 
each of whom had something to relate in kind. Goldsmith’s ' 
brother the clergyman in whom he had such impheit confi- 
dence, had assured him of his having seen an apparition. 

Joh^fcaS^'^^^^l*^ printer, at St. 

Johns Gate, an honest man, and a, sensible man,” w^ho told 

Inm he had seen a gho.st: he did not, however, like to talk of 
It, and seemed to be in great horror whenever it was men- 

faoned. And pray sir,” asked Boswell, “what did he say 
was the appearance?” 

something of a shadowy being.” 

surprised at this superstitious turn in 
the conversation of such mtelligent men, when he recollects 

Sn n^T f story of the Cock-lane ghost ; a matter 

which Di. Johnson had deemed worthy of his serious inx-pc+u 
gation, and about which Goldsmith had written a pamphletr 


CHAPTEE ZXXIV. 

me. JOSEPH OEADOCK— AN AUTHOE’S CONPIDINGS— AN A.MlNTTTi'W 
m-Um AT ^BGEWAEE-GOLnSmTH 

OOLMAN—THE FANTOCCINI. ^ OEORGB 

agreeable acquaintances made by Goldsmiib 
about this time was a Mr. Joseph Cradock, a young ;PnlieSn 

Zobeide, m a view to eet it s tiagedv ot 

I ^ ^ uciea. lliere was no rroo.t difrU 

mfiWSn to“ie^Vo?not?T 1°' '"'‘T’ it 

W 0, Tatos, the actor, aad tS £ S .£S‘t? 
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Lord Clare, soon became sociable with Mm. Mutual tastes 
quickened the intimacy, especially as they found means of 
serving each other. Goldsmith wrote an epiiogiie for the tra- 
gedy of Zoheicle; and Cradock, who was an amateur musician, 
arranged the music for the Threnodia Augustalis, a lament on 
the death of the Princess Dowager of Wales, the political mis- 
tress and patron of Lord Clare, which Goldsmith had thrown 
off hastily to please that nobleman. The tragedy was played 
with some success at Covent Garden ; the Lament was recited 
and sung at Mrs. Cornelys’ rooms — a very fashionable resort in 
Soho Square, got up by a woman of enterprise of that name. 
It was in whimsical parody of those gay and some what pro- 
miscuous assemblages that Goldsmith used to call the motley 
evening parties at his lodgings “little Cornelys.” 

The Threnodia Augustalis was not publicly known to be by 
Goldsmith until several years after his death. 

Cradock was one of the few polite intimates who felt more 
disposed to sympathize with the generous qualities of the poet 
than to sport with his eccentricities. He sought his society 
■whenever he came to town, and occasionally had him to his 
seat in the country. Goldsmith appreciated his sympathy, 
and unburthened himself to him without reserve. Seeing the 
lettered ease in which this amateur author was enabled to live, 
and the time he could bestow on the elaboration of a manu- 
script, “Ah! Mr. Cradock,” cried he, “think of me that must 
write a volume every month I” He complained to him of the 
attempts made by inferior writers, and by others who could 
scarcely come under that denomination, not only to abuse and 
depreciate his writings, but to render him ridiculous as a man; 
perverting every harmless sentiment and action into charges 
of absurdity, malice, or folly. “Sir,” said he, in the fulness of 
his heart, “I am as a lion baited by curs I” 

Another acquaintance wMch he made about this time, was 
a young countryman of the name of M ‘Donnell, whom he met 
in a state of destitution, and, of course, befriended. The fol- 
lowing grateful recollections of Ms kindness and his merits 
were furnished by that person in after years: 

“ It was in the year 1772,” writes he, “that the death of my 
elder brother— when in London, on my way to Ireland— left 
mein a most forlorn situation; I was then about eighteen; I 
possessed neither friends nor money, nor the means of getting 
to Ireland, of which or of England I knew scarcely anytMng, 
from having so long resided in France. In this situation I had 
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strolled about for two or three days, considering what to do 
but imable to come to any determination, when Providence 
directed me to the Temple Gardens. I threw myself on a se^f 
and, willing to forget my miseries for a moment drew out a 
book; that book was a volume of Boileau. I had not been 
there long when a gentleman, strolling about, passed near me 
and observing, perhaps, something Irish or foreign in my gaS 
or countenance, addressed me: ‘Sir, you seem stndmna . t ^ 
you find tins a favorable place to pursue it. ’ ‘ Not very studi- 
ous, sir; I fear it is the want of society that brings me hither" 
I am sohtary.and unlcnown in this metropolis-’ and o ^ ’ 

from Cicero-Oratio pro Archia-occurSSo Lxe ?q?oSdT 

Htec studiapernoctant nobiscum, peregrinantur, i-usticantur ’ 
You are a scholar, too, sir I nerceive ’ ‘ a ^li^racantui. 

but I ought still to have be’en in the collegt wTem I had tfi 
good fortune to pick up the httle I know ’ A mod deal n-f nr, 

I 

rich; that he could do little for me’in^ern 
would endeavor to put me in the way o^ dotn 

myself; observing, that he could at feast fuiSsrmfS?f T 

Vice not "wliolly useless to ^ vmTno- two t ™ 3<d- 

a great metropolis. ‘ In London ^ he coiSinued ™ 

be got for nothing ; you must work • n ° nothmg is to 

to be industriouf neS unlefii 

l^re labor oL eve^Hn^ 

somethmg more permanent can be secured for^yS?“’ 
employment, which I pursued for +• ^ ^ 

passages from Buffon, which was abridg^d^w Ifte^d* aec 
mg to circumstances, for bia ATof.-.roi rr.-S. „ mteied, accord- 


Five volumes of the Natural History here snoken of u a i 
smee been paid for bv Mr n-rifftn of had long 

to be written ^ most of them were still 

wiitten. His young amanuensis bears testimony to hf 
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embarrassments and perplexities, but to the degree of equa- 
nimity with which he bore them : 

“It has been said,” observes he, ''that lie was Irritable. 
Such may have been the case at times; nay, I believe it was 
so; for what with the continual pursuit of authors, printers, 
and booksellers, and occasional pecuniary embarrassments, 
few could have avoided exhibiting similar marks of impa- 
tience. But it was never so toward me. I saw him only in 
his bland and kind moods, with a flow, perhaps an overflow, 
of the milk of human kindness for all who were in any manner 
dependent upon him. I looked upon him with awe and venera- 
tion, and he upon me as a kind of parent upon a child. 

"His manner and address exhibited much frankness and 
cordiality, particularly to those with whom he possessed any 
degree of intimacy. His good-nature wa^- equally apparent. 
You could not dislike the man, although several of his follies 
and foibles you might be tempted to condemn. He was 
generous and inconsiderate; money -with him had little 
value.” 

To escape from many of the tormentors just alluded to, and 
to devote himself without interruption to his task, Godsmith 
took lodgings for the summer at a farm-house near the six-mile 
stone on the Edgeware road, and carried down his books in 
two return post-chaises. He used to say he believed the 
farmer’s family thought him an odd character, similar to that 
in which the Spectator appeared to his landlady and her chil- 
dren: he was The Gentleman, Boswell tells us that he went 
to visit him at the place in company with Mickle, translator of 
the Lusiad. Goldsmith was not at home. Having a curiosity 
to see his apartment, however, they went in, and found curi- 
ous scraps of descriptions of animals scrawled upon the wall 
with a black lead pencil. 

The farm-house in question is still in existence, though much 
altered. It stands upon a gentle eminence in Hyde Lane, com- 
manding a pleasant prospect toward Hendon. The room is 
still pointed out in which She Stoops to Conquer was written; 
a convenient and airy apartment, up one flight of stairs. 

Some matter of fact traditions concerning the author were 
furnished, a few years since, by a son of the farmer, who was 
sixteen years of age at the time Goldsmith resided with his 
father. Though he had engaged to board with the family, his 
meals were generally sent to him in his room, in which he 
passed the most of his time, negligently dressed, with Ms shirt- 
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colar open, busily engaged in writing. Sometimes, probably 
wiieii ill moods of composition, be would wander into tbe 
kitchen, without noticing any one, stand mu>sing with his back 
to the fire, and then hurry off again to his room, no doubt to 
commit to paper some thought which had struck him. 

Sometimes he strolled about the fields, or was to be seen 
loitering and reading and musing under the hedges. He was 
subject to fits of wakefulness and read much in bed ; if not dis- 
posed to read, he still kept the candle burning; if he wished to 
extinguish it, and it was out of his reach, he fiung his slipper 
at it, which would be found in the morning near the over- 
turned candlestick and daubed with grease. He was noted 
here, as everywhere else, for his charitable feelings. No beg- 
gar applied to him in vain, and he evinced on all occasions 
great commiseration for the poor. 

He had the use of the parlor to receive and entertain com- 
pany, and was visited by Sir Joshua Eeynolds, Hugh Boj^-d, 
the reputed author of ‘‘Junius,” Sir William Chambers, and 
other distinguished characters. He gave occasionally, though 
rarely, a dinner party ; and on one occasion, when his guests 
were detained by a thunder shower, he got up a dance and car- 
ried the meiTiment late into the night. 

As usual, he was the promoter of hilarity among the young, 
and at one time took the children of the house to see a com- 
pany of strolling players at Hendon. The greatest amusement 
to the party, however, was derived from his own Jokes on the 
road and his comments on the performance, which produced 
infinite laughter among his youthful companions. 

Near to his imral retreat at Edgeware, a Mr. Seguin, an 
Irish merchant, of literary tastes, had country quarters for his 
family, where Goldsmith was always welcome. 

In this family he would indulge in playful and even grotesque, 
himior, and was ready for anything— conversation, music, or a 
game of romps. He prided himself upon his dancing, and 
would walk a minuet with Mrs. Seguin, to the infinite amuse- 
ment of herself and the children, whose shouts of laughter he 
bore with perfect good-humor. He would sing Irish songs, and 
the Scotch ballads of Johmiy Armstrong. He took the lead in 
the children’s sports of bMnd-man’s buff, hunt the slipper, etc., 
or in their games at cards, and was the most noisy of the party, 
affecting to cheat and to be excessively eager to win ; while 
with children of smaller size he would turn the hind part of his 
wig before, and play all kinds of tricks to amuse them. 
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One word as to his musical skill and Ms performance on the 
flute, which comes up so invariably in all his fireside revels. 
He really knew nothing of music scientifically; he had a good 
ear, and may have played sweetly; but we are told he could 
noUmd a note of music. Eoubillac, the statuary, once played 
a trick upon him in this respect. He pretended to score dowui 
an air as the poet played it, but put down crotchets and semi- 
breves at random. When he had finished, Goldsmith cast his 
.eyes over it and pronounced it correct ! It is possible that his 
execution in music was like his style in writing; in sweetness 
and melody he may have snatched a grace beyond the reach of 
art I 

He was at ail times a capital companion for children, and 
knew how to faU in with their humors. ‘‘I little thought,’^ 
said Miss Hawkins, the woman growm, ‘‘what I should have to 
boast, when Goldsmith taught me to play Jack and Jill by t wo 
bits of paper on his fingers.” He entertained Mrs. Ganick, we 
are told, with a whole budget of stories and songs ; delivered 
the “ Chimney Sweep” with exquisite taste as a solo; and per-.f 
formed a duet with Garrick of “Old Bose and Burn the 
Bellows.” 

“I was only five years old,” says the late George Colman, 

“ when Goldsmith one evening, when drinking coffee with my 
father, took me on his knee and began to play with me, which 
amiable act I returned with a very smart slap in the face ; it 
must have been a tingler, for I left the marks of my little 
spiteful paw upon Ms cheek. This infantile outrage was fol- 
lowed by summary justice, and I was locked up by my father 
in an adjoining room, to undergo solitary imprisomnent in the 
dark. Here I began to howl and scream most abominably. 
At length a friend appeared to extricate me from jeopardy ; it 
was the good-natured doctor himself, with a lighted caiidie in 
his hand, and a smile upon his countenance, -which was still 
partially red from the effects of my petulance. I sulked and 
sobbed, and he fondled and soothed until I began to brighten. 
He seized the propitious moment, placed three hats upon the 
carpet, and a shilling under each; the shillings, he told me, 
were England, France, and Spain. ‘Hey, presto, cockolorum ! ’ 
cried the doctor, and lo ! on uncovering the shillings, they were 
all found congregated under one. I was no politician at the 
time, and therefore might not have wondered at the sudden 
revolution which brought England, France, and Spain all under 
one crown ; but, as I was also no conjurer, it amazed me be- 
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yond measure. From that time, whenever the doctor came to 
visit my father, 

‘I pluck’d his gown to share the good man’s smile;’ 

a game of romps constantly ensued, and we were always cor- 
dial friends and merry playfellows. ” 

Although Goldsmith made the Edgeware farmhouse his head- 
quarters for the summer, he would absent himself for weeks at 
a time on visits to Mr. Cradock, Lord Clare, and Mr. Langton, 
at their country-seats. He would often visit town, also, to 
dine and partake of the public amusements. On one occasion 
he accompanied Edmund Burke to witness a performance of 
the Itahan Fantoccini or Puppets, in Panton Street; an exhibi- 
tion which had hit the caprice of the town, and was in great 
vogue. The puppets were set in motion by wires, so well con- 
cealed as to be with difficulty detected. Boswell, with liis 
usual obtuseness with. respect to Goldsmith, accuses him of be- 
ing jealous of the puppets ! ' ‘ When Burke, ” said he, ^ ^ praised 
the dexterity with which one of them tossed a pike,” ‘ Pshaw,’ 
said G oldsmith ivith some ivarmth, ‘ I can do it better myself. ’ ” 
“The same evening,” adds Boswell, “when supping at Burke’s 
lodgmgs, he broke his shin by attempting to exhibit to the 
company how much better he could jump over a stick than the 
puppets. ” 

Goldsmith jealous of puppets ! This even passes in absurdity 
Boswell’s charge upon him of being jealous of the beauty of 
the two Miss Hornecks. 

The Panton Street puppets were destined to be a source of 
further amusement to the town, and of annoyance to the little 
autocrat of the stage. Foote, the Aristophanes of the Enghsh 
drama, who was always on the alert to turn every subject of 
popular excitement to account, seeing the success of the Fan- 
toccini, gave out that he should produce a Primitive Puppet- 
show at the Haymarket, to be entitled The Handsome Cham- 
hermojid^ or Piety in Pattens: intended to burlesque the 
mental comedy which Garrick still maintained at Drury Lane. 
The idea of a play to be performed in a regular theatre by 
puppets excited the curiosity and talk of the towix “Will 
your puppets be as large as life, Mr. Foote?” demanded a lady 
of rank. “Oh, no, my lady;” I'eplied Foote, '^not much, larger 
than Garrich ” 
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CHAPTEE XXXV. 

BHpKEJT HEALTH— DISSIPATIOISr AND DEBTS— THE IRISH WIDOW- 
PRACTICAL JOKES — SCRUB— A MISQUOTED PUN— MALAGRIDA — 
GOLDSMITH PROVED TO BE A FOOL — DISTRESSED BALLAD 
SINGERS— THE POET AT BANELAGH. 

Goldsmith returned to to^vn in, tlae autuiiin (1772), with liis 
health much disordered. His close fits of sedentary applica- 
tion, during which he in a manner tied himself to the mast, 
had laid the seeds of a. lurking malady in his system, and pro- 
duced a severe illness in the course of the summer. Town life 
was not favorable to the health either of body or mind. He 
could not resist the siren voice of temptation, wdiich, now that 
he had become a notoriety, assailed him on every side. Ac- 
cordingly we find him launching awary in a career of social 
dissipation; dining and supping out; at clubs, at routs, at 
theatres; he is a guest with Johnson at the Thrales’, and an 
object of Mrs. Thrale’s lively sallies; he is a lion at Mrs. Vesey’s 
and Mrs. Montagu’s, where some of the liigh-bred blue-stock- 
ings pronounce him a wild genius,” and others, peradventure, 
a “ wild Irishman.” In the meantime his pecuniary difficul- 
ties are increasing upon liim, conflicting with his proneness to 
pleasme and expense, and contributing by the harassment of 
his mind to the wear and tear of his constitution. lTi« ‘‘Ani- 
mated Natoe,” though not finished, has been entirely paid for 
and the money spent. The moiuw advanced by Garrick on 
Newbery’s note stiU hangs over him as a debt. The tale on 
which Newbery had loaned from two to tliree hundred pounds 
previous to the excursion to Barton has proved a failure. The 
bookseller is urgent for the settlement of his complicated ae- 
coiint ; the perplexed author has nothing to offer him in liqui- 
dation but the copyright of the comedy which he has in his 
portfolio; “Though to tell you the truth, Prank,” said he, 
“there are great doubts of its success.” The offer was ac- 
cepted, and, like bargains wrung from Goldsmith in times of 
emergency, turned out a golden speculation to the bookseller. 

In this way Goldsmith went on “overrunning the coDsta- 
ble,” as he termed it ; spending everything in advance; wmrk- 
, ing with an overtasked head and weary heart to pay for past 
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pleasures and past extravagance, and at the same time incur- 
ring new debts, to perpetuate his struggles and darken his 
future prospects. While the excitement of society and the ex- 
citement of composition conspire to keep up a feverishness of 
the system, he has incurred an unfortunate habit of quacking 
himself with James’ powders, a fashionable panacea of the 
■day. 

A farce, produced this year by Garrick, and entitled Tim 
Irish Widow ^ perpetuates the memory of practical jokes 
played off a year or two previously upon the alleged vanity 
of poor, simple-hearted Goldsmith. He was one evening at 
the house of Ms friend Burke, when ho was beset by a tenth 
muse, an Irish widow and authoress, just arrived from Ire- 
land, fun of brogue and blunders, and poetic fire and rantipole 
gentility. She was soliciting subscriptions for her poems ; and 
assailed Goldsmith for his i)atronage ; the great Goldsmith — 
her countryman, and of course her friend. She overpowered 
him with eulogiums on his own poems, and then read some 
of her own, with vehemence of tone and gesture, appealing 
continually to the great Goldsmith to know how he relished 
them. 

Poor Goldsmith did ah that a kind-hearted and gallant gen- 
tleman could do in such a case; he praised her poems as far as 
the stomach of his sense would permit: pei*haps a little fur- 
ther; he offered her Ms subscription, and it was not until she 
had retired with many parting compliments to the great Gold- 
smith, that he pronounced the poetry which had been inflicted 
on Mm execrable. The whole scene had been a hoax got up 
by Burke for the amusement of his company, and the Irish 
widow, so admirably performed, had been personated by a 
Mrs. Balfour, a lady of Ms connection, of great sprigiitliness 
and talent. 

We see nothing in the story to establish the alleged vanity 
of Goldsmith, but we think it tells rather to the disadvantage 
of Burke; being unwarrantable under their relations of friend- 
ship, and a species of waggery quite beneath Ms genius. 

Croker, in Ms notes to Boswell, gives another of these prac- 
tical jokes perpetrated by Burke at the expense of Goldsmith’s 
credulity. It was related to Croker by Colonel O’Mooro, of 
Cloghan Castle, in Meland, who was a party concerned. The 
colonel and Burke, walking one day through Loiccstc^r Square 
on their way to Sir Joshua Eeynolds’s, with whom they were 
to dine, observed Goldsmith, who was likewise to he a guest, 
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standing and regarding a crowd wMcli was staring and shout- 
ing at some foreign ladies in the window of a hotel. “ Observe 
CToMsmith,”said Burke to O’Moore, ‘^and mark what passes be- 
tween us at Sir Joshua’s.” They passed on and reached there 
before him. Burke received Goldsmith with affected reserve 
and coldness; being pressed to explain the reason, “Really,” 
said he, “lam ashamed to keep company with a person who 
could act as you have just done in the Square.” Goldsmith 
prote.tted he was ignorant of what was meant. “Why,” said 
Burke, “did you not exclaim as you were looking up at those 
wmnen, what stupid beasts the crowd must be for staring 
with such admiration at those painted Jezebels, while a man of 
your talents passed by unnoticed?” “Surely, surely, my dear 
friend, ” cried Goldsmith, with alarm, “surely I did not say 
so?” “Nay,” replied Burke, “if you had not said so, how 
should I have knowm it?” “That’s ‘true,” answered Gold- 
smith; “I am very sorry — ^it wms very foolish: I do recollect 
that something of the hind passed through my mind, hut I did 
not think I had uttered it J 

It is proper to observe that these jokes were played off 
by Burke before he had attained the full eminence of Ms social 
position, and that he may have felt privileged to take liberties 
with Goldsmith as Ms countryman and college associate. It is 
evident, however, that the peculiarities of the latter, and his 
guileless simplicity, made Mm a butt for the broad waggery of 
some of Ms associates; while others more polished, though 
equally perfidious, were on the watch to give ctuTency to his 
bulls and blunders. 

The Stratford jubilee, in honor of Shakespeare, where Bos- 
well had made a fool of himself, was still in every one’s mind. 
It was sportively suggested that a fete should be held at Licli- 
fiold in honor of Johnson and Garrick, and that the BeatuE. 
Stratagem ^hordd be played by the members of the Literary 
Club. “Then,” exclaimed Goldsmith, “I shall certainly play 
Scrub. I should like of all things to try my hand at that char- 
acter.” The unwary speech, which any one else might have 
made without comment, has been thought worthy of record as 
whimsicaUy characteristic, Beaiiclerc was extremely apt to 
circulate anecdotes at Ms expense, founded perhaps on some 
trivial incident, but dressed up with the embellisliments of his 
sarcastic brain. One relates to a venerable dish of peas, served 
up at Sir Joshua’s table, which should have been green, but 
were any other color. A wag suggested to Goldsmith, ' in a 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


201 


wMsper, that they should he sent to Hammersmith, as that 
was the way to turn-em-green (Turnham-Green). Goldsmith, 
delighted with the pun, endeavored to repeat it at Burke’s 
table, but missed the point. ^^That is the way to make ’em 
green,” said he. Nobody laughed. He perceived he was at 
fault. mean that is the road to timi ’em green.” A dead 
pause and a stare; “ whereupon,” adds Beauclerc, he started 
up disconcerted and abruptly left the table. ” This is evidently 
one of Beaiiclerc’s caricatures. 

Qn another occasion the poet and Beauclerc were seated at 
the theatre next to Lord Shelburne, the minister, whom politi- 
cal writers thought proper to nickname Malagrida. ^‘ Do you 
know,” said Goldsmith to his lordship in the course of conver- 
sation, “that I never could conceive why they call you Mal- 
agrida, /or Malagrida was a very good soi't of man.” This was 
too good a trip of the tongue for Beauclerc to let imss: he 
serves it up in his next letter to Lord Charlemont, as a speci- 
men of a mode- of turning a thought the wrong way, peculiar 
to the poet ; he makes merry over it with his witty and sarcas- 
tic compeer, Horace Walpole, who pronounces it “a picture of 
Goldsmith’s whole life.” Dr. Johnson alone, wdien he hears it 
bandied about as Goldsmith’s last blunder, growls forth a 
fiiendly defence: “Sir,” said he, “it was a mere blunder in 
emphasis. He meant to say, I wonder they should use Mala- 
grida as a term of reproach.” Poor Goldsmith! On such 
points he was ever doomed to be misinterpreted. Eogers, the 
poet, meeting in times long subsequent with a survivor of 
those days, asked liim what Goldsmith really was in conversa- 
tion. The old conversational character was too deeply stamped 
in the memory of the veteran to be effaced. “ Sir,” replied the 
old wiseacre, “ he was a fool. The right word never came to 
him. If you gave him back a bad shilling, he’d say, Wliy it’s 
as good a shilling as ever was horn. You know he ought to 
.'lave said coined. Coined^ sir, never entered his head. He tms 
afoolj sir.'^^ 

We have so many anecdotes in wiiich Goldsmith’s simplicity 
is played upon, that it is quite a treat to meet with one in which 
he is represented playing upon the simplicity of others, espe- 
cially when the victim of his joke is the “ Great Cham” himself, 
whom all others are disposed to hold so much in awe. Gold- 
smith and Johnson wei*e supping cosily together at a tavern in 
Dean 'Street, Soho, kept by Jack Eoberts, a singer at Drury 
Lane, and a protc%e of Garrick’s, Johnson delighted in these 
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^astronomical tete-a-tetes, and was expatiating in high good 
huDior on rumps and kidneys, the veins of his forehead swell- 
ing with the ardor of mastication. “These,” said he, “are 
pretty little things; but a man must eat a great many of them 
before he is Med.” ‘‘Aye; but how many of them,” asked 
Goldsmith, with affected simplicity, “would reach to the 
moon?” “To the moon! Ah, sir, that, I fear, exceeds your 
calculation.” “Not at all, sir; I tliink I could tell.” “Pray 
then, sir, let us hear.” “Why, sir, one, if it were tong 
enough ! Johnson growled for a time at finding himself 
caught in such a trite schoolboy trap. “Well, sir,” cried he at 
length, “I have deserved it. I should not have provoked so 
foolish an answer by so foolish a question. ” 

Among the many incidents related as illustrative of Gold- 
smith’s vanity and' envy is one which occurred one evening 
when he was in a drawing-room with a party of ladies, and a 
ballad-singer under the window struck up his favorite song of 
“ Sally Salisbury.” “ How miserably this woman sings!” ex- 
claimed he. “Pray, doctor,” said the lady of the house, 
“could you do it better?” “Yes, madam, and the company 
shall be judges.” The company, of course, prepared to be 
entertained by an absurdity; but their smiles were well-nigh 
turned to tears, for he acquitted himself with a skill and 
pathos that drew universal applause. He had, in fact, a deli- 
cate ear for music, which had been jarred by the false notes of 
the ballad-singer; and there were certain pathetic ballads, 
associated with recollections of his childhood, which were sure 
to touch the springs of his heart. We have another story of 
him, connected with ballad-singing, which is still more charac- 
teristic. He was one evening at the house of Sir Wiiliaro. 
Chambers, in Berners Street, seated at a whist-table with Sir 
William, Lady Chambers, and Barotti, when all afc once he 
threw down his cards, hurried out of the room and into the 
street. He returned in an instant, j’esumed his seat, and the 
game went on. Sir William, after a little hesitation, ventured 
to ask the cause of his retreat, fearing he had been overcome 
by the heat of the room. “Not at all,” replied Goldsmith; 

but in truth I could not bear to hear that unfortunate woman 
in the street, half ^ singing, half sobbing, for siiehHones could 
only arise from the extremity of distress; her voice grated 
painfully on my ear and jarred my frame, so that I could not 
rest until I had sent her away.” “ It was in fact a poor ballad- 
singer, whose cracked voice had been heard by others of the 
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party, but -witlioiit having the same effect on their sensibilities. 
It was the reality of his fictitious scene in the story of the 
'' Man in Black;” wherein he describes a woman in rags with 
one child in her arms and another on her back, attempting to 
sing ballads, but with such a mournful voice that it was diffi- 
cult to determine whether she was singing or crying. ‘‘A 
wretch,” he adds, ‘‘who, in the deepest distress, still aimed at 
good humor, was an object my friend was by no means capable 
of withstanding.” The Man in Black gave the poor woman all 
that he had — a bundle of matches. Goldsmith, it is probable, 
sent his ballad-singer aw^ay rejoicing with all the money in his 
pocket. 

Banelagh was at that time greatly in vogue as a place of 
public entertainment. It was situated near Chelsea; the prin- 
cipal room w^as a rotunda of great dimensions, with an orches- 
tra in the centre, and tiers of boxes all round. It was a place 
to wMch Johnson resoi-ted occasionally. “I am a great friend 
to public amusements,” said he, “for they keep people from 
vice.”* Goldsmith w^as equally a friend to them, though per- 
haps not altogether on such moral grounds. He was particu- 
larly fond of masquerades, which w^ere then exceedingly popu- 
lar, and got up at Banelagh with great expense and magnifi- 
cence. Sir Joshua Eeynolds, -who had likewise a taste for 
such amusements, was sometimes his companion, at other 
times he went alone; his peculiarities of person and manner 
would soon betray him, whatever might be his disguise, and 
he would be singled out by wags, acquainted with his foibles, 
and more successful than himself in maintaining their incog- 
nito, as a capital subject to he played upon. Some, pretend- 
ing not to know him, would deciy his wuatings, and praise 
those of his contemporaries; others would laud his verses to 
the skies, hut purposely misquote and hiiiiesque them; others 
would annoy him with parodies ; wdiile one young lady, whom 
he was teasing, as he supposed, with great success and infinite 
humor, silenced liis rather boisterous laughter by quoting Ms 
own line about the loud hrugh that speaks the vacant mind.” 


* “Alas, sir!” said Johnson, speaking, when in another mooel, of grand houses, 
fine gardens, and splendid places of public amnseinent; “alas, sir! these are only 
struggles for happiness. 'When I first entered Banelagh it gave an expansion and 
gay sensation to my mind, such as I never experieneed anywhere else. But. as 
Xerxes wept when he viewed his immense army, and considc^red that not one <.>!' 
that great multitude would be alive a hundred years afterward, so it wont to m.'*; 
heart to consider that there was aot one in all that brilliant circle tliat was not afraid 
to go home and think,” 
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Oil one occasion he was absolutely driven out of the house by 
the persevering jokes of a wag, whose complete disguise gave 
him no means of retaliation. 

His name appearing in the newspapers among the distin- 
guisiied persons present at one of these amusements, his old 
enemy, Kenrick, immediately addressed to him a copy of 
anonymous verses, to the following purport. 

To Dr. Goldsmith; on seeing his name in the list of mum- 
mers at the late masquerade: 

“ How widely different, Goldsmith, are the ways 
Of Doctors now, and those of ancient days! 

Theirs taught the truth in academic shades, 

Ours in lewd hops and midnight masquerades. 

So changed the times ! say, philosophic sage, 

Whose genius suits so well this tasteful age, 

Is the Pantheon, late a sink obscene, 

Become the fountain of chaste Hippocrene? 

Or do thy moral numbers quaintly flow, 

Inspired by th’ of Soho? 

Do wisdom’s sons gorge cates and vermicelli, 

Like beastly Bickerstaffe or bothering Kelly? 

Or art thou tired of th’ undeserved applause 
Bestowed on bards affecting Virtue’s cause? 

Is this the good that makes the humble vain. 

The good philosophy should not disdain? 

If so, let pride dissemble all it can, 

A modern sage is still much less than man.” 

Goldsmith was keenly sensitive to attacks of the kind, and 
meeting Kenrick at the Chapter Coifee-house, called him to 
sharp account for taking such a liberty with his name, and 
calling his morals in question, merely on account of his being 
seen at a place of general resort and amusement. Eenrick 
shuffled and sneaked, protesting that he meant nothing dero- 
gatory to iiis private character. Goldsmith let him know, 
however, that he was aware of his having more than once in- 
dulged in attacks of this dastard kind, and intimated that an- 
other such outrage would be followed by personal chastise- 
ment. 

Kenrick having played the craven in his presence, avenged 
himself as soon as he was gone by complaining of his having 
made a wanton attack upon him, and by making coarse com- 
ments upon his writings, conversation, and person. 

The scurrilous satire of Kenrick, however unmerited, may 
have checked Goldsmith’s taste for masquerades. Sir Joshua 
Beynolds calling on the poet one morning, foimd him walking 
about his room in somewhat of a reverie, kicking a himdle of 
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clothes before Mm like a foot-ball. It proved to be an expend 
sive masquerade dress, which he said he had been fool enough 
to purchase, and as there was no other way of getting the 
worth of Ms money, he was trying to take it out in exercise. 


CHAPTEB XXXVI. 

INVITATION TO CHRISTMAS~THE SPRING VELVET COAT— THE 
HAYMAKING WIG — THE MISCHANCES OF LOO— THE FAIR CUL- 
PRIT— A BANCE WITH THE JESSAMY BRIBE. 

From the feverish dissipations of town, Goldsmith is sum- 
moned away to partake of the genial dissipations of the coun- 
try. In the month of December, a letter from Mrs. Bunbury 
invites Mm down to Burton, to pass the Christmas holidays. 
The letter is written in the usual playful vein which marks his 
intercourse with this charming family. He is to come in his 
smart spring-velvet coat,’’ to bring a new wig to dance with 
the haymakers in, and above all, to foUow the advice of herself 
and her sister (the Jessamy Bride), in playing loo. This letter, 
which plays so arcMy, yet kindly, with some of poor Gold- 
smith’s peculiarities, and bespeaks such real ladylike regard 
for him, requires a word or two of annotation. The spring- 
velvet suit alluded to appears to have been a gallant adorn- 
ment (somewhat in the style of the famous bloom-colored coat) 
in wMch Goldsmith had figimed in the preceding month of 
May— the season of blossoms— for, on the 21st of that month, 
we find the following entry in the chronicle of Mr. William 
Filby^ tailor: To your blue i^elvet £21 10^. M. Also, about 
the same time, a suit of livery and a crimson collar for the 
serving man. Again we hold the Jessamy Bride responsible 
for this gorgeous splendor of wardrobe. 

The new wig no doubt is a bag-wdg and solitaire, still highly 
the mode, and in which Goldsmith is represented as figuring 
when in full dress, equipped with his sword. 

As to the dancing, with the haymakers, w’-e presume, it al- 
ludes to some gambol of the poet, in the course of Ms former 
visit to Barton ; when lie ranged the fields and lavms a char- 
tered libertine, and tumbled into the fish-ponds. 

As to the' suggestions about loo,' they are in sportive allusion 
to the doctor’s' mode of playing that game in their merry 
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evening parties; affecting the desperate gambler and easy 
dupe; running counter to all rule; making extravagant ven- 
tures; reproaching all others with cowardice ; dashing at all 
hazards at the pool, and getting himself completely loo’d, to 
the great amusement of the company. The drift of the fair 
sisters’ adduce was most probably to tempt him on, and then 
leave him in the lurch. 

With these comments we subjoin Groldsmith’s reply to Mrs, 
Bimbury, a fine piece of off-hand, humorous writing, which 
has but in late years been given to the public, and which 
throws a familiar light on the social circle at Barton. 

Madam: I read your letter with all that allowance which 
critical candor could requme, but after all find so much to 
object to, and so much to raise my indignation, that I cannot 
help giving it a serious answer. I am not so ignorant, 
madam, as not to see there are many sarcasms contained in it, 
and solecisms also. (Solecism is a word that comes from the 
town of Soleis in Attica, among the Greeks, built by Solon, 
and applied as we use the word Kidderminster for curtains 
from a town also of that name — but this is learning you have 
no taste fori)— I say, madam, there are many sarcasms in it, 
and solecisms also. But not to seem an ill-natured critic, I’ll 
take leave to quote your own words, and give you my 
remarks upon them as they occur. You begin as follows : 

‘I hope, my good Doctor, you soon will be here, 

And your spring-velvet coat very smart will appear, 

To open our ball the first day of the year,’ 

“Pray, madam, where did you ever find the epithet 'good,’ 
applied to the title of doctor? Had you called me ‘learned 
doctor,’ or ‘grave doctor,’ or ‘noble doctor,’ it might be 
allowable, because they belong to the profession. But, not to 
cavil at trifles, you talk of ‘my spring-vel vet coat,’ and advise 
me to wear it the first day in the year, that is, in the middle 
of winter!— a spring-velvet coat in the middle of vdnterl ! ! 
That would be a solecism indeed! and yet to increase the 
inconsistence, in another part of your letter you call me a 
beau. Now, on one side or other you must he wrong. If I 
am a beau, I can never think of wearing a spring-velvet in 
winter; and if I am not a beau, why then, that explains 
itseK. But let me go on to your two next strange lines : 

‘And bring with you a wig, that is modish and gay 
To dance with the girls that are makers of hay.’ ' 
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“ The absurdity of making ba}?- at Cliristmas you'yoiu’self 
seem sensible of: you say your sister will laugh; and so 
indeed she well may! The Latins have an expression for a 
contemptuous kind of laughter, ‘naso coiitemiiere adunco;’ 
that is, to laugh with a crooked nose. She may laugh at you 
ill the manner of the ancients if she thinks fit. But now I 
come to the most extraordinary of all extraordinary proposi- 
tions, which is, to take your and your sister’s advice in 
playing at loo. The presumption of the offer raises my indig- 
nation beyond the bounds of prose; it inspires me at once 
with verse and resentment. I take advice! and fium whom? 
You shall hear. 

“ First let me suppose, \vhat may shortly be true, 

The company set, and the woi-d to be Loo: 

AH smirking-, and pleasant, and big with adwnture, 

And ogling the stake which is lix‘d in the centre. 

Eoiirid and round go the cards, while I inwardly damn 
At never once dndiiig a vi.sit from Pam. 

I lay down my stake, apparerdpy cool. 

While the harpies about me all pocket the pool. 

I fret in my gizzard, yet. cautious and sly, 

I wish all my friends ma 3 ’ be bolder than I: 

Yet still tliey sit snug, not a creature will aim 
By losing their money to venture at fame. 

’Tis in vain tliat at niggardly caution I scold, 

’Tis in vain that I flatter the brave and the bold: 

AH play their own way, and tliey think me an ass, . . . 

‘What does Mrs. Bimbury? ’ . , . ‘I, sir? I pass.’ 

‘ Pray what does Miss Horneck? take courage, come do,’ , . . 

‘ Who, I? let me see, sir, wliy I must pass too.’ 

Mr. Bunbury frets, and I fret like the d€:vil, 

To see them so cowardly, lucky, and civil. 

Yet still I sit snug, and continue to sigh on, 

Till, made by my losses as bold as a lion, 

I venture at all, while my avarice regards 

Tlie whole pool as rny own. . . . ‘ Come give me five cards,’ 

‘ Well done! ’ cry the ladies; ‘Ah, Doctor, that's good 1 
The pool’s very rich, . . , ah: the Doctor is loo’d: ’ 

Thus foil’d in my courage, on all sides perplext, 

I ask for advice from the lady that’s next: 

‘ Pray, ma’am, be so good as to give your advice; 

Don’t you think the best wmy is to venture for’t twice?’ 

‘I advise,’ cries the lady, ‘ to try it. I own. ... 

‘ Ah ! the Doctor is loo'd ! Come, Doctor, put down.’ 

Thus, playing, and playing, I still grow more eager* 

And so bold, and so bold. I’m at last a bold beggar. 

Xow, ladies, I ask, if law-matters you’re skiilM in. 

Whether crimes such as yours should not come before Fielding: 

For giving advice that is not %vorth a straw, 

May well be call'd picking of pockets in law ; 

And picking of pockets, with which I now charge ye, 

Is, by qn into Elizabeth, Death without CIergJ^ 
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What justice, 'n'hen both to the Old Bailey brought! 

By the gods. I’ll enjoy it, tho’ ’tis but in thought ! 

Both are plac’d at the bar, with all proper decoram, 

With bunches of fennel, and nosegays before ’em; 

Both cover their faces wdth mobs and all that, 

But the. judge bids them, angrily, take off their hat. 

When uncover’d, a buzz of inquiry runs round, 

‘Pray what are their crimes?’ . . . They’ve been pilfering found.’ 

\But, pray, who have they pilfer’d? ’ . . . ‘ A doctor, I hear.’ 

‘ What^ yon solemn-faced, odd-looking man that stands near.^ ’ 

‘The same.’ . . . ‘What a pity! how does it surprise one, 

Two handsomer culprits 1 never set eyes 07i! ’ 

Then their friends all come round me with cringing and leering, 

To melt me to pity, and soften my swearing. 

First Sir Charles advances with phrases well-strung, 

‘Consider, dear Doctor, the girls are but young.’ 

‘ The younger the wrose,’ I return him again, 

‘ It shows that their habits are all dyed in grain.’ 

‘ But then they’re so handsome, one’s bosom it grieves.’ 

* What signifies handsome, when people are thieves? ’ 

‘But where is your justice? their cases are hard.’ 

‘ What signifies justice^ I want the reward. 

‘‘^There’s the parish of Edmonton offers forty pounds; 
there’s the parish of St. Leonard Shoreditch offers forty 
pounds; there’s the parish of Tyburn, from the Hog-in-the- 
pound to St. Giles’ watch-house, offers forty pounds— I shall 
have all that if I convict them! ’ — 

“ ‘ But consider their case, ... it may yet be your own I 
And see how they kneel ! Is your heart made of stone?’ 

This moves ! . . . so at last I agree to relent, 

For ten pounds in hand, and ten pounds to be spent. 

“I challenge you all to answer this: I tell you, you cannot. 
It cuts deep. But now for the rest of the letter: and next— hut 
I want room— so I beheve I shall battle the rest out at Barton 
some day next week. I don’t value you all! 

“0. O.” 

We regret that we have no record of this Christmas visit to 
Barton; that the poet had no Boswell to follow at his heels, 
and take note of all his sayings and doings. We can only 
picture him in our minds, casting off all care ; enacting the lord 
of misrule; presiding at the Christmas revels; providing all 
kinds of merriment; keeping the card-table in an uproar, and 
finally opening the haU on the first day of the year in his 
spring-velvet suit, with the Jessamy Bride for a partner. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THEATEIOAL DELAYS —KEGOTIATIONS WITH COLMAN— LETTER TO 
GAEEIOK:-— CROAKING OP THE MANAGER— NAMING THE PLAY 

—SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER— FOOTE ’S PRIMITIVE PUPPET-SHOW, 
PIETY ON PATTENS—FIRST PERFORMANCE OP THE COMEDA— 
AGITATION OP THE AUTHOR— SUCCESS— COLMAN SQUIBBED OUT 
OF TOWN. 

The gay life depicted in the two last chapters, while it kept 
Goldsmith in a state of continual excitement, aggravated the 
malady wliich was impairing his constitution ; yet his increas- 
ing perplexities in money matters drove him to the dissipation 
of society as a relief from solitary care. The delays of the 
theatre added to those perplexities. He had long since finished 
his new comedy, yet the year 1772 iiassed away without his 
being able to get it on the stage. No one, uninitiated in the 
interior of a theatre, that httle world ot traps and trickery, 
can have any idea of the obstacles and perplexities multiplied 
in the vrsiy of the most eminent and successful author by the 
mismanagement of managers, the jealousies and intrigues of 
rival authors, and the fantastic and impertinent caprices of 
actors. A long and baffling negotiation was carried on bet ween 
Goldsmith and Colman, the manager of Covent Garden; who 
retained the play in his hands until the middle of January 
(1773), without coming to a decision. The theatrical season 
was rapidly passing away, and Goldsmith’s pecuniary difflcui- 
ties were augmenting and pressing on him* We may judge of 
his anxiety by the following letter: 

“ To George Colmctn^ Esq. 

“Dear Sir: I entreat you'll relieve me from that state of 
suspense in which I have beQn kept for a long time. Whatever 
objections you have made or shall make to my play, I will en- 
deavor to remove and not argue about them. To bring in any 
new judges either of its merits or faults I can never submit to. 
Upon a former occasion,- when my other play was before Mr. 
Garrick, he offered to bring me before Mr. Whitehead’s tribu- 
nal, but I refused the proposal with indignation ; i hope I shall 
not experience as harsh treatment from, jmu as from him. J 
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Mve, as you know, a large sum of money to make up shortly; 
by accepting my play, I can readily satisfy my creditor that 
way; at any rate, I must look about to some certainty to be 
prepared. For God’s sake take the play, and let us make the 
best of it, and let me have the same measure, at least, which 
you have given as bad plays as mine. 

‘ ‘ I am your friend and servant, 

^‘Oliver Goldsmith. ” 

Colman returned the manuscript with the blank sides of the 
leaves scored with disparaging comments and suggested alter- 
ations, but mth the intimation that the faith of the theatre 
should be kept, and the play acted notwithstanding. Gold- 
smith submitted the criticisms to some of his friends, wdio pro- 
nounced them trivial, unfair, and contemptible, and intimated 
that Colman, being a dramatic writer liimself, might be actu- 
ated by jealousy. The play was then sent, with Colman’s 
comments written on it, to Garrick; hut he had scarce sent it 
wdien Johnson interfered, represented the evil that might result 
from an apparent rejection of it by Coveiit Garden, and under- 
took to go forthwith to Colman, and have a talk with him Oix 
the subject. Goldsmith, therefore, penned the following note 
to Garrick ; 

Dear Sir: I ask many pardons for the troiihlo I gave you 
yesterday. Upon more mature deliberation, and the advice of 
a sensible friend, I began to think it indelicate in me to throw 
upon you the odium of confirming Mr. Golman’s sentence. I 
therefore request you will send my plaj^ back by my servant; 
for having been assured of having it acted at the other house, 
though I confess yours in every respect more to my wish, yet 
it would be folly in me to forego an advantage which lies in 
my power of appeahng from Mr. Colman’s opinion to the 
judgment of the town. I entreat, if not too late, you -will keep 
tliis afi air a secret for some time. 

I am, dear sir, your very humble servant, 

Oliver Ctoldsmith.” 

The negotiation of Jolmson with the manager of Co vent 
Garden was effective. “Colman,” he saj’^s, “was prevailed on 
at last, by much solicitation, nay, a kind of force,” to bring 
forward the comedy. Still the manager was ungenerous; or, 
at least, indiscreet enough to express his opinion, tliat it w'oiild 
not reach a second representation. The plot, he said, was bad, 
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and the interest not sustained ‘4t dwindled, and dwindled, 
and at last went out like the snuff of a candle.” The effect of 
his croaking was soon apparent within the walls of the theatre. 
Two of the most popular actors, Woodward and Gentleman 
Smith, to whom the parts of Tony Lumpkin and Young Mar- 
low were assigned, refused to act them; one of them alleging, 
in excuse, the evil predictions of the manager. Goldsmithwas 
advised to postpone the performance of his play until he could 
get these important parts well supplied. ‘‘‘No,” said he, “I 
would sooner that my play were damned by bad players than 
merely saved by good acting.” 

Quick was substituted for'Woodward in Tony Lumpkin, and 
Lee Lewis, the harlequin of the theatre, for Gentleman Smith 
in Young Marlow; and both did justice to their parts. 

Great interest was taken by Goldsmith's friends in the suc- 
cess of his piece. The i*ehearsals were attended by Johnson, 
Craclock, Murphy, Reynolds and his sister, and the whole Hor- 
neck connection, including, of course, the Jessamy Bride^ 
whose presence may have contributed to flutter the anxious 
heart of the author. The rehearsals went off with great ap- 
^plausG, but that Colman attributed to the partiality of friends. 
He continued to croak, and refused to risk any expense in new 
scenery or dresses on a play which he was sure would prove a 
failure. 

The time was at hand for the first representation, and as yet 
the comedy was without a title. ‘‘We are all in labor for a 
name for Goldy’s play,” said Johnson, who, as usual, took a 
kind of fatherly protecting interest m poor Goldsmith’s affairs. 
The Old House a New Inn wm thought of for a time, hut still 
did not please. Sir Joshua Reynolds proposed Bclle\s 
Stratagem, an elegant title, but not considered applicable, the 
perplexities of the comedy being produced by the mistake of 
the hero, not the stratagem of the heroine. The name was 
afterward adopted by Mrs. Cowley for one of her comedies. 
The Misfahes of a Night V7 qb the title at length fixed upon, to 
which Goldsmith prefixed the words Stoojys to Conquer. 

The evil bodings of Colman still continued; they were even 
communicated in the box office to the servant of the Luke of 
Gloucester, who was sent to engage a box. Never did the play 
of a popular writer struggle into existence through more difii- 
eulties. 

Ill the meantime Foote’s Primitive Piippetsliow, entitled the 
Handsome Housemaid, or Piety on Fattens, had been brought 
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. out at tlie Haymarket on the 15tli of February. All the world, 
fashionable and unfashionable, had crowded to the theatre. 
The street was thronged with equipages — the doors wero 
stormed by the mob. The burlesque was completely success- 
ful, and sentimental' comedy received its quietus. Even Gar- 
rick, who had recently befriended it, now gave it a kick, as he 
saw it going down hill, and sent G-oldsmith’s humorous pro- 
logue to help his comedy of the opposite school. Garrick and 
Goldsiiiitli, however, were now on very cordial terms, to which 
the social meetings in the circle of the Horiiecks and Bunburys 
may have contributed. 

On the 15th of March the new comedy was to be performed. 
Those who had stood up for its merits, and been irritated and 
disgusted, by the treatment it had received from the manager, 
determined to muster their forces, and aid in giving it a good 
launch upon the town. The particulars of this confederation, 
and its triumphant success, am amusingly told by Cumberland 
.. in his .memoirs. 

“Wewvere not over sanguine of success, but perfectly de- 
termined to struggle hard for our author. We accordingly 
assembled our strength' at the Shakespeare tavern, in a con- 
siderable body, for an early dinner, ivhere Samuel Johnson 
took the chair at the head of a long table, and was the life and 
soul of the corps: the poet took post silently by his side, wuth 
the Burkes, Sir Joshua Eeynolds, Fitzherbert, Caleb Wpite- 
foord, and a phalanx of North British, predetermined applaiid- 
ers, under the banner of Major Mills, all good men and true. 
Our - illustrious president was hi ’ inimitable glee ; and poor' 
Goldsmith that 'day took all -his raillery as patiently and corn- ' 
placently as my friend Boswell' would have done any da-y or 
every day of his life. In the meantime, ive did not forget our 
duty; and though we had a better comedy going,, in which 
Johnson was chief actor, we betook ourselves in good time to 
our separate and allotted posts, and waited the awful drawing 
up of the curtain. As our stations were preconcerted, so were 
our signals for plaudits arranged and determined upon in a 
manner that gave every one his cue where to look for them, 
and how to follow them up. 

had among us a very worthy and efficient member, 
long since lost to his friends and the world at large, Adam 
Drummond, of amiable memoi'y, who was gifted by nature 
with the most sonorous, and at the same time, the most con- 
tagions laugh that ever echoed from the human lungs. The 
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neigluBg of tlie horse of the son of Hystaspes was a whisper to 
it; the whole thunder of the theatre could not drown it. This 
kind and ingenious friend fairly forewarned us that he knew 
no more when to give his fire than the cannon did that was 
planted on a battery. He desired, therefore, to have a flapper 
at his elbow, and I had the honor to be deputed to that office. 
I planted him in an upper box, pretty nearly over the stage, in 
full view of the pit and galleries, and perfectly well situated to 
give the echo all its play through the hollows and recesses of 
the theatre. The success of our manoeuvre was complete. 
All eyes were upon Johnson, who sat in a front row of a side 
box; and when he laughed, everybody thought themselves 
warranted to roar. In the meantime, my friend followed 
signals with a rattle so irresistibly comic that, when he had 
repeated it several times, the attention of the spectators was so 
engrossed by his person and performances, that the progress 
of the play seemed likely to become a secondary ob ject, and I 
found it prudent to insinuate to him that he might halt Ms 
music without any prejudice to the author ; but alas 1 it was 
now too late to rein liim in; he had laughed upon my signal 
where he found no joke, and now, unluckily, he fancied that 
he found a joke in almost everything that was said ; so that 
notliing in nature could be more malapropos than some of 
his bursts every now and then were. These were dangerous 
moments, for the pit began to take umbrage ; but we carried 
our point through, and triumphed not only over Colman’s 
judgment, but our own.” 

Much of this statement has been condemned as exaggerated 
or discolored. Cumberland’s memoirs have generally been 
characterized as partaking of romance, and in the present in- 
stance he had particular motives for tampering with the truth. 
He was a dramatic writer himself, jealous of the success of a 
rival, and anxious to have it attributed to the private manage- 
ment of friends. According to various accounts, public and 
private, such management was unnecessary, for the piece was 
“ received throughout with the greatest acclamations.” 

Goldsmith in the present instance, had not dared, as' on. a' 
former occasion, to he present at the first performance. . He . 
had been so overcome ,by his apprehensions that, at,the pre- 
pamtory dinner he could hardly utter a word, and was so 
choked that he could not swallow a moiithfiiL When his 
friends trooped to the theatre, he stole away to St. James’ 
Park: there he was found by a friend between seven and eight ; 
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G^clock, wandering up and down the Mad like a trtublei spirit. 
With difficulty he was persuaded to go to the theatre, where 
his presence might be impoi’tant should any alteration be 
necessary. He arrived at the opening of the fifth act, and 
made his way behind the scenes. Just as he entered there was 
a slight hiss at the improbability of Tony Lumpkin’s trick on 
his mother, in persuading her she was forty miles off, on Crack- 
skull Common, though she had been trimdled about on her 
own grounds. ‘'What’s that? what’s that!” cried Goldsmith 
to the manager, in great agitation. “ Pshaw ! Doctor,” replied 
Cohnan, sarcastically, “don’t be frightened at a squib, when 
we’ve been sitting these two homs on a barrel of gunpowder!” 
Though of a most foigiving nature Goldsmith did not easily 
forget tliis ungracious and ill-timed sally. 

If Colman was indeed actuated by the paltry motives as- 
scribed to him in Ms treatment of this play, he was most am- 
ply punished by its success, and by the taunts, epigrams, and 
censures levelled at Mm through the press, in which his false 
prophecies were jeercv.. i/ * Ms critical judgment called in ques- 
tion; and he was openiv taxed with literary jealousy. So 
galling and uiiremitting, was the fire, that he at length wrote 
to Goldsmith entreating Mm “ to take Mm ofi the rack of the 
newspapers;” in tne meantime, to escape the laugh that was 
raised aboui; him in the theatrical world of London, he took 
refuge in 7>c*th during the triumphant career of the comedy. 

The following is one of the many squibs wMch assailed the 
ears of the manager: 

To George Colman^ Esq, 

ON THE SUCCESS OP DR. GOLDSMITH’S NEW COMEDY. 

“ Come, Coley, doff those mourning weeds, 

Nor thus mth jokes flamm’d; 

Tho’ Goldsmith’s present play succeeds, 

His next may still be damm’d. 

As this has ’scaped without a fall, 

To sink his next prepare ; 

New actors hire from Wapping Wall, 

And dresses from Bag Fair. 

For scenes let tatter’d blankets fly, 

The prologue Kelly write; 

Then swear again the piece jnust die 
Before the author’s night. 

Should these tricks fail, the lucky elf, 

To bring to lasting shame, 

Wen write the best you can yourselL 
And print it in -aame.*’ 
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* The solitary Mss, wliich liad startled Goldsmith, as- 
cribed by some of the newspaper scribblers to Ciimbeiiand 
Mniself, who was “manifestly miserable'’ at the delight of the 
audience, or to Ossian Macpherson, who was hostile to the 
whole Johnson clique, or to Goldsmith’s dramatic rival, Kelly. 
The following is one of the epigrams which appeared ; 

“ At Dr. Goldsmith’s merry play, 

All the spectators laugh, they say: 

The assertion, sir, 1 must deny, 

For Cumberland and Kelly cry. 

Ride, si sapisR 

Another, addressed to Goldsmith, alludes to Kelly’s early 
apprenticeship to sMy-making; 

“ If Kelly finds fault with the shape of your muse, 

And thinks that too loosely it plays, 

He surely, dear Doctor, will never refuse 
To make it a new Pair of Stays 

Cradock had returned to the country before the production 
of the play; the following letter, written just after the per- 
formance, gives an additional picture of the thorns which be- 
set an author in the path of theatrical literature : 

“ My dear Sir: The play has met with a success much be- 
yond your expectations or mine. I thank you sincerely for 
your epilogue, which, however, could not be used, but with 
your permission shall be printed. The story in short is this. 
Murphy sent me rather the outline of an epilogue than an 
epilogue, which was to be sung by Miss Catley, and which she 
approved; Mrs. Biilkley hearing this, insisted on throwing up 
her part” (Miss Hardcastle) ‘Mnless, according to the custom 
of the theatre she were permitted tc speak the epilogue, ' In 
this emhaiTassnient I thought of making a quarrelling epilogue 
between Catley and ,heiv debating iMio should speak .the 
epilogue ; but then Mrs. Catley refused after I had taken the 
trouble of drawing it out. I was then at a loss indeed ; an 
epilogue was to be made^ and for none but Mrs. Bulklcy. I 
made one, and Colman thought it too bad to be spoken: I was 
obliged, therefore, to try a fourth time, and I made a very 
mawkish thing,; as, you’ll shortly see. , S.uch is the liistory of 
my stage adventures, and which I have at last done with. I 
cannot . help ■ saying thatVI am very.sick of the stage; and. 
though I believe I shall get three tolerable benefits, yet I shall, 
on the whole, be a loser, even in a iiecuniary light; my ease, 
and comfort I certainiy lost wMle it was in agitation. 
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‘‘I am, my dear Cradock, your obliged and obedient ser" 
Taut, 

Oliver Goldsmith. 

P.S. Present my most humble respects to Mrs. Cradock.” 

Johnson, who had taken such a conspicuous part in promot- 
ing the interests of poor ‘‘ Goldy,” was triumphant at the suc- 
cess of the piece. “I know of no comedy for many years,” 
said he, ‘^that has so much exhilarated an audience ; that has 
answered so much the great end of comedy — making an au- 
dience merry.” 

Goldsmith was happy, also, in gleaning applause from less 
authoritative sources. Northcote, the paintei*, then a youth- 
ful pupil of Sir Joshua Reynolds; and Ralph, Sir Joshua’s con- 
fidential man, had taken their stations in the gallery to lead 
the applause in that quarter. Goldsmith asked Northcote’s 
opinion of the play. The youth modestly declared he could 
not presume to judge in such ma.tters. ‘‘ Did it make you 
laugh?” “Oh, exceedingly !” “That is all I require,” replied 
Goldsmith ; and rewarded him for his criticism by box-tickets 
for Ms first benefit night. 

The comedy ^vas immediately put to press, and dedicated to 
Johnson in the following grateful and affectionate terms : 

“ In inscribing this slight performance to you, I do not mean 
so much to compliment you as myself. It may do me some 
honor to inform the public, that I have lived many years in 
intimacy with you. It may serve the interests of mankind 
also to inform them that the greatest wit may be found in a 
character, without impairing the most unaffected piety.” 

The copyright was transferred to Mr. Newberry, according 
to ^^reenient, whose profits on the sale of the work far ex- 
ceeded the debts for which the author in his perplexities had 
pre-engaged it. The sum w^hich accrued to Goldsmith from his 
benefit nights afforded but a slight palliation of his pecuniary 
difficulties. His friends, while they exulted in his success, 
little knew of his continually increasing embarrassments, and 
of the anxiety of mind wMch kept tasking his pen while it im- 
paired the ease and freedom of spirit necessary to felicitous 
composition- 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII 

A NEWSPAPER ATTACK— THE EVANS AFFRAY— JOHNSON’S , COM- 
MENT. 

The triumphant success of She Stoops to Conquer brought 
forth, of course, those carpiiigs and cavillings of imcleiiiiig 
scribblers, which are the thorns and briers in the path of suc- 
cessful authors. 

Goldsmith, though easily nettled by attacks of the kind, 
was at present too well satisfied with the reception of his 
comedy to heed them; but the following anonymous letter, 
which appeared in a public paper, was not to be taken with 
equal equanimity: 

“ For the London Packet, 

‘‘to dr. goldsmith. 

Vous vous noyez par txmite, 

“Sir: The happy knack which you have learned of puffing 
your own compositions, provokes me to come forth. You 
have not been the editor of newspapers and magazines not to 
discover the trick of literary humbug ; but the gauze is so thin 
than the very foolish part of the world see through it, and dis- 
cover the doctor’s monkey face and cloven foot. Your poetic 
vanity is as unpardonable as your personal. ‘Would man be- 
lieve it, and will woman bear it, to be told that for hours the 
great Goldsmith %vill stand surve^dng his grotesque orang- 
outang’s figure in a pier-glass? Was but the lovely H— k as 
much enamored, you would not sigh, my gentle swain, in 
vain. But your vanity is prepostei*ous. How will this same 
bard of Bedlam ring the changes in the praise of Goldyl 
But what has he to "be either proud or vain of? ‘The Trav- 
eller ’is a flimsy poem, built upon false principles — principles 
diametrically opposite to liberty. What is The Good-Natured 
Man hut a poor, watei’-grael dramatic dose? What is ‘The 
Deserted Yillage ’ hut a pretty poem of easy numbers, without 
fancy, dignity, genius, or fire ? And, pray, what maybe the 
iBBt sp)eahing pantominne^ so praised by the doctor himselfi hut 
an incoherent piece of stuff, the figure of a woman with a fish’s 
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tail, without plot, incident, or intrigue? We are made to 
laugh at stale, dull jokes, wherein we mistake pleasantry for 
wit, and grimace for humor ; wherein every scene is unnatural 
and inconsistent with the rules, the laws of nature and of the 
drama; viz., two gentlemen come to a man of fortune’s house, 
eat, drink, etc., and take it for an inn. The one is intended 
as a lover for the daughter; he talks with her for some hours; 
and, when he sees her again in a different dress, he treats hei* 
as a bar-giii, and swears she squinted. - He abuses rhe master 
of the house, and threatens to kick him out of his own doors. 
The squire, whom we ai'e told is to be a fool, proves to be the 
most sensible being of the piece; and he makes out a whole act 
by bidding his mother lie close behind a bush, persuading her 
that his fathei', her own husband, is a highwa^^-man, and that 
he has come to cut them throats, and, to give his cousin an 
opportmiity to go off, he drives his mother over hedges, 
ditches, and through ponds. There is not, sweet, sucking 
Johnson, a natural stroke in the whole play but the young 
fellow’s givmg the stolen jewels to the mother, supposing her 
to be the landlady. That Mr. Coiman did no justice to this 
piece, I honestly allow; that he told ail his friends it wmuld be 
danmed, I positively aver; and, from such ungenerous insinu- 
ations, without a dramatic merit, it rose to public notice, and 
it is now the ton to go and see it, though I never saw a person 
that either liked it or approved it, any more than the absurd 
plot of Home’s tragedy of Alonzo. Mr. G-oIdsmith, correct 
your arrogance, reduce your vanity, and endeavor to believe, 
as a man, you are of the plainest sort; and as an author, but a 
mortal piece of mediocrity. 

“ Brise le miroir infid&le 
Qui vous cache la v6rit6. 

“ Tom Tickle,” 

It would be difficult to devise a letter more calculated to 
wound the pecxiliar sensibilities of Goldsmith. The attacks 
upon him as an author, though annoying enough, he could ' 
have tolerated; but then the allusion to his grotesque” per- 
son, to his studious attempts to adorn it; and above all, to his 
being an unsuccessful admirer of the lovely H— k (the Jessamy 
Bride), struck rudely upon the most sensitive part of Ms 
highly sensitive nature. The paragraph, it was said, was 
first pointed out to him by an officious friend, an Irishman, 
who told him he was bound in honor to resent it; but ho 
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needed no met prompting. He was in a Mgli state of excite- 
ment and indignation, and accompanied by his friend, who is 
said to have been a Captain Higgins, of the marines, he re- 
paired to Paternoster Eow, to the shop of Evans, the pub- 
lisher, whom he supposed to be the editor of the paper. Evans 
was summoned by his shopman from an adjoining room. 
Goldsmith announced his name. ‘‘I have called, ” added he, 

^ consequence of a scmTilous attack made upon me, and an 
unwarrantable liberty taken with the name of a young lady. 
As for myself, I care little ; but her name must not be sported 
with.” 

Evans professed utter ignorance of the matter, and said he 
would speak to the editor. He stooped to examine a file of 
the paper, in search of the ofensive article; whereupon Gold- 
smith’s friend gave him a signal, that now was a favorable 
moment for the exercise of his cane. The hint was taken as 
quick as given, and the cane was vigorously applied to the 
back of the stooping publisher. The latter rallied in an in- 
stant, and, being a stout, high-blooded Welshman, retmmed 
the blows with interest. A lamp hanging overhead was 
broken, and sent down a shower of oil upon the combatants ; 
but the battle raged with unceasing fury. The shopman ran 
oif for a constable ; but Dr. Kendrick, -who happened to be in 
the adjacent room, sallied forth, interfered between the com- 
batants, and put an end to the affray. He conducted Gold- 
smith to a coach, in exceedingly battered and tattered plight, 
and accompanied him home, soothing him •with much mock 
commiseration, though he was generally suspected, and on 
good grounds, to be the author of the libel. 

Evans immediately instituted a suit against Goldsmith for 
an assault, but was ultimately prevailed upon to compromise 
the matter, the poet contributing fifty pounds to the Welsh 
charity. 

Newspapers made themselves, as may well he supposed, ex- 
ceedingly merry with the combat. Some censured him severely 
for invading the sanctity of a man’s own house; others accused 
him of having, in his former capacity of editor of a maga- 
zine, been guilty of the very offences that he now resented in 
others. This drew from him the following vindication : 

the Public, 

''Lest it should be supposed that I have been ■\¥illing to 
correct in others an abuse of which I have been guilty myself. 
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I beg leave to declare, that, in all my life, I never wrote or 
dictated a single para..grapli, letter, or essay in a newspaper, 
except a few moral essays under tlie character of a Chinese, 
about ten years ago, in the Ledger^ and a letter, to which I 
signed my name in the SI James^ Chronicle. If the liberty of 
the press, therefore, has been abused, I have had no hand in it. 

have always considered the press as the protector of our 
freedom, as a watchful guardian, capable of uniting the weak 
against the encroachments of, power. What concerns the pub- 
lic most properly admits of a public discussion. But, of late, 
the press has turned from defending public interest to making 
inroads upon private life ; from combating the strong to over- 
whelming the feeble. No condition is now too obscure for its 
abuse, and the protector has become the tyrant of the people. 
In this manner the freedom of the press is beginning to sow 
the seeds of its own dissolution; the great must oppose it from 
principle, and the weak fi’om fear; till at last every rank of 
mankind shall be found to give up its benefits, content with 
security from insults. 

‘‘How to put a stop to this licentiousness, by which a.ll are 
indiscriminately abused, and by which vice consequently es- 
capes in the general censure, I am unable to tell ; all I could 
wish is that, as the law gives us no protection against the 
injury, so it should give caluminators no shelter after having 
provoked correction. The insults which we receive before the 
public, by being more open, are the more distressing; by 
treating them with silent contempt we do not pay a sufficient 
deference to the opinion of the world. By recurring to legal 
redress we too often expose the weakness of the . law, which 
only serves to increase our mortification by failing to relieve 
us. In short, every man should singly consider himself as the 
guardian of the liberty of the press, and, as far as his influence 
can extend, should endeavor to prevent its licentiousness be- 
coming at last the grave of its freedom. 

“ Oliver GrOLDSMTH.” 

Boswell, who had just arrived in town, met wdth this article 
in a newspaper which he fouh& at Dr. Johnson’s. The doctor 
was from home at the time, and Bozzy and Mrs. ‘Williams, in 
a critical conference over the letter, determined from the style 
that it must have been written by the lexicographer liimself. 
The latter on his return soon undeceived them. Sir, ” said he 
to Boswell, “ Goldsmith would no more have asked me to have 
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wrote such a thing as that for him, than he would have asked 
me to feed him with a spoon, or do anything else that denoted 
Ms imbecility. Sii', had he shown it to any one friend, he 
would not have been allowed to publish it. He has, indeed, 
done it very well; but it is a foolish thingwell done. I sup- 
pose he has been so much elated with the success of his new 
comedy, that he has thought everytliing that concerned him 
must be of importance to the pubMc.” 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 

BOSWELL IN HOLY WEEK— DINNEE AT OGLETHORPE’S— MNNEE 
AT PAOLI’S— THE POLICY OF TRUTH— GOLDSMITH AFFECTS IN- 
DEPENDENCE OF ROYALTY— PAOLL’S COMPLIMENT— JOHNSON’S 
EULOGIUM ON THE FIDDLE— QUESTION ABOUT SUICIDE— BOS- 
WELL’S SUBSERVIENCY. 

The return of Boswell to town to his task of noting down 
the conversations of Johnson enables us to glean from his 
journal some scanty notices of Groldsmith. It was now Holy 
Week, a time during w^Mch Johnson was particularly solemn 
in his manner and strict in Ms devotions. Boswell, who was 
the imitator of the great moralist in everything, assumed, of 
course, an extra devoutness on the present occasion. He had 
an odd mock solemnity of tone and manner,” said Miss Burney 
(afterward Madame D’Arblay), which he had acquired from 
constantly tMnldng and imitating Dr. ^Johnson. ” It would seem 
that he undertook to deal out some second-hand bomilies, d la 
Johnson, for the edification of Goldsmith dming Holy Week. 
The poet, whatever might be his religious feeling, had no dis- 
position to be schooled by so shallow an apostle. ‘‘Sir,” said 
he in reply, “ as I take my shoes from the shoemaker, and my 
coat from the tailor, so I take my religion from the priest.” 

Bosw’-ell treasured up the reply in his memory or his memo- 
randum book. A few days afterward, the 9th of April, he 
kept Good Friday with Dr. Johnson, in orthodox style ; hreak- 
fasted with liim on tea and crossbims; went to church with 
him morning and evening; fasted in the interval, qnd read 
with him in the Greek Testament: then, in the piety of his 
heart, complained of the sore rebutf he had. met with in the 
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course of his religious exhortations to the poet, and lamented 
tliat the latter should indulge in “this loose way of talkiiip- ” 
“Sir,” replied Johnson, “Goldsmith knows nothing-he has 
made up his mind about nothing.” 

Tins reply seems to have gi-atifled the lurking jealousy of 
Boswell, and he has recorded it in his journal. Johnson how- 
ever, vith respect to Goldsmith, and indeed with respect to 
e%"erybody else, blew hot as well as cold, according to the hu- 
mor he was in. Boswell, who was astonished and piqued at 
the continually increasing celebrity of the poet, observed some 
time after to Johnson, in a tone of surprise, that Goldsmith had 
acquired more fame than aU the officers of the last war who 
wore not generals. “Why, sir, ” answered Johnson, his old 
reeling of good-will working uppeimost, “you will find ten 
thousand fit to do what they did, before you find one to do 
what Goldsmith has done. You must consider that a thin®- is 
valued according to its rarity. A pebble that paves the street 
IS in itself more useful than the diamond upon a lady’s fin^'er ” 
On the 13th of April we find Goldsmith and Johnson at the 
table of old General Oglethorpe, discussing the question of the 
degeneracy of the human race. Goldsmith asserts the fact 
and attributes it to the influence of luxury. Johnson denies 
the fact ; and observes that, even admitting it, luxury could 
not be the cause. It reached but a smaU proportion of 
the hiiman race. Soldiers, on sixpence a day, could not in- 
S luxm-ies; the poor and laboring classes, forming the 
gieat mass of mankind, were out of its sphere. Wherever it 
could reach them, it strengthened them and rendered them 
f a t ®o?’^'ei'sation was not of particular force or point 
as loported by Boswell; the dinner party was a very smn]| 
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sation was evoijthing. used to judge Goldsmith too much h- 
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provided than himself with acquired facts, the ammunition of 
the tongue and often the mere lumber of the memory ; others, 
however, valued him for the native felicity of his thoughts, 
however carelessly expressed, and for certain good-fellow 
qualities, less calculated to dazzle than to endear. ^ ' It is amaz- 
ing,” said Johnson one day, after he himself had been talking 
like an oracle; it is amazing how little G-oldsmith knows; he 
seldom comes where he is not more ignorant than anyone 
else.” “Yet,” replied Sir Joshua Eeynolds, with affectionate 
promptness, “ there is no man whose company is more Wked.'^'^ 
Two or three days after the dinner at G-eneral Oglethorpe’s, 
Groidsmith met Johnson again at the table of General Paoli, 
the hero of Corsica. Martinelii, of Florence, author of an 
Italian History of England, was among the guests; as was 
Boswell, to whom w^e are indebted for minutes of the conversa- 
tion which took place. The question was debated whether 
Hartinelli should continue his history down to that day. ^ ‘ To 
be sure he should,” said Goldsmith. “No, sir;” cried Johnson, 
“it would give great ofence. He would have to tell of almost 
all the living great what they did not wish told.” Goldsmith. 
—“It may, perhaps, be necessary for a native to be more cau- 
tious ; but a foreigner, who comes among us without prejudice, 
may be considered as holding the. place of a judge, and may 
speak his mind freely.” Johnson. — “ Sir, a foreigner, when he 
sends a work from the press, ought to be on his giigfiixi against 
catching the error and mistaken enthusiasm of tke people 
among ivhom lie happens to be.” Goldsmith.— “ Sir, he "wants 
only to sell his history, and to tell truth; one an honest, the 
other a laudable motive.” Johnson. — “ Sir, they are both 
laudable motives. . It is laudable in a man to wish to live by 
his labors ; but he should wiite so as he niay Iwe by them, not 
so as he may foe knocked on the head. I would advise Mm to 
be at Calais before he publishes his Mstory of the present age. 
A feeigner who attaches himself to a political party in this 
country is in the worst state that can be imagined; he is looked 
upon as a mere intermeddler. A native may do it from inter- 
est.” Boswell. — “Ox* principle.” Goldsmith.— “There are 
people who tell a hundred political lies every day, and are not 
hurt by it. Surely, then, one may tell truth with perfect 
safety.” Johnson. — “ Why, sir, in the first place, he who tells 
a hundred lies has disarmed the force of his lies. But, besides, 
a man had rather have a hundred lies told of him than one 
truth which he does not wish to be told.” Goldsmith. — For 
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my part, I’d tell the truth, and shame the devil.” Johnson.-— 
''Yes, sir, but the devil will be angry. I wish to shame the 
devil as much as you do, but I should choose to be out of the 
reach of his claws.” Goldsmith.—-" His claws can do you no 
hurt where you have the shield of truth.” 

This last reply was one of Goldsmith’s lucky hits, and closed 
the argument in his favor. 

" We talked,” writes Boswell, " of the king’s coming to see 
Goldsmith’s new play.” "I wish he would,” said Goldsmith, 
adding, however, with an affected indifference, "Not that it 
would do me the least good.” "Well, then,” cried Johnson, 
laugiiing, " let us say it would do Mm good. No, sir, this affec- 
tation will not pass; it is mighty idle. In such a state as ours, 
who would not wish to please the chief magistrate?” 

" I do wish to please him, ” rejoined Goldsmith. ' ' I remem- 
ber a line in Dryden: 

‘And every poet is the monarch’s friend,’ 

it ought to be reversed.” "Nay,” said Johnson, "there are 
finer hues in Dryden on this subject: 

‘For colleges on bounteoiivS kings depend, 

And never rebel was to arts a friend.’ ” 

General Paoli observed that "successful rebels might be.” 
"Happy rebellions,” interjected Martinelii. "We have no 
such phrase, ” cried Goldsmith. ' ‘ But have you not the thing?” 
asked Paoli. ' ' Yes, ” replied Goldsmith, ' ' all our happy revo- 
lutions. They have hurt our constitution, and imll hurt it, till 
we mend it by another happy revolution. ” This was a sturdy 
sally of Jacobitism that quite surprised Boswell, but must have 
Deen relished by Johnson. 

General Paoli mentioned a passage in the play, which had 
been construed into a compliment to a lady of distinction, 
whose marriage with the Duke of Cumberland had excited the 
strong disapprobation of the king as a mesaillance. Boswell, 
to draw Goldsmith out, pretended to think the compliment 
unintentional. The poet smiled and hesitated. The general 
came to his relief. "Monsieur Goldsmith,” said he, "est 
comme la mer, qui jette des perles et beaucoup d’autres belles 
choses, sans s’en appercevoir” (Mr. Goldsmith is like the sea, 
which casts forth pearls and many other beautiful things with- 
out perceiving it). 

"Tres-bien dit, et tres-elegamment” (very well said, and 
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very elegantly) , exclaimed Goldsmith ; delighted with so bean- 
tiful a compliment from such a quarter. 

Johnson spoke disparagingly of the learning of a Mr. HarriSj 
of Salisbury, and doubted his being a good Grecian. “ He 
is what is much better,” cried Goldsmith, with prompt good- 
nature, “he is a worthy, humane man. ” “ Nay, sir, ” rejoined 
the logical Johnson, “that is not to the purpose of our argii- 
merit ; that will prove that he can play upon the fiddle as well 
as Giardini, as that he is an eminent Grecian,” Goldsmith 
found he had got into a scrape, and seized upon Giardini to 
help him out of it. “The greatest musical performers,” said 
he, dexterously turning the conversation, “ have but small 
emoluments ; Giardini, I am told, does not get above seven 
hundred a year.” “ That is indeed but little for a man to get,” 
obseiwed Johnson, “ who does best that which so many endea- 
vor to do. There is nothing, I think, in which the power of 
art is- shown so much as in playing on the fiddle. In all other 
things we can do something at first. Any man will forge a 
bar of iron, if you give him a hammer; not so well as a smith, 
but tolerably. A man ‘will saw a j^iece of wood, and make a 
box, though a clumsy one ; but give him a fiddle and fiddlestick, 
and he can do nothing.” 

This, upon the whole, though reported by the one-sided Bos- 
well, is a tolerable specimen of the conversations of Goldsmith 
and Johnson; the former heedless, often illogical, always on 
the kind-hearted side of the question, and prone to redeem him- 
self by lucky hits ; the latter closely argumentative, studiously 
sententious, often profomid, and sometimes laboriously pro^ 
saic. ■ 

They had an argument a few days later at Mr. Thrale’s table, 
on the subject of suicide. “Do you think, sir,” said Boswell, 
“that all who commit suicide are nmd?” “ Sir,” replied John- 
son, “they are not often universally disordered in their intel- 
lects, but one passion presses so upon them that they yield to 
it, and commit suicide, as a passionate man will stab another. 

I have often thought,” added he, “ that after a man has taken 
the resolution to kill himself, it is not courage in him to do 
any tiling, however desperate, because he has nothing to fear.” 
“ I don’t see that,” observed Goldsmith. “Kay, but, my dear 
sir,” rejoined Johnson, “why should you not see wdiat every 
one else does?” “It is,” replied Goldsmith, “for fear of some- 
thing that he has resolved to kill himself; and will not that 
timid disposition restrain him?” “It does not signify,” pur- 
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sued Johnson, “that the fear of something made him resolve 5 
it is upon the state of his mind, after the resolution is taken, 
that I argue. Suppose a man either from fear, or pride, or 
conscience, or whatever motive, has resolved to Idll himself; 
when once the resolution is taken he has nothing to fear. He 
may then go and take the King of Prussia by the nose at the 
head of his army. He cannot fear the rack who is determined 
to kill himself.” Boswell reports no more of the discussion, 
though Goldsmith might have continued it with advantage: 
for the very timid disposition, which through fear of some- 
thing, was impelling the man to commit suicide, might restrain 
him from an act, involving the punishment of the rack, more 
terrible to him than death itself. 

It is to be regretted in all these reports by Boswell, we have 
scarcely anything but the remarks of Johnson; it is only by 
accident that he now and then gives us the observations of 
others, when they are necessary to explain or set off those of 
his hero. “When in that presence ^^'' Miss Burney, “he 
■was unobservant, if not contemptuous of every one else. In 
truth, when he met with Dr. Johnson, he commonly forbore, 
even answering anything that was said, or attending to any- 
thing that went forward, lest he should miss the smallest sound 
from that voice, to which he paid such exclusive, though mer- 
ited homage. But the moment that voice burst forth, the atten- 
tion which it excited on Mr. Boswell amounted almost to pain. 
His eyes goggled with eagerness ; he leaned his ear almost on 
the shoulder of the doctor; and his mouth dropped open to 
catch every syllable that might be uttered; nay, he seemed 
not only to dread losing a word, but to be anxious not to miss 
a breathing; as if hoping from it latently, or mystically, some 
information.” 

On one occasion the Doctor detected Boswell, or Bozzy, as 
he called him, eavesdropping behind his chair, as he was con- 
versing with Miss Burney at Mr. Thrale’s table. “ W^hat are 
you doing there, sir?” cried he, turning round angiily, and 
clapping his hand upon his knee. “ Go to the table, sir.” 

Boswell obeyed with an air of affright and submission, which 
raised a smile on every face. Scarce had he taken his seat, 
however, at a distance, than impatient to get again at the side 
of Johnson, he rose and was running off in quest of something 
to sliow him, when the doctor roared after him authoritatively, 

“ What are you thinking of, sir? Why do you get up before 
the cloth is removed? Come back to your place, sir;”-— and 


-o 1 at toe same time to re^tooV . pursir 

^is 

-Xo:c'oXa‘S“»« 

Sf '^i i S °°4v““ 4 °“ Tom ■ 

“mtrh^,- to trouble vo77 « <<0- „ ’ are so 

-you ha™ CtS SpS ■??^" ron’.SStJ"^-^'^, 

““-t 

mortification to his fafha to foad was a sore 

fleeki j j , ^^™er, the old lairrt nf a 7 cause of 

he’s olrt''thJl™s ?° y“" ’»<>«! He’s d™f 

M do yTu S tT‘’‘”«.*”’““'<"l «t a S4,r.'" “! 

«. 4a,‘t^4d ?r 

We‘S*?‘>'’” '’ “ “0 

•le Ohh^e’SlSpr.Jdtr ““ ^»««oa .o 


CHAPTER XL. 


xjl,Xt 

changes in the LITEKAE V nr rrr, 

®XCK~BLEcriON 



228 OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 

Joshua Reynolds was speaking of it to Garrick. “I like it 
much,” said little David, briskly; “I think I shall be of you.” 
“ "When Sir Joshua mentioned this to Dr. Johnson,” says Bos- 
well, “he was much displeased with the actor’s conceit. 
‘iTe’Zi he of Ksf ’growled he. ‘How does he know we will 
2 }evmlt him? The first duke in England has no right to hold 
such language.’ ” 

When Sir John Hawkins spoke favorably of Garrick’s pre- 
tensions, “Sir,” repHed Johnson, “he will distui-b us by his 
buffoonery.” In the same spirit he declared to Mr. Thrale 
that if Gamck should apply for admissiffiSf he would black-bali 
him. “ Who, sir?” exclaimed Thrale, with surprise; “Mr. Gar- 
rick — your friend, your companion — black-ball him !” “ Why 
sh,” replied Johnson, “I love my little David dearly-better 
than all or any of his flatterers do; but surely one ought to sit 
in a society like ours, 

“ ‘Unelbowed by a gamester, pimp, or player.’ ” 


^ The exclusion from the club was a sore mortification to Gar- 
rick, though he bore it without complaining. He could not 
help continually to ask (^[uestions about it — what was goin^ on 
there-whether he was ever the subject of conversation Bv 
degrees the rigor of the club relaxed: some of the membera 
grew neghgent Beauclerc lost his right of membership bv 
neglecting to attend. On his mandage, however, with Ladv 
Diana Spencer, daughter of the Duke of Marlborough and 
recently divorced from Viscount Bolingbroke, he had claimed 
and regained his seat in the club. The number of members 
had hkemse been augmented. The proposition to increase it 
originated with Goldsmith. “Itwould give,”ho thou-ht “an 
agreeable variety to their meetings; for there can be\othing 
pew among us,” said he; “ we have travelled over each other’S 
mmds. Johnson was piqued at the suggestion. “Sir ” said 
he, ‘‘you have not travelled over my mind, I promise’vo^” 
Sii Joshua, less confident in the exhaustless fecundity of his 
mind, felt and acknowledged the force of Goldsmith’s sug"-est- 
mn Several new members, therefore, had been added'-' 'the 
firat, to his great joy, was David Garrick. Goldsmith \So 
was nowon cordial terms with him, had zealously pronioted 
fes election, and Johnson had given it his w^arm approbation 
Another new member was Beauclere’s friend. Lord ChaHe- 
mont; and a stiU more important one was Mr., afterward Sh 
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William Jones, the famous Orientalist, at that time a yoiii 
lawyer of the Temple and a distinguished scholar. 

To the great astonishment of the club, Johnson now propose 
his devoted follower, Boswell, as a member. He did it in 
note addressed to Goldsmith, who presided on the evening c 
the 23d of April. The nomination was seconded by BeaiicJerc 
According to the rules of the club, the ballot would take plao 
at the next meeting (on the 80th) ; there was an intervening 
week, therefore, in which to discuss the pretensions of the can 
didate. We may easily imagine the discussions that took 
place. Boswell had made himself absurd in such a variety oi 
ways, that the very idea of his admission was exceedingly irk*^ 
some to some of the members. ‘‘‘The honor of being elected 
into the Turk’s Head Club,” said the Bishop of St. Asaph, “is 
not inferior to that of being representative of Westminster and 
Surrey;” what had Boswell done to merit such an honor? what 
chance had he ot gaining it? The answer was simple : he had 
been the persevering worshipper, if not sycophant of Johnson. 
The great lexicographer had a heart to be won by apparent af- 
fection ; he stood forth authoritatively in support of his vassal. 
If asked to state the merits of the candidate, he summed them 
up in an indefinite but comprehensive word of his own coining; 
he was dubable. He moreover gave significant hints that if 
Boswell were kept out he should oppose the admission of any 
other candidate. No further opposition was made; in fact 
none of the members had been so fastidious and exclusive in 
regard to the club as Johnson himself; and if he were pleased, 
they were easily satisfied; besides, they knew that with all Ms 
faults, Boswell was a cheerful companion, and possessed lively 
social qualities. 

On Friday, when the ballot was to take place, Beauclerc 
gave a dinner, at Ms house in the xldelphi, where Boswell met 
several of the members who were favorable to his election, 
ikfter dinner the latter adjourned to the club, leaving Boswell 
in company with Lady Hi Beauclerc until the fate of his elect- 
ion >sliouM be known. He sat, he says, in a state of anxiety 
which even the charming conversation of Lady Bi could not 
entii‘ely dissipate. It was not long before tidings were brought 
of his election, and he was conducted to the place of meeting, 
where, beside the company he had met at dinner, Burke, Dr. 
Nugent, Garrick, Goldsmith, and Mr. William Jones were 
waiting to receive him. The club, notwithstanding all its 
learned dignity in the eyes of the world, could at times ‘ ‘ um 
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bend and plaj^ the fool ” as -well as less important bodies. 
Some of its jocose conversations have at times leaked out, and 
a society in which Goldsmith could venture to sing his song of 
“an old woman tossed in a blanket,” could not be so very staid 
in its gravity. We may suppose, therefore, the jokes that had 
been passing among the members while awaiting the arrival of 
Boswell. Beauclerc himself could not have repressed his dis- 
position for a sarcastic pleasantry. At least we have a right to 
presume all this from the conduct of Dr. Johnson himself. 

With all his gravity he possessed a deep fund of quiet hu- 
mor, and felt a kind of whimsical responsibility to protect the 
club from the absurd propensities of the very questionable 
associate he had thus inflicted on them. Eising, therefore, as 
Boswell entered, he advanced 'with a very doctorial air, placed 
himself behind a chair, on which he leaned as on a desk or pul- 
pit, and then dehvered, ex cathedra^ a mock solemn charge, 
pointing out the conduct expected from him as a good member 
of the club ; what he was to do, and especially what he was to 
avoid; including in the latter, no doubt, all those petty, pry- 
ing, questioning, gossiping, babbling habits which had so often 
grieved the spirit of the lexicographer. It is to be regretted 
that Boswell has never thought proper to note down the par- 
ticulars of this charge, which, from the well known characters 
and positions of the parties, might have furnished a parallel to 
the noted charge of Launcelot Gobbo to his dog. 


CHAPTER XLI. 

mmmi at billy’s— conversations on natural history— in- 
termeddling OF BOSWELL — DISPUTE ABOUT TOLERATION — 
JOHNSON’S REBUFF TO GOLDSMITH— HIS APOLOGY— MAN-W'OR- 
SHIP — DOCTORS MAJOR AND MINOR — A FAREWELL VISIT. 

A FEW days after the serio-comic scene of the elevation of 

BosweU into the Literary Club, we find that indefatigable 
biographer giving particulars of a dinner at the Dillys, book- 
sellers, in the Poultry, at which he met Goldsmith and John- 
son, with several other literary characters. His anecdotes of 
the conversation, of course, go to glorify Dr. Johnson; for, as 
he observes in Ins biography, “ his conversation alone, or what 
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led to it, or was interwoven with it, is the business of thii 
work.” Still on the present, as on other occasions, he givej 
luiiiitentional and perhaps unavoidable gleams of Goldsmith’^ 
good sense, which show that the latter only wanted a less pre* 
Jiidiced and more impartial reporter, to put down tlie charge of 
colloquial incapacity so unjustly fixed upon him. The conver- 
sation turned upon the natural history of birds, a beautiful 
subject, on which the poet, from his recent studies, his habits I 
of observation, and his natural tastes, must have talked with 
instruction and feeling; yet, though we have much of what 
Johnson said, we have only a casual remark or two of Gold- 
smith. One was on the migration of swallows, which he pro- 
nounced partial; ''The stronger ones,” said he, "migrate, the 
others do not. ” 

Johnson denied to the brute creation the faculty of reason. 
"Birds,” said he, "build by instinct; they never improve; 
they build their first nest as well as any one they ever build.” 
" Yet we see,” observed Goldsmith, " if you take away a bird’s 
nest with the eggs in it, she will make a slighter nest and lay 
again.” " Sir'” replied Johnson, "that is because at first she 
has full time, and makes her nest deliberately. In the case 
you mention, she is pressed to lay, and must, therefore, make 
her nest quickly, and consequently it Aviii be slight.” "The 
nidifieation of birds,” rejoined Goldsmith, "is what is least 
known in natural history, though one of the most curious 
things in it.” While conversation was going on in this placid, 
agreeable and instructive manner, the eternal meddler and 
busy-body Boswell, must intrude, to put it in a brawl. The 
DiUys were dissenters; two of their guests were dissenting 
clergymen ; another, Mr. Toplady, was a clergyman of the 
established chimch. ^hnson, himself, A^'as a zealous, uncom- 
promising churchman. None hut a marplot like Boswell w^ould 
have thought, on such an occasion, and in such eompaiiy, to 
broach the subject of religious toleration; but, as has been 
well observed, " it was his pervei’se inclination to introduce 
subjects that he hoped would produce difrcrence and debate.” 
In this present instance he gained his |.)oint. An animated 
dispute immediately arose, in which, according to Boswell’s 
report, Johnson monopolized the greater part of the conversa- 
tion; not always treating the dissenting clergymen with the 
greatest courtesy, and even once wounding the feelings of the 
mild and amiable Bonnet Langton by his harshness. 

Goldsmith mingled a little in the dispute and with some ad- 
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•vantage, but was cut short by fiat contradictions when most 
io the right. He sat for a time silent but inii^aiient imder 
such overbearing dogmatism, though Boswell, with his usual 
misinterpretation, attributes liis ‘‘restless agitation'’ to a wish 
to g(A 'in and shine. “Finding himself excluded,” continues 
Boswell, ‘‘ he had taken his hat to go away, but remained for a 
time with it in his hand, like a gamester, who, at the end of a 
long night, lingers for a little while to see if he can have a 
favorable opportunity to finish with success.” Once he vvas 
beginning to speak when he was overpowered by the loud 
voice of Johnson, who was at the opposite end of the table, and 
did not perceive his attempt ; whereupon he threw down, sis it 
were, his hat and his aTgiiment, and, darting an angTy glance 
at Johnson, exclaimed in a bitter tone, “ Tahe 
Just then one of the disputants -was beginning to speak, 
when Johnson uttering some sound, as if about to interrupt 
him, Goldsmith, according to Boswell, seized the opportunity 
to vent his own envy and spleen under pretext of supporting 
another person. “Sir,” said he to Johnson, “ the gentleman 
has heard you patiently for an hour ; pray allow us now to 
hear him.” It was a reproof in the lexicographer’s own style, 
and he may have felt that he merited it; but he was not 
accustomed to be reproved. “Sir,” said he, sternly, “I was 
not interrupting the gentleman; I was only giving him a 
signal of my attention. Sir, you are miperiinent. ” Goldsmith 
made no reply, but after some time went away, having an- 
other engagement. 

That evening, as Boswell was on the way with Johnson and 
Langton to the club, he seized the occasion to make some dis- 
paraging remarks on Goldsmith, which he thought -would just 
then be acceptable to the great lexicographer. “It was a 
pity,” he said, “that Goldsmith would, on every occasion, 
endeavor to shine, by which he so often exposed himself.” 
Langton contrasted him with Addison, who, content with the 
fame of Ms writings, acknowledged himself unfit for conversa- 
tion ; and on being taxed by a lady with silence in company, 
replied, “ Madam, I have but nine pence in ready money, but 
I can draw for a thousand pounds.” To this Boswell rejoined 
that Goldsmith had a great deal of gold in Ms cabinet, but was 
alwa^’-s taking out Ms purse. “Yes, sir,” chuckled Johnson, 
“and that so often an empty purse.” 

By this time Johnson arrived at the club, however, Ms angry 
feelings had subsided, and Ms native generosity and sense of 
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justice had got t'he uppermost. He found GoMf^mlth in com- 
pany -with Burke, Garrick, and other members, but sitting 
silent and apart, '‘brooding,” as Boswell says, "over the 
reprimand he had receiTed.” Johnson’s good heart yearned to- 
ward hiiii; and knowing his placable nature, “ I’ll make Gold- 
smith forgive me,” whispered he; then, v/ith a loud voice, 
"Dr. Goldsmith,” said he, “ something jmssed to-day %?here 
you and I dined—I ash your pardon. ” The ire of the poet was 
extinguished in an instant, and his gi'atef ul aifection for the 
magnanimous though sometimes overbearfng moralist rushed 
to his heart. "It must be much from you, sir, ” said he, " that 
I take ill!” “And so,” adds Boswell, "the difference wus 
over, and they were on as easy terms as ever, and Goldsmith 
rattled away as usual.” We do not think these stories tell to 
the poet’s disadvantage, even though related by Boswell. 

Goldsmith, with ail his modesty, could not be ignoiant of 
his proper merit; and must have felt annoyed at times at 
being undervalued and elbowed aside by light-minded or dull 
men, in their blind and exclusive homage to the literary auto- 
crat. It was a fine reproof he gave to Boswell on one occasion, 
for talking of Johnston as entitled to the honor of exclusive 
superiority. “Sir, you are for making a monarchy wdiat 
should be a rej)ubiic.” On another occasion, when he wuis con- 
versing in company with great vivacity, and apparently to the 
satisfaction of those around him, an honest Swuss, wdio rat 
near, one George Michael Moser, keeper of the Eoyal Acad- 
emy, perceiving Dr, Johnson rolling himself as if about to 
speak, exclaimed, “Stay, stay ! Toctor Shonson is g;oiiig to 
say something.” “ And are you sure, sir,” replied Goldsmith, 
sharply, ‘ ' that you can comprehend what he says?” 

This clever rebuke, which gives the main zest to the anec- 
dote, is omitted by Boswell, who probably did not perceive the 
point of it. 

He relates another anecdote of the kind, on the authority of 
Johnson himself. The latter and Goldsmith were one evening 
in company with the Eev, George Graham, a master of Eton, 
who, not-withstanding the sobriety of Ms cloth, had got intoxi- 
cated "to about the pitch of looking at one man and talking 
to another.” " Doctor,” cried he in an ecstacy of devotion and 
good-will, but goggling by mistake upon Goldsmith, " I should 
be glad to see you at Eton.” “I shall be glad to wait upon 
you,” replied Goldsmith. “No, no!” cried the other eagerly, 
“’tis not you I mean, Doctor Minor ^ ’tis Doctor Ma]or there.” 
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You may easily conceive,” said Johnson in relating the anec- 
dote, '‘what effect this had upon Goldsmith, who was irascible 
as a hornet.” The only comment, however, which he is said 
to have made, partakes more of quaint and dry humor than 
bitterness: “That Graham,” said he, “ is enough to make one 
commit suicide.” What more could be said to express the in- 
tolerable nuisance of a consummate bore % 

We have now given the last scenes between Goldsmith and 
Johnson which stand recorded by Boswell. The latter called 
on the poet a few days after the dinner at Billy’s, to take 
leave of him prior to departing for Scotland ; yet, even in this 
last interview, he contrives to get up a charge of “jealousy 
and envy.” Goldsmith, he would fain persuade us, is very 
angry that Johnson is going to travel with him in Scotland ; 
and endeavors to persuade him that he will be a dead weight 
“ to lug along through the Highlands and Hebrides. ” Any one 
else, knowing the character and habits of Johnson, would 
have thought the same ; and no one but Boswell would have 
supposed his office of bear-leader to the ursa major a thing to 
be envied.*^ 


* One of Peter Pindar’s (Dr. Wolcot) most amusing d’ e&pHt is his congratu- 
latory epistle to Boswell on this toui-, of which we subjoin a few lines. 

0 Bosw’ell, Bozzy, Bruce, whate’er thy name, 

Thou mightj” shark for anecdote and fame; 

Thou jackal, leading lion Johnson forth, 

To eat M‘Phersou ’midst his native north ; 

To frighten grave professors with his roar, 

And shake the Hebrides from shore to shore. 


Bless’d be thy labors, most adventurous Bozzy, 

Bold rival of Sir John and Dame Piozzi; 

Heavens! wuth what laurels shall thy head be crown’d! 
A grove, a forest, shall thy ears surround! 

Yes! w^hilst the Rambler shall a comet blaze, 

And gild a world of darkness with his rays, 

Thee, too, that world with wonderment shall 
A lively, bouncing cracker at his tail 1 
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CHAPTEB XLIL 

PEGJEOT OF A DICTIONARY OF ARTS AND SCIENCES-DISAPPOINT- 
MENT—NEGLIGENT AUTHORSHIP-APPLICATION FOR A PENSION 
—BEATTIE’S ESSAY ON TRUTH— PUBLIC ADULATION— A HIGH- 
MINDED REBUKE. 

The work wliich Goldsmith had still in hand being already 
paid for, and the money gone, some new scheme must be de- 
vised to provide for the past and the futoe— for impending 
debts which threatened to crush him, and expenses which 
were continually increasing. He now projected a work of 
greater compass than any he had yet undertaken ; a Diction- 
ary of Arts and Sciences on a comprehensive scale, which was 
to occupy a number of volumes. For this he received promises 
of assistance from sevei^al powerful hands. Johnson was to 
contribute an article on ethics; Burke, an abstract of his 
“ Essay on the Sublime and Beautiful,” an essay on the Berk- 
leyan system of philosophy, and others on iiolitical science; 
Sir Joshua Eeynolds, an essay on painting; and Garrick, while 
he undertook on his own part to furnish an essay on acting, 
engaged Dr. Burney to contribute an article on music. Here 
was a great array of talent positively engaged, w’hile other 
writers of eminence were to he sought for the various depart- 
ments of science. Goldsmith was to edit the whole. An un- 
dertaking of this kind, while it did not incessantly task and 
exhaust his inventive powers by original composition, would 
give agreeable and profitable exercise to his taste and judg- 
ment in selecting, compiling, and arranging, and he calculated 
to diffuse over the whole the acknowledged graces of his style. 

He drew up a prospectus of the plan, which is said by Bishop 
Percy, who saw it, to have been -written with uncommon 
abihty, and to have had that perspicuity and elegance for 
wtuch his writings are remarkable. This paper, unfortu- 
nately, is no longer in existence. 

Goldsmith’s expectations, always sanguine respecting any 
new plan, were raised to an extraordinary height by the pre- 
sent project; and well they might be, when we consider the 
powerful coadjutors already pledged. They were doomed, 
however, to complete disappointment. Davies, the bibliopole 
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of Eusseil Street, lets us into the secret of this failure. ‘'The 
boolcscllers,” said he, “notwithstanding they had a Tory good 
opinion of his abilities, yet were startled at the buJI^, import- 
ance, and expense of so great an undertaking, the fate of 
■which was to depend upon the industry of a man with whose 
indulcnce of temper and method of procrastination they had 
long been acquainted,” 

Goldsmith certainly gave reason for some such distrust by 
the heedlessness with which he conducted his literary under- 
talcings. Those unfinished, but paid for, would be suspended 
to make way for some job that was to provide for present ne- 
cessities. Those thus hastily taken up w- ould be as hastily exe- 
cuted, and the wdiole, however pressing, 'would be shoved aside 
and left “ at loose ends,” on some sudden call to social enjoy- 
ment or recreation. 

Cradock tells us that on one occasion, when Goldsmith was 
hard at work on his Natural History, he sent to Dr. Percy and 
himself, entreating them to finish some pages of his wmrk 
which lay upon his table, and for wliich the press was urgent, 
he being detained by other engagements at Windsor. They 
met by appointment at his chambers in the Temple, where they 
found evei*y thing in disorder, and costly books lying scattered 
about on the tables and on the door; many of the books on 
natural history which he had recently consulted lay open 
among uncorrected proof-sheets. The subject in hand, and 
from which he had suddenly broken off, related to birds. 
“Do you know anything about birds?” asked Dr. Percy, smil- 
ing. *“ Not an atom,” replied Cradock: “do you?” “Not I! I 
scarcely know a goose from a swan: however, let us try w^hat 
we can do.” They set to work and completed their friendly 
task. Goldsmith, however, when he came to revise it, made 
such alterations that they could neither of them recognize their 
own share. The engagement at Windsor, which had tlius 
caused Goldsmith to break off suddenly from his multifarious 
engagemeiits, was a paity of pleasure Avith some literary ladies. 
Another anecdote was current, illustrative of the carelessness 
with Avhich he executed Avorks requiring accuracy and re- 
search. On the 22d of June he had receiA^ed payment in ad- 
vance for a Grecian History in two A-olumes, though only one 
was finished. As he Avas pushing on doggedly at the second 
volume. Gibbon, the historian, called in. “You are the man 
of all others I wish to see,” cried the poet, glad to be saA^ed the 
trouble of reference to his books. “What was the name of 
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that Indian king who gave Alexander the Great so much 
trouble?” “Montezuma,” replied Gibbon, sportively. The 
heedless author was about committing the name to paper with- 
out reflection, when Gibbon pretended to recollect himself, 
and gave the true name, Poms, 

This story, very probably, was a sportive exaggeration ; but 
it was a multiplicity of anecdotes like this and the preceding 
one, some true and some false, which had imi3aired the confi- 
dence of booksellers in Goldsmith, as a man to be relied on for 
a task requiidngmde and accurate research/and close and 
long-continued application. The project of the Universal 
Dictionary, therefore, met with no encouragement, and fell 
through. 

The failure of this scheme, on which he had built such spa- 
cious hopes, sank deep into Goldsmith’s heart. He was still 
further grieved and mortified by Mie failure of an effort made 
by some of his friends to obtain fpr him a pension from gov- 
ernment. There had been a talk of the disposition of the min- 
istry to extend the bounty of the crown to distinguished liter- 
axy men in pecuniary difficulty, without regard to their politi- 
cal creed : when the merits and claims of Goldsmith, however, 
were laid before them, they met no favor. The sin of sturdy 
independence lay at liis door. He had refused to become a 
ministerial hack when offez-ed a carte blanche by Parson Scott, 
the cabinet emissary. The wondering parson had left him in 
poverty and ^'his garret, and there the ministiy were dis- 
posed to suffer him to I'emain, 

In the meantime Dr, Beattie comes out with his “Essay on 
Truth, ” and all the orthodox world are thrown into a paroxysm 
of contagious ecstasy. He is cried up as the great champion 
of Christianity against the attacks of modern philosophers and 
infidels ; he is feted and flattered in every way. He receives 
at Oxfoi'd the honorary degree of doctor of civil law, at the 
same time vfith Sir Joshua Eeynolds. The king sends for him. 
praises his “Essay,” and gives him a pension of two hundred 
pounds. 

Goldsmith feels more acutely the denial of a pension to him- 
self when one has thus been given unsolicited to a man he 
might without vanity consider so much Ms inferior. He was 
not one to conceal his feelings. “Here’s such a stir,” said he 
^one day at Thrale’s table, “about a fellow that has written 
" one book, and I have written so many 1” 

“ A-h, doctor!” exclaimed Johnson, in one of his caustic 
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moods, there go two and forty sixpences, you know, to one 
^nea. lius is one of the cuts at poor Goldsmith in which 
Johnson went contrary to head and heart in his love for sav 
mg what is called a “good thing.” No one knew better than 
himselt the comparative superiority of the writings of Gold- 

snuth; but the jmgle of the sixpences and the guinea was not 
to be resisted. 

“Everybody,” exclaimed Mrs. Thrale, “loves Dr 
but Goldsimt^ who says he cannot bear the sight of so much 
applause they all bestow upon him. Did he not tell L 
nLt“l” ^^^uld beUeve he was so exceedingly ill- 

He told them so himself because he was too open and unre 
served to disuse his feelings, and because he really comM 
ered the praise lavished on Beattie extravagant as il 

Itwa. an, of 00. do™ to 

Sir^£b!TT' annoyance, he foimd his friend 

Sir Joshua Reynolds, joinmg in the universal adulation He 

^ portrait of Beattie decked in the d^! 

tor b robes in which he had figured at Oxford, with the “Essay 

Sik ™ side 

while Voltaire figured as one of the demons of infidelitv so 

phistry, and falsehood, driven into utter darkness. 

Goldsmith had known Voltaire in early life; he had been bit! 

admirer and his biographer; he gi-ieved to find him receivins- 

sucii an insult from the classic pencil of his friend “It is nrf 

worthy of you,” said he to Sir Joshua, “tflSse so htht 

fnd^bL‘^1 'W'riter as Beattie. Beattie 

and his book iviU be forgotten in ten yearn, while VoltSrS 

fame wiU last forever. Take care it does not peietuate tW« 
pictare to the shame of such a man as you.” This noble anrl 
high-minded rebuke is the only instance on recorrl nf <i 
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CHAPTER XLIIL 

TOIL WITHOUT HOPE— THE POET IN THE GREEN-ROOM— IN THE 
FLOWER GARDEN— AT TAUXHALL— DISSIPATION WITHOUT GAY- 
ETY— CRADOCK IN TOWN— FRIENDLY SYMPATHY— A PARTING 
SCENE— AN INVITATION TO PLEASURE. 

Thwarted in the plans and disappointed in the hopes which 
had recently cheered and animated him, Goldsmith foimd 
labor at his half -finished tasks doubly irksome from the cons#!- 
entiousness that the completion of tlxem could not julieve him 
from his pecuniary embarrassments. His impaired health, 
also, rendered him less capable than formerly of sedentary 
application, and continual perplexities disturbed the flow of 
thought necessary for original composition. He lost his usual 
gayety and good-humor, and became, at times, peevish and 
irritable. Too proud of spiiit to seek sympathy or relief from 
his friends, for the pecuniary difficulties he had brought upon 
himself by his errors and extravagance; and unwilling, per- 
haps, to make known their amount, he buried his cares and 
anxieties in his own bosom, and endeavored in company to 
keep up his usual air of gayety and miconcern. This gave his 
conduct an appearance of fitfulness and caprice, varying sud- 
denly from moodiness to mirth, and from silent gravity to 
shallow laughter ; causing surprise and ridicule in those who 
were not aware of the sickness of heart which lay beneath. 

His poetical reputation, too, was sometimes a disadvantage 
to him ; it drew upon him a notoriety which he was not always 
in the mood or the vein to act up to. Good heavens, Mr. 
Foote,” exclaimed an actress at the Haymarket theatre, ‘‘what 
a humdrum kind of a man Dr. Goldsmith appears in our green- 
room compared with the figure he makes in his poetry !” “ The 
reason of that, madam,” replied Foote, “is because the muses 
are better company than the players.” 

Beaiiclerc’s letters to his friend, Lord Charlemont, -who was 
absent in Ii*elancl, give us now and then an indication of the 
whereabout of the poet during the present j’^ear. “I have 
been but once to the club since you left England,” writes he; 

“ we were entertained, as usual, with Goldsmith’s absurdity.” 
With Beauclerc everything was abvsurd that was not polished 
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and pointed. In another letter he threatens, unless Lord 
Charlemont returns to England, to bring over the whole club, 
and let them loose upon him to drive him home by their pecu- 
liar habits of annoyance— Johnson shall spoil Ms books; Gold- 
smith shall pull his floivers; and last, and most intolerable of 
all, Boswell shall— talk to him. It would appear that the poet, 
who had a passion for dowers, was apt to pass much of his 
time in the garden when on a visit to a country seat, much to 
the detriment of the flower-beds and the despair of the gar- 
dener. 

Tlio summer wore heavily away with Goldsmith, ne had 
not Ills usual solace of a country retreat; his health was im- 
paired and his spirits depressed. Sh* Joshua Eeynolds, who 
perceived the state of his mind, kindly gave him much of his 
company. In the course of their interchange of thought, 
Goldsmith suggested to Mm the story of IJgolino, as a subject 
for his pencil. The painting founded on it remains a memento 
of their friendship. 

On the 4th of August we find them together at Yauxhall; at 
that time a place in high vogue, and which had once been to 
Goldsmith a scene of Oriental splendor and delight. We have, 
in fact, m the ‘^Citizen of the World,” a picture of it as it had 
struck him in former years and in his happier moods. Upon 
entering the gardens,” says the Chinese philosopher, “ I found 
every sense occupied with more than expected pleasure; the 
lights everywhere glimmering through the scarcely-moving 
trees; the full-bodied concert bursting on the stillness of the 
night; the natural concert of the birds in the more retired 
part of the grove, vying with that which was formed by art; 
the company gayly dressed, looking satisfaction, and tlio tables 
spread with various delicacies, all conspired to fill my imagin- 
ation with the visionary happiness of the Arabian lawgiver, 
and lifted me into an ecstasy of admiration.” 

Everything now, however, is seen with different eyes; with 
him it is dissipation without pleasure; and he finds it impos- 
sible any longer, by mingling in the gay and giddy throng of 
apparently prosperous and happy beings, to escape from'the 
carking care which is clinging to his heart. 

His kind friend, Cradock, came up to town toward autumn, 
when all the fashionable world was in the coiintiy, to give his 
wife the benefit of a skilful dentist. He took lodgings" in Hor- 


* Citizen of the World, Letter xxi. 
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folk Street, to be in Goldsmith’s neighborhood, and passed 
most of his mornings with him. ‘‘I found Mm,” he says, 
^^much altered and at times very low. He wished me to look 
over and revise some of Ms works; but, with a select friend or 
two, I was more pressing that he should publish by subseription 
his two celebrated poems of the ‘ Traveler’ and the ‘Deserted 
Yillage,’ with notes.” The idea of Oradock was, that the sub- 
scription would enable wealthy persons, favorable to Gold- 
smith, to contribute to Ms pecuniary relief without wounding 
his pride. “ Goldsmith,” said he, “ readily gave up to me his 
private copies, and said, ‘Pray do what you please with them.’ 
But while he sat near me, he rather submitted to than encour- 
aged my zealous proceedings.” 

“ I one morning called upon Mm, however, and found him 
infinitely better than I had expected ; and, in a kind of exulting 
style, he exclaimed, ‘Here are some of the best; of my prose 
writings ; J have been hard at work since midnight, and I desire 
you to examine them.’ ‘ These,’ said I, ‘ are excellent indeed.’ 

‘ They are,’ replied he, ‘intended as an introduction to a body 
of arts and sciences.’ ” 

Poor Goldsmith wms, in fact, gathering together the frag- 
ments of his shipwreck; the notes and essays, and memoranda 
collected for Ms dictionaiy, and proposed to found on them a 
work in two volumes,, to be entitled “A Survey of Experi- 
mental Philosophy. ” 

The plan of liie subscription came to nothing, and the pro- 
jected survey never was executed. The head might yet devise, 
but the heart was failing Mm; his talent at hoping, which gave 
him, huoyancy to carry out his enterprises, was almost at an 
end., ■ ' 

Cradock’s farew^ell scene -with him is told in a simple hut 
touching manner. 

“ The day before I was to set out for LeicestersMre, I insisted 
upon his dining with us. He replied, ‘ I will, but on one con- 
dition, that you -will not ask me to eat anything,’ ‘No.y,’ said 
I, ‘ this answ'er is absolutely unkind, for I had hoped, as w^e are 
supplied from the Crown and Anchor, that you would have 
named something you might have relished.’ ‘Well,’ w^as the 
reply, ' if you will but explain it to Mrs. Oradock, I will cer- 
tainly wait upon you.’ 

“The doctor found, as usual, my apartments, no^vspapers 
and pamphlets, and with a pen and ink he amused himself as 
well as he could. I had ordered from the tavern some fish, a 
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roasted joint of lamb, and a tart; and tbe doctor either sat 
down or walked about just as he pleased. After dinner he took 
some wine with biscuits; but I was obliged soon to leave him 
for a wdiile, as I had matters to settle prior to my next day’s 
journey. On my return coffee was ready, and the doctor ap- 
peared more cheerful (for Mrs. Cradock was always rather a 
favorite with him), and in the evening he endeavored to talk 
and remark as usual, but all was forced. He stayed till mid- 
night, and I insisted on seeing him safe home, and we most 
cordially shook hands at the Temple gate.” Cradock little 
thought that this was to be their final parting. He looked 
back to it with mournful recollections in after years, and 
lamented that he had not remained longer in town at every 
inconvenience, to solace the poor broken-spirited poet. 

The latter continued in town all the autumn. At the open- 
ing of the Opera House, on the 20th of November, Mrs. Yates, 
an actress whom he held in great esteem, delivered a poetical 
exordium of his composition. Beauclerc, in a letter, to Lord 
Charlemont, pronounced it very good, and predicted that it 
would soon be in all the papers. It does not appear, however, 
to have been ever published. In his fitful state of mind Gold- 
smith may have taken no care about it, and thus it has been 
lost to the world, although it was received with great applause 
by a crowded and brilliant audience. 

A gleam of sunshine breaks thinugh the gloom that was 
gathering over the poet. Toward the end of the year he re- 
ceives another Christmas invitation to Barton. A country 
Christmas ! with all the cordiality of the fireside circle, and the 
joyous revelry of the oaken hall-— what a contrast to the lone- 
liness of a bachelor’s chambers in the Temple ! It is not to be 
resisted. But how is poor Goldsmith to raise the ways and 
means? His purse is empty; his booksellers are already in ad- 
vance to him. As a last resource, he applies to Garrick. Their 
mutual intimacy at Barton may have suggested him as an al- 
ternative. The old loan of forty pounds has never been paid ; 
and Newbery’s note, pledged as a security, has never been 
taken up. An additional loan of sixty pounds is now asked 
for, thus increasing the loan to one hundred; to insure the 
payment, he now offers, besides Newbery’s note, the transfer 
of the comedy of the Good-Natured Man to Drury Lane, with 
such alterations as Gariick may suggest. Gariick, in reply, 
evades the offer of the alteimd comedy, alludes significantly to 
a new one which Goldsmith had talked of writing for Mm, 
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and offers to furnish the money required on his own accept- 
ance. 

The reply of Groldsmith bespeaks a heart brimM of gratitude 
and overflowing with fond anticipations of Barton and the 
smiles of its fair residents. ‘‘ My dear friend,” writes he, 
thank you. I wish I could do something to serve you. I shall 
have a comedy for you in a season, or two at farthest, that I 
believe will be worth your acceptance, for I fancy I will make 
it a fine thing. You shall have the refusal. ... I will draw 
upon you one month after date for sixty pounds, and your ac- 
ceptance will be ready money, part of which I want to go down 
\ to Barton with. May God preserve my honest little man, for 
he has my heart. Ever, 

Oliver Golusmith.” 

And having thus scrambled together a little pocket money 
by hard contrivance, poor Goldsmith turns his back upon care 
and trouble, and Temple quarters, to forget for a time Ms des- 
olate bachelorhood in the family circle and a Christmas fireside 
at Barton. 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

A RETURN TO DRUDGERY— FORCED GAYETY—RETREAT TO THE 
COUNTRY— THE POEM OF RETALIATION— PORTRAIT OF GARRICK 
—OF GOLDSMITH— OF REYNOLDS— ILLNESS OP THE POET— HIS 
DEATH— GRIEF OF HIS FRIENDS— A LAST WORD RESPECTING 
THE JESSAMY BRIDE. 

The Barton festivities are over; Christmas, with all its 
home-felt revelry of the heart, has passed like a dream; the 
Jessamy Bride has beamed her last smile upon the poor poet, 
and the early part of 1774 finds him in his now dreary bachelor 
abode in the Temple, toiling fitfully and hopelessly at a multi- 
plicity of tasks. His “ Animated Nature,” so long delayed, so 
often interrupted, is at length announced for publication, 
though it has yet to receive a few finishing touches. He is 
preparing a third History of England,” to be compressed and 
condensed in one volume, for the use of schools. ' He is revis- 
ing his Inquiry into Polite Learning,” for which he receives 
the pittance of five guineas, much needed in his present seaiiti- 
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ness of purse; lie is arranging his ^‘Survey of Experimental 
PMIosopliy,” and he is translating the “Comic Eomance of 
ScaiTon.” Such is a part of the various labors of a drudging, 
depressing kind, by which his head is made weary and his 
.heart faint. “ If there is a mental drudgery,” says Sir Walter 
Scott, “which lowers the spirits and lacerates the nerves, like 
the tod of a slave, it is that which is exacted by literary com- 
position, when the heart is not in unison with the work upon 
which the head is employed. Add to the unhappy author’s 
task sickness, sorrow, or the pressure of unfavorable circum- 
stances, and the labor of the bondsman becomes light in com- 
parison.” Goldsmith again makes an effort to rally his spirits 
by going into gay society. “Our club,” writes Beauclerc to 
Chaiiemont, on the 12th of February, “has dwindled away to 
nothing. Sir Joshua and Goldsmith have got into such a 
round of pleasures that they have no time.” This shows how 
little Beauclerc was the companion of the poet’s mind, or could 
judge of him below the surface. Eeynolds, the kind participator 
in joyless dissipation, could have told a different story of his 
companion’s heart-sick gayety. 

In this forced mood Goldsmith gave entertainments in his 
chambers in the Temple; the last of which was a dinner to 
Johnson, Eeynolds, and others of his intimates, who partook 
with sorrow and reluctance of his imprudent hospitality. The 
first course vexed them by its needless profusion. When a 
second, equally extravagant, was served up, Johnson and Eey- 
noids declined to partake oi it ; the rest of the company, under- 
standing their motives, followed their example, and the dishes 
went from the table untasted. Goldsmith felt sensibly this 
silent and well-intended rebuke. 

The gayetios of society, however, cannot medicine for any 
length of time a mind diseased. Wearied by the distractions 
and harassed by the expenses of a town life, which he had not 
the disex-etion to regulate, Goldsmith took the resolution, too 
tardily adopted, of retiring to the serene quiet and cheap and 
iiealthful pleasures of the country, and of passing only tv 70 
months of the year in London. He accoixlingly made arrange- 
ments to sell his right in the Temple chambers, and in the 
month of March retii’ed to his country quarters at Hyde, there 
to devote himself to toil. At this dispiiited juncture when in- 
spiration seemed to be at an end, and the x>oetic fire extin- 
guished, a spa.rk fell on his combustible imagination and set in 
ablaze. 
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He belonged to a temporary association of men of talent, 
some of tliem members of tlie Literary Club, who dined to- 
getlier occasionally at the St. James’ Coffee-liouse. At these 
dinners, as nsiial, he was one of the last to arrive. On one oc- 
casion, when he was more dilatory than usual, a whim seized 
the company to write epitaphs on him, as ‘‘The late Dr. Gold- 
smith,” and several were thrown oif in a playful vein, hitting 
off his peculiarities. The only one extant was written by 
Garrick, and has been preserved, very probably, by its pun- 
gency: 

“ Here lies poor Goldsmith, for shortness called Noll, 

Who wrote like an angel, but talked like poor poll.” 


Goldsmith did not relish the sarcasm, especially as coming 
from such a quarter. He w^'as not very ready at repartee; but 
he took his time, and in the interval of his various tasks, 
concocted a series of epigrammatic sketches, under the title of 
Eetaliation, inwdiichthe characters of his distinguished inti- 
mates were admirably hit off, with a mixture of generous 
praise and good-humored raillery. In fact the poem for its 
giaphic truth; its nice discrimination; its terse good sense, 
and its shrewd knowledge of the wmrld, must have electrified 
the club almost as much as the first appeai'ance of The Travel- 
ler, and let them still deeper into the character and talents of 
the man they had been accustomed to consider as their butt. 
Eetaliation, in a word, closed his accounts with the club, and 
balanced all bis previous deficiencies. 

The portrait of David Garrick is one of the most elaborate in 
the poem. When the poet came to touch it off, he had some 
lurking piques to gratify, which the recent attack had re- 
vived. He may have forgotten David’s cavalier treatment of 
him in the early days of his comparative obscurity; he may 
have forgiven his refusal of his plays; but Garrick had been 
capricious in his conduct in the times of their recent inter- 
course; sometimes treating him with gross familiarity, at 
other times affecting dignity and reserve, and assuming airs 
of superiority ; frequently he had been facetious and witty in 
company at Ms expense, and lastly he had been guilty of the 
couplet Just quoted. Goldsmith, therefore, touched off the 
lights and sliadow’-s of his character with a free hand, and, at 
the same time, gave a side hit at Ms old rival, Kelly, and his 
critical persecutor, Kenrick, in making them sycophantic 
satellites of the actor. Goldsmith, however, -was void of gall, 
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even in Ms revenge, and Ms very satire was more humorous 
than caustic: 

“ Here lies David Garrick, describe him who can, 

An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man ; 

As an actor, confess’d without rival to shine; 

As a wit, if not first, in the very first line: 

Yet,Swith talents like these, and an excellent heart, 

The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colors he spread. 

And beplaster’d with rouge his own natural red. 

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting; 

’Twas only that when he was off he was acting. 

With no reason on earth to go out of his way, 

He turn’d and he varied full ten times a day: 

Though secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick 

If they were not his own by finessing and trick: 

He cast off his friends as a huntsman his pack, 

For he knew, when he pleased, he could whistle them ba%lc 
Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow’d what came, 

And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame; 

Till his relish, grown callous almost to disease ’ 

Who pepper’d the highest was surest to please. 

But let us be candid, and speak out our mind 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind 

Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Woodfalls so grave 

you raised 

While he was be-Eosciused and you were be-praisedJ 

But peace to his spirit, wherever it flies, 

Toactasanangelandmixwiththeskies: 

skill, 

Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will- 

Old ^lakespeare receive him with praise and with love 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above.” 

poi'tion of Retaliation soon brought a retort from 

rnM insert, as giving sometMng of a likeness of 

Goldsmith, though in broad caricature • 

“ Here Hermes, says Jove, who with neotar was mellow 

Go fetch me some clay— I will make an odd fellow 

Eight and wrong shall be jumbled, much gold and some dross 

Without cause be he pleased, without cause be he cross- ’ 

Be sure, as I work, to throw in oontradietions 
AgreatlOTOoftruth,yetamindturn’dtoflotions- 

bating 

religion, s,niraUng. 

ith the love of a wench, let his writings be chaste- » 

matters, his lips with fine taste- 

Set file to the head and set fire to the tail • 

This scholar, rake, Christian, dupe, gamester, and poet 
Though a mixture so odd, he shall merit great fame 
^d among brother mortals be Goldsmith his name- 

When on earth this strange meteor no more shall aoDear 
You, Hermesy shall fetch him, to make us sport * 
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The charge of raking, so repeatedly advanced in the fore- 
going lines, must be considered a sportive one, founded per- 
haps, on an incident or two within Garrick’s knowledge, but 
not borne out by the course of Goldsmith’s life. He seems to 
have had a tender sentiment for the sex, but perfectly free 
from libertinism. Neither was he an habitual gamester. The 
strictest scrutiny has detected no settled vice of the kind. He 
was fond of a game of cards, but an unskilful and careless 
player. Cards in those days were universally introduced into 
society. High play was, in fact, a lashionable amusement, as 
at one time was deep drinking; and a man might occa>sionally 
lose large sums, and be beguiled into deep potations, without 
incurring the character of a gamester or a drunkard. Poor 
Goldsmith, on his advent into high society, assumed fine 
notions with fine clothes; he was thrown occasionally among 
high players, men of fortune who could sport their cool 
hundreds as carelessly as his early comrades at Ballymahon 
could their half-crowns. Being at all times magnificent in 
money matters, he may have played with them in their own 
way, without considering that what was sport to them to him 
was ruin. Indeed part of his financial embarrassments may 
have arisen from losses of the kind, incurred inadvertently, 
not in the indulgence of a habit. ^ ^ I do not believe Goldsmith 
to have deserved the name of gamester,” said one of Ms con- 
temporaries; ‘^he liked cards very well, as other people do, 
and lost and won occasionally; but as far as I saw or heard, 
and I had many opportunities of hearing, never any consider- 
able sum. If he gamed with any one, it was probably with 
Beauclerc, but I do not know that such was the case.” 

Betaliation, as we have already observed, was thrown off in 
parts, at intervals, and was never completed. Some charac- 
ters, originally intended to he introduced, remained unat- 
tempted; others were but partially sketched— such was the 
one of Eeynolds, the friend of his heart, and which he 
commenced with a felicity which makes us regret that it 
should remain unfinished. 

** Here Reynolds is laid, and to tell you my mind, 

He has not left a wiser or better behind. 

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand; 

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ; 

Still bom to improve us in every part, 

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart. 

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering, 

When they judged without skill he was still hard of hearing: 
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■When they talked of their Raphaels, Correggios, and stuff, 
lie shifted his trumpet and only took snuff. 

By liattery unspoiled ” 

The friendly i^ortrait stood unfinished on the easel ; the hand 
of the artist had failed ! An access of a local conipiaiiitj under 
whicli he had suffered for some time past, added to a general 
prostration of health, brought Goldsmith back to town before 
ho had well settled himself in the country. The local complaint 
subsided, but was followed by a low. nervous fever. He was 
not aware of his critical situation, and intended to be at the 
club on the 25tli of March, on which occasion Charles Fox, Sir 
Charles Bunbury (one of the Horneck connection), and two 
other new members were to be piesent. In the afternoon, how- 
ever, he felt so unwell as to take to his bed, and his symptoms 
soon acquired sufficient force to keep him there. His malady 
fluctuated for several days, and hopes were entertained of his 
recovery, but they proved fallacious. He had skilful medical 
aid and faithful nursing, but he would not follow the advice of 
his physicians, and persisted in the use of James’ powders, 
which he had once found beneficial, but which were now inju- 
rious to him. His appetite was gone, his strength failed him, 
but his mind remained clear, and was perhaps too active foi" his 
frame. Anxieties and disappointments wffiich had previously 
sapped Ids constitution, doubtless aggravated his present com- 
plaint and rendered him sleepless. In reply to an inquiry of 
his physician, he acknowledged that his mind was ill at ease. 
This was his last reply ; he was too weak to talk, and in gen- 
eral took no notice of what was said to him. He sank at last 
into a deep sleep, and it -was hoped a favorable crisis had ar- 
rived. He awoke, however, in^strong convulsions, which con- 
tinued without intermission until he expired, on the fourth of 
April, at five o’clock in the morning; being in the forty-sixth 
year of his age. 

His death was a shock to the literary world, and a deep af- 
fliction to a wide circle of intimates and friends ; for with all 
his foibles and peculiarities, he was fully as much beloved as he 
was admired. Burke, on hearing the news, burst into tears. 
Sir Joshua Eeynolds threw by his pencil for the day, and 
grieved more than he had done in times of great family distress. 

was abroad at the time of his death,” writes Br. M’Donnell, 
the youth whom when in distress he had employed as an 
amanuensis, “and I wept bitterly when the intelligence first 
reached me. A blank came over my heart as if I had lost one 
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of my nearest relatives, and was followed for some days by a 
feeling of despondency.” Johnson felt tlie blow deeply and; 
gloomily. In writing some time afterward to Boswell, he ob- 
served, ‘ ^ Of poor Dr. Goldsmith there is little to be told more 
than the papers have made public. He died of a fever, made, 

I am afraid, more violent by uneasiness of mind. His debts 
began to be heavy, and all his resources were exhausted. Sir 
Joshua is of opinion that he owed no less than two thousand 
pounds. Was ever poet so trusted before?” 

Among Ms debts were seventy-nine pounds due to his tailor, 
Mr. William Filby, from whom he had received a new suit but 
a few days before Ms death. ‘‘My father,” said the younger 
Filby, “though a loser to that amount, attributed no blame to 
Goldsmith; he had been a good customer, and had he lived 
would have paid every farthing.” Others of his tradespeople 
evinced the same confidence in his integrity, notwithstanding 
his heedlessness. Two sister milliners in Temple Lane, who 
had been accustomed to deal with Mm, were concerned, when 
told, some time before his death, of Ms pecuniary embarrass- 
ments. ‘ ‘ Oh, sir, ” said they to Mr. Oradock, ‘ ‘ sooner persuade 
Mm to let us work for Mm gratis than appJy to any other; we 
are sure he will pay us when he can.” 

On the stairs of Ms apartment there was the lamentation of 
the old and infirm, and the sobbing of women; poor objects of 
his charity to whom be had never tiiimed a deaf ear, even when 
struggling himself with poverty. 

But there was one mourner, whose enthusiasm for his mem- 
ory, could it have been foreseen, might have soothed the bitter- 
ness of death.* After the coffin had been screwed down, a lock 
of Ms hair was requested for a lady, a particular friend, wdio 
wished to preserve it as a remembrance. It -was the beautiful 
Mary Horneck"-the Jessamy Bride. The coffin was opened 
again, and a lock of hair cut off ; wMeh she treasured to her 
dying day. Poor Goldsmith ! could he have foreseen that such 
a memorial of him was to he thus cherished. 

One word more concerning this lady, to whom we have so 
often ventured to advert. She stxrvived almost to the present 
day. Hazlitt met her at Horthcote’s painting-room, about 
twenty years since, as Mrs, Gwyn, the widow of a General 
Gwyn of the army. She was at that time upward of seventy 
years of age. Still, he said, she was beautiful, beautiful even 
in years. After she was gone, Hazlitt remarked how handsome 
she still was. “I do not know,” said Northcote, “why she 
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is so kind as to come and see me, except that I am the last link 
in the chain that connects her with all those she most esteemed 
when young— Johnson, Eeynolds, G-oidsmith— and remind her 
of the most delightful period of her life.” “Not only so,” 
observed Hazlitt, “but you remember what she was at twenty ; 
and you thus bring back to her the triumphs of her youth— 
that pride of beauty, which must be the more fondly cherished 
as it has no external vouchers, and lives chiefly in the bosom 
of its once lovely possessor. In her, however, the Graces had 
triumphed over time ; she was one of Ninon de I’Enclos’ people, 
of the last of the immortals. I could almost fancy the shade of 
Goldsmith in the room, looking round with complacency. ” 

The Jessamy Bride survived her sister upward of forty years, 
and died in 1840, within a few days of completing her eighty- 
eighth year. “She had gone through all the stages of life,” 
says Northcote, “and had lent a grace to each.” However 
gayly she may have sported with the half-concealed admiration 
of the poor awkward poet in the heydey of her youth and 
beauty, and however much it may have been made a subject 
of teasing by her youthful companions, she evidently prided 
herself in after years upon having been an object of his affec- 
tionate regard ; it certainly rendered her interesting through- 
out life in the eyes of his admirers, and has hung a poetical 
wreath above her grave. 


CHAPTEE XLV. 

THE FUNERAL— THE MONTJHENT~THE EPITAPH — CON’CLUDINO 
REMARKS. 

In the warm feeling of the moment, while the remains of the 
poet were scarce cold, it was determined by his friends to 
honor them by a public funei-al, and a tomb in Westminster 
Abbey. His very pall-bearers were designated: Lord Shel- 
burne, Lord Lowth, Sir Joshua Eeynolds ; the Hon. Mr. 
Beauclerc, Mr. Burke, and David Garrick. This feeling cooled 
down, however, when it was discovered that he died in debt, 
and had not left wherewithal to pay for such expensive obse- 
quies.'. Five days after his death, therefore, at five o’clock of 
Saturday evening, the 9th of April, he was privately interred 
in the burying-ground of the Temple Church, a few persons 
attending as mourners, among whom we do notffnd specified 
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any of Ms peculiar and distinguished friends. The chie^ 
moui’ner was Sir Joshua Reynolds’s nephew, Palmer, after- 
ward Dean of Cashel. One person, however, from whom it 
was but little to be expected, attended the funeral and evinced 
real sorrow on the occasion. This was Hugh Kelly, once the 
dramatic rival of the deceased, and often, it is said, his anony- 
mous assailant in the newspapers. If he had really been guilty 
of this basest of literary offences," he was punished by the 
stings of remol‘se, for we are told that he shed bitter tears 
over the grave of the man he had injured. His tardy atone- 
ment only provoked the lash of some unknown satirist, as the 
following hues will show: 

Hence Kelly, who years, without honor or shame, 

Had been sticking his bodnin in Oliver’s fame, 

Who thought, like the Tartar, by this to inherit 
His genius, his learning, simplicity, spirit; 

Now sets every feature to weep o’er his fate, 

And acts as a mourner to blubber in state.” 

One base wretch deserves to be mentioned, the reptile Ken- 
rick, who, after having repeatedly slandered Goldsmith, wMle 
living, had the audacity to insult his memory when dead. The 
following distich is sufficient to show his malignity, and to 
hold him up to execration: 

“ By his own art, who justly died, 

” "A blund’ring, artless suicide: 

Sharg, earthworms, share, since now he’s dead, 

His megrim, maggot-bitten head.” 

This scurrilous epitaph produced a burst of public indigna- 
tion that awed for a time even the infamous Kenrick into 
silence. On the other hand, the press teemed with tributes in 
verse and prose to the memory of the deceased; all evincing 
the mingled feeling of admiration for the author and affection 
for the man. 

Not long after his death the Literary Club set on foot a sub- 
scription. and raised a fund to erect a monument to his mem- 
ory in Westminster Abbey. It was executed by Nollekins, 
and consisted simply of a bust of the poet in profile, in high 
relief, in a medallion, and was placed in the area of a pointed 
arch, over the south door in Poets’ Corner, between the monu- 
ments of Gay and the' Duke of Argyle. Johnson furnished a 
Latin epitaph, which was read at the table of Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds, where several members of the club and other friends of 
the deceased were present. Though considered by them a 
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masterly composition, they thought the literary character of 
the poet not defined with sufficient exactness, and they pre- 
ferred that the epitaph should be in English rather than Latin, 
as ‘‘the memory of so eminent an English writer ought to be 
perpetuated in the language to which his works were likely to 
be so lasting an ornament. ” 

These objections were reduced to writing, to be respectfully 
submitted to Johnson, but* such was the awe entertained of his 
frown, that every one shrank from putting his name first to 
the instrument; whereupon their names were written about in 
a circle, making what mutinous sailors call a Bound Bobin. 
Johnson received it half graciously, half grimly. “ He was 
willing,” he said, “to modify the sense of the epitaph in any 
manner which the gentlemen pleased ; but he never would con- 
sent to disgrace the tvallsof Westminster Abbey with an English 
inscription^ Seeing the names of Dr. Wharton and Edmund 
Burke among the signers, “he wondered,” he said, “ that Joe 
Wharton, a scholar by profession, should be such a fool; and 
should have thought that Mund Burke would have had more 
sense.” The following is the epitaph as it stands inscribed on 
a white marble tablet beneath the bust : 

“OLIVARII GOLDSMITH, 

Poetse, Physici, Historici, 

Qui nullum fere scribendi genus 
Non tetigit. 

Nullum quod tetigit non ornavit 
Sive risus essent movendi, 

Sive lacrymse, 

Alfectuum potens ac lenis dominator: 

Ingenio sublimis, vividus, versatilis, 

' Oratione grandis, iiitidiis, venustus: 

Hoc Jiionurnento inemoriam coluit 
Sodalium arnor, 

Amicorum fides, 

Lectoriim veneratio. 

Natus in Hibernia Forniae Longfordiensis, 

In loco cui norrien Pallas, 

Nov. XXIX. MDccxxxi.;. 

Eblanse literis institutus; 

Obiib Londini, 


April IV. MDccLXXiv.” 



* The following translation is from Croker’s edition of Boswell’s Johnson. 

OP OLIVER GOLDSMITH— 

A Poet, Naturalist, and Historian, 

Who left scarcely any style of writing untouched, 

And touched nothing that he did not adorn ; 
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We shall not pretend to follow these anecdotes of the life of 
G-oMsmith with any critical dissertation on his writings; their 
merits have long since been fully discussed, and their station 
in the scale of literary merit permanently established. They 
have outlasted generations of works of higher power and wider 
scope, and will continue to outlast succeeding generations, for 
they have that magic charm of style by which works are em- 
balmed to perpetuity. Neither shall we attempt a regular 
analysis of the character of the poet, but will indulge in a few 
desultory remarks in addition to those scattered throughout 
the preceding chapters. 

Never was the trite, because sage apothegm, that “ The child 
is father to the man, ’’ more fully verified than in the case of 
Goldsmith, He is shy, awkward, and blundering in child- 
hood, yet full of sensibility; he is a butt for the jeers and 
jokes of his companions, but apt to surprise and confound 
them by sudden and witty repartees; he is dull and stupid at 
his tasks, yet an eager and intelligent devourer of the travai- 
ling tales and campaigning stories of his half military peda- 
gogue; he maybe a dunce, but he is already a rhymer; and 
his early scintillations of poetry awaken the expectations of 
his friends. He seems from infancy to have been compounded 
of two natures, one bright, the other blundering; or to have 
had fairy gifts laid in his cradle by the ‘ ‘ good people” who 
haunted his birthplace, the old goblin mansion on the banks 
of the Inny. 

He carries with him the wayward elfin spirit, if we may so 
term it, throughout his careei'. His fairy gifts are of no avail 
at school, academy, or college ; they unfit him for close study 


Of all the passions, 

Whether smiles were to be moved or tears, 

A powerful yet j^entle master; 

In genius, sublime, vivid, versatile, 

In style, elevated, elear, elegant— 

The love of companions, 

The fidelity of friends, 

And the veneration of readers. 

Have by this monument honored the memory. 
He was bom in Ireland, 

At a place called Pallas, 

[In the parish] of Fbrney, [and county] of Longford, 
On the 20th Nov., 1T31. ' 

Educated at [the University of] Dublin, 

Aiid died in London, 

April 4th, 1774, 
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and practical science, and render Mm heedless of everything 
that does not address itself to Ms poetical imagination and 
genial and festive feelings; they dispose him to break away 
from restraint, to stroll about hedges, green lanes, and haunted 
streams, to revel with jovial companions, or to rove the 
country like a gipsy in quest of odd adventures. 

As if confiding in these delusive gifts, he takes no heed of 
the present nor care for the future, lays no regular and solid 
foundation of knowledge, follows out no plan, adopts and dis- 
cards those recommended hy Ms friends, at one time prepares 
for the ministry, next turns to the law, and then fixes upon 
medicine. He repairs to Edinburgh, the great emporium of 
medical science, but the fairy gifts accompany him; he idles 
and frolics away Ms time there, imbibing only such knowledge 
as is agreeable to him; makes an excursion to the poetical 
regions of the Highlands; and having walked the hospitals for 
the customary time, sets off to ramble over the Continent, in 
quest of novelty rather than knowledge. His whole tour is a 
poetical one. He fancies he is playing the philosopher while 
he is really playing the poet; and though professedly he 
attends lectures and visits foreign universities, so deficient is 
he on his return, in the studies for wMch he set out, that he 
fails in an examination as a surgeon’s mate ; and while figur- 
ing as a doctor of medicine, is outvied on a point of practice 
by his apothecary. Baflded in every regular pursuit, after 
trying in vain some of the humbler callings of commonplace 
life, he is .driven almost by chance to the exercise of Ms pen, 
and here the fairy gifts come to Ms assistance. For a long 
time, however, he seems unaware of the magic properties of 
that pen ; he uses it only as a makeshift until he can find a 
legitimate means of support. He is not a learned man, and 
can write but meagrely and at second-hand on learned sub- 
jects; but he has a quick convertible talent that seizes lightly 
on the points of knowledge necessary to the illustration of a 
theme; his writings for a time are desultory, the fruits of 
what he has seen and felt, or what he has recently and hastily 
read; hut his gifted pen transmutes everything into gold, and 
his own genial nature reflects its sunshine through his pages. 

Still unaware of his powers he throws off his writings 
anonymously, to go with the writings of less favored men; 
and it is a long time, and after a bitter struggle with poverty 
and humiliation, before he acquires confidence in his literary 
tMent as a means of support, and begins to dream of reputation. 
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From fchis time Ms pen is a wand of power in his hand, and 
he has only to use it discreetly, to make it competent to ail his 
wants. But discretion is not a part of G-oldsmith’s nature; 
and it seems the property of these fairy gifts to be accom- 
panied by moods and tempei'aments to render their effect 
precarious. The heedlessness of Ms early days; his disposition 
for social enjoyment; Ms haMt of throwing the present on the 
nock of the future, still continue. His expenses forerun Ms 
means; he incurs debts on the faith of what Ms magic pen is 
to produce, and then, under the pressure of his debts, sacrifices 
its productions for prices far below their value. It is a 
redeeming circumstance in his prodigality, that it is lavished 
oftener upon others than upon Mmself; he gives without 
thought or stint, and is the continual dupe of his benevolence 
and his trustfulness in human nature. We may say of Mm as 
he says of one of his heroes, ‘‘He could not stifle the natural 
impulse which he had to do good, but frequently borrowed 
money to relieve the distressed ; and when he knew not con- 
veniently where to borrow, he has been observed to shed tears 
as he passed through the wretched suppliants who attended 
Ms gate.” . . . 

“ His simplicity in trusting persons whom he had no previous 
reasons to place confidence in, seems to be one of those lights 
of Ms character wMch, while they impeach his understanding, 
do honor to his benevolence. The low and the timid are ever 
suspicious; but a hear!; impressed with honorable sentiments 
expects from others sympathetic sincerity.” * 

His lieedlessness in pecuniary matters, which had rendered 
Ms life a struggle with poverty even in the days of his oh- 
scurity, rendered Ms struggle still more intense when his iairy 
gifts had elevated him into the society of the wealtl^y anvi 
luxurious, and imposed on Ms simple and generous spin) 
fancied obligations to a more ample and bounteous display. 

“ How comes it,” says a recent and ingenious critic, “ tha.^ 
in all the miry paths of life which he had trod, no ?,peck evei 
sullied the robe of his modest and graceful muse. How amid 
all that love of inferior company, which never to liie last for- 
sook Mm, did he keep Ms genius so free from every touch of 
vulgarity?” 

We answer that it was owing to the innate purity and good- 
ness of Ms nature; there was nothing in it that assimilated to 


* Ooldsinithi’s Life of JSfasli. 
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vice and vulgarity. Though his circumstances often com- 
pelled him to associate with the poor, they never could betray 
nim into companionship with the depraved. His relish for 
humor and for the study of character, as we have before 
observed, brought him often into convivial company of a 
vulgar kind; but he discriminated between their vulgarity 
and their amusing qualities, or rather wrought from the •whole 
those familiar features of life which form the staple of Ms 
most popular writings. 

Much, too, of tMs intact purity of heart may be ascribed to 
the lessons of his infancy under the paternal roof; to the 
gentle, benevolent, elevated, unworldly maxims of his father, 
who “ passing rich with forty pounds a year,” infused a spirit 
into his child which riches could not deprave nor ];)overty 
degrade. Much of his boyhood, too, had been passed in the 
household of Ms uncle, the amiable and generous Contarine ; 
where he talked of literature with the good pastor, and prac- 
tised music with Ms daughter, and delighted them both by his 
juvenile attempts at poetry. These early associations breathed 
a giace and refinement into his mind and tuned it up, after 
the rough sports on the green, or the frolics at the tavern. 
These led Mm to turn from the roaring glees of the club, to 
listen to the harp of his cousin Jane; and from the rustic 
triumph of throwing sledge,” to a stroll mth his flute along 
the pastoral banks of the Inny. 

The gentle spirit of Ms father walked with him through life, 
a pure and virtuous monitor ; and in all the vicissitudes of his 
career we find Mm ever more chastened in mind by the sweet 
and holy recollections of the home of Ms infancy. 

It has been questioned whether he really had any religious 
feeling. Those who raise the question have never considered 
well Ms writings; his Ticar of Wakefield, and his pictures of 
the Village Pastor, present religion under its most endearing 
foims, and with a feeling that could only flow from the deep 
convictions of the heart. When Ms fair travelling companions 
at Paris urged Mm to read the Church Service on a Sunday, he 
replied that ‘‘he was not worthy to do it.” He had seen in 
earl^r life the sacred offices performed by his father and his 
brother, with a soleinnity wMch had sanctified them in his 
memory; how could he presume to undertake such functions? 
His religion has been called in question by Johnson and by 
Bosw’-ell; he certainly had not the gloomy hypochondriacal 
piety of the one, nor the babbling mouth-piety of the other: 
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but the spirit of 'Christian charity breathed forth in his writ- 
ings and illustrated in his conduct give us reason to believe he 
had the indwelling religion of the soul. 

We have made sufficient comments in the preceding chapters 
on his conduct in elevated circles of literature and fashion. 
The fairy gifts which took him there, were not accompanied by 
the gifts and graces necessary to sustain Mm in thit artificial 
sphere. He can neither play the learned sage with Johnson, 
nor the fine gentleman with Beauclerc, though he has a mind 
replete with wisdom and natural shrewdness, and a spirit free 
from vulgarity. The blunders of a fertile hut hurried intellect, 
and the awkward display of the student assuming the man of 
fashion, fix on him a character for absurdity and vanity which, 
like the charge of lunacy, it is hard to disprove, however weak 
the grounds of the chai*ge and strong the facts in opposition to 

In truth, he is never tridy in his place in these learned and 
fasMonable circles, wMch talk and live for display. It is not 
the kind of society he craves. His heart yearns for domestic 
life; it craves familiar, confiding intercourse, family firesides, 
the guileless and happy company of children ; these bring out 
the heartiest and sweetest sympathies of his nature. 

Had it been Ms fate,” says the critic we have already 
quoted, ^‘to meet a woman who could have loved him, despite 
his faults, and respected Mm despite his foibles, we cannot but 
think that his life and his genius would have been much more 
harmonious ; his desultory afiections would have been concent 
tred, Ms craving self-love appeased, his pursuits more settled, 
Ms character more solid. A nature like Goldsmith’s, so affec- 
tionate, so confiding— so susceptible to simple, innocent enjoy- 
ments— so dependent on others for the sunshine of existence, 
does not flower if deprived of the atmosphere of home.” 

The cravings of his heart in this respect are evident, we 
think, throughout his career; and if we have dwelt with more 
significancy than others, upon his intercourse with the beauti- 
ful Horneck family, it is because we fancied we could detect, 
amid his playful attentions to one of its members, a lurking 
sentiment of tenderness, kept down by conscious poverty and 
a humiliating idea of personal defects. A hopeless feeling of 
this kind — the last a man would communicate to his friends — 
might account for much of that fitfulness of conduct, and that 
gathering melancholy, remarked, but not comprehended by 
his associates, during the last year or two of his life; and may 
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have been one of the troubles of the mind which aggravated 
his last illness, and only terminated with Ms death. 

We shall conclude these desultory remarks with a few which 
have been used by us on a former occasion. From the general 
tone of Goldsmith’s biography, it is evident that Ms faults, at 
the worst, wei*e but negative, while his merits 'were great and 
decided. He was no one’s enemy but Ms own ; Ms errors, in 
the main, indicted evil on none but himself, and were so 
blended with humorous, and even affecting circumstances, as 
to disarm anger and conciliate kindness. Where eminent 
talent is united to spotless virtue, we are awed and dazzled 
into admhation, but our admiration is apt to he cold and rever- 
ential ; while there is something in the harmless infirmities of 
a good and great, but erring individual, that pleads touchingly 
to our nature ; and we turn more kindly toward the object of 
our idolatry, when we find that, Hke ourselves, he is mortal 
and is frail. The epithet so often heard, and in such kindly 
tones, of ‘HMor Goldsmith,” speaks volumes. Few who con- 
sider the real compound of admirable and whimsical qualities 
wMch form his character, would wish to prune away its eccen- 
tricities, trim its grotesque luxuriance, and clip it down to the 
decent formalities of rigid virtue. “Let not his frailties be 
remembered,” said Johnson; “he was a very great man.” 
But, for our part, we rather say “ Let them be remembered,” 
since their tendency is to endear; and we question whether he 
himself would not feel gi'atified in hearing his reader, after 
dweding with admiration on the proofs of his greatness, close 
the volume with the kind-hearted phrase, so fondly and faimi' 
%rly ejaculated, of “Poor Goldsmith.” 
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ITiider this cloudT walk, Gentlemen ; pardon my rude assault. I am a traveller, 
■who, having surveyed most of the terrestrial angles of this globe, am hither ar- 
rived, to peruse this little spot.— Christmas Ordinary. 

THE AUTHOE. 

Worthy Eeaber! 

Oisr again taking pen in hand, I would fain make a few ob- 
servations at the outset, by way of bespeaking a right under- 
standing. The volmnes which I have already published have 
met with a reception far beyond my most sanguine expectations. 
I would -willingly attribute this to their intrinsic merits ; but, in 
spite of the vanity of authorship, I cannot hut be sensible that 
their success has, in a great measure, been owing to a less flat- 
tering cause. It has been a matter of marvel,* to my European 
readers, that a man from the wilds of America should express 
himself in tolerable English. I was looked upon as something 
new and strange in literature; a kind of demi-savage, -with a 
feather in his hand, instead of on his head; and there was a 
curiosity to hear what such a being had to say about civilized 
society. 

This novelty is now at an end, and of course the feeling of 
indulgence which it produced. I must now expect to bear the 
scrutiny of sternex* criticism, and to be measured by the same 
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XTi)»Ser this cloud' I waik, Gentlemen ; pai'don my rude assault. I am a traveller, 
who, having surveyed most of the terrestrial angles of this globe, am hither ar- 
rived, to peruse tliis little spot.— Christmas Ordinary. 

THE AUTHOR. 

WoBTHY Reader! 

Oisr again taking pen in liand, I would fain make a few ol)- 
servations at the outset, by way of bespeaking a right under- 
standing. The volumes which I have alx'eady published have 
met -with a reception far beyond my most sanguine expectations. 
I would willingly attribute this to their intrinsic merits ; but, in 
spite of the vanity of authorship, I cannot but be sensible that 
their success has, in a great measure, been owing to a less flat- 
tering cause. It has been a matter of marvel,' to my European 
readers, that a man from the wilds of America should express 
himself in tolerable English. I was looked upon as something 
new and strange in literature; u kind of demi-savage, with a 
feather in his hand, instead' of on his head ; and there was a 
curiosity to hear what such a being had to say about civilized 
society. 

This novelty is noW: at an end, and of course the feeling of 
indulgence wliich it produced. I must now expect to bcnir'ilio 
scrutiny of sterner criticism, and to be measured by the saiiit* 
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Standard with contemporary writers ; and the very favor which 
has been shovoi to my previous writings, will cause these to be 
treated with the greater rigour; as there is nothing for wdiicli 
the world is apt to punish a man more severely, than for having 
been over-praised. On this head, therefore, I wish to forestall 
the censorioiisness of the reader; and I entreat he will not 
tliinlc tlie worse of me for the many injudicious things that may 
have been said in my commendation. 

I am aware that I often travel over beaten ground, and treat 
of subjects that have already been discussed by abler pens. 
Indeed, various authors have been mentioned as my models, to 
•whom I should feel flattered if I thought I bore the slightest 
resemblance; but in truth I write after no model that I am 
conscious of, and I write with no idea of imitation or competi- 
tion. In venturing occasionally on topics that have already 
been almost exhausted by English authors, I do it, not with the 
presumption of challenging a comparison, but with the hope 
that some new interest may be given to such topics, when dis- 
cussed by the pen of a stranger. 

If, therefore, I should sometimes be found dwelling with 
fondness on subjects that are trite and commonplace -with the 
reader, I beg that the circumstances under wliich I write may 
be kept in recollection. Having been born and brought up in a 
new country, yet educated from infancy in the literature of an 
old one, my mind was early filled with historical and poetical 
associations, comiected with places, and manners, and customs 
of Europe ; but which could rarely be applied to those of my 
own country. To a mind thus peculiarly prepared, the most 
ordinary objects and scenes, on arriving in Europe, are Ml of 
strange matter and interesting novelty. England is as classic 
ground to an American as Italy is to an Englishman ; and old 
London teems with as much historical association as mighty 
Eome. 

Indeed, it is difficult to describe the whimsical medley of 
ideas that tlirong upon his mind, on landing among English 
scenes. He, for the first time, sees a world about which he has 
been reading and thinking in every stage of his existence. The 
recollected ideas of infancy, youth, and manhood ; of the nursery, 
the school, and the study, come swarming at once upon liim; 
and his attention is distracted between great and little objects; 
each of which, perhaps, awakens an equally delightful trkn of 
remembrances. 

But what more especially attracts his notice, are those pecu- 
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liarities wMcli distinguish an old country and an old state of 
society from a new one. I liaye never yet grown familiar 
enough with the crumbling monuments of past ages, to blunt 
the intense interest with which I at first beheld them. Accus- 
tomed always to scenes where liistory was, in a mamier, in 
anticipation ; where every thing in art was new and progressive, 
and pointed to the future rather than to the past ; where, in 
short, the works of man gave no ideas but those of young exis- 
tence, and prospective improvement; there was something 
inexpressibly touching in the sight of enormous piles of archi- 
tecture, gray with antiquity, and sinking into decay. I cannot 
describe the mute but deep-felt enthusiasm with wMch I have 
contemplated a vast monastic ruin, like Tintern Abbey, buried 
in the bosom of a quiet valley, and shut up from the world, as 
though it had existed merely for itself ; or a warrior pile, like 
Conway Castle, standing in stern loneliness on its rocky height, 
a mere hollow yet threatening phantom of departed power. 
They spread a grand, and melancholy, and, to me, an unusual 
charm over the landscape ; for the first time, beheld signs of 
national old age, and empire’s decay, and proofs of the tran- 
sient and perishing glories of art, amidst the ever-springing and 
reviving fertility of nature. 

But, in fact, to me every thing was full of matter; the foot- 
steps of liistory were every where to be traced ; and poetry had 
breathed over and sanctified the land. I experienced the de- 
lightful freshness of feeling of a child, to whom every thing is 
new. I pictured to myself a set of inhabitants and a mode of 
life for every habitation that I saw, from the aristocratical 
mansion, amidst the lordly repose of stately groves and solitary 
parts, to the straw-thatched cottage, with its scanty garden 
and its cherished woodbine. I thought I never could be sated 
with the sweetness and freshness of a country so completely 
carpeted with verdure ; whore every air breathed of the balmy 
pasture, and the honey-suckled hedge. I was continually 
coming upon some Httle document of poetry, in the blossomed 
hawthorn, the daisy, the cowslip, the primrose, or some other 
simple object that has received a supernatural value from the 
muse. The first time that I heard the song of the nightingale, 

I was intoxicated more by the delicious crowd of remembered 
associations than by the melody of its notes; and I shall never 
forget the thrill of ecstasy with which I first saw the lark rise, 
almost from beneath my feet, and wing its musical flight up 
into the morning sky. 
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In this way I traversed England, a giwn-iip cMld, delighted 
by every object, .great and small; and betraying a wondering 
Ignorance, and simiile enjoyment, that provoked many a stare 
imc a snnle from my wiser and more IvperienceTMImv-Sa! 

confusion of associations that 
kept breateg upon me, as I fli'st approached London. One of 
ly earnest wishes had been to see this great metropolis. I had 
lead so much about it m the earliest books that had been nut 
into my miant hands; and I had heard so much about it from 
those aro^d me who had come from the “old countrii “ 
was fan^ar with the names of its streets, and squares and 
public places, before I knew those of my native city. It’wef 
to me, the great centre of the world, round which everv thin.^ 
seemed to revolve. I recoUect contemplating so wistfuhJ S® 

and St. Paul s, that was in front of an old magazine - and a ifio 
tuie of Eensmgton Gardens, with gentlemen in three-cornered 
hats and broad skirts, and ladies in hoops and lanneS tw 
hung up m my bed-room; even the vLrable cut of sf 
John s Gate, that has stood, time out of mind in front of the 
Gentlemans Magazine, was not without its charms 

minsterSeywe^fStecToS'tr^®" towers of West- 
groves of St Jam^Sf C 

every pai-t of the mS Jo ™ 

famed ZTS' “Te’ S* 

them to my wonderino-oar ’ -x . ^<^ssiped about 

Pxcture-hooks of the day; and, oufShis ItanSlo^e 


THE AUTHOR. g 

cMldren, lie cliarged “nothing for either paper or print,, and 
only a penny-halfpenny for the hindingl” 

I have mentioned these circumstances, worthy reader, to 
show you the whimsical crowd of associations that are apt to^ 
beset my mind on mingling among English scenes. I hope they* 
may, in some measure, plead my apology, should I be found 
harping upon stale and trivial themes, or indulging an over- 
fondness for any thing antique and obsolete. I know it is the 
humour, not to say cant of the day, to run riot about old times, 
old books, old customs, and old buildings; with myself, how- 
ever, as far as I have caught the contagion, the feeling is 
genuine. To a man from a young country, all old things are 
in a manner new; and he may surely be excused in being a 
little curious about antiquities, whose native land, unfortun- 
ately, cannot boast of a single ruin. 

Having been brought up, also, in the comparative simplicity 
of a republic, I am apt to be struck with even the ordinary 
circumstances incident to an aristocratical state of society. 
If, however, I should at any time amuse myself by pointing 
out some of the eccentricities, and some of the poetical charac- 
teristics of the latter, I would not be understood as pretending 
to decide upon its political merits. My only aim is to paint 
characters and manners. I am no politician. The more I have 
considered the study of politics, the more I have found it full 
of perplexity; and I have contented myself, as I have in my 
religion, with the faith in which I was brought up, regulating 
my own conduct by its precepts ; but leaving to abler heads 
the task of making converts. 

I shall continue on, therefore, in the course I have hitherto 
pursued; looking at things poetically, rather than politically; 
describing them as they are, rather than pretending to point 
out how they should be; and endeavouring to see the world in 
as pleasant a light as circumstances will permit. 

I have always had an opinion that much good noight be done 
by keeping mankind in good-humour -with one another. I may 
be wrong in my philosophy, but I shall continue to practise it 
until convinced of its fallacy. When I discover the world t(t 
be all that it has been represented by sneering cynics and 
whining poets, I will turn to and abuse it also ; in the mean- 
while, worthy reader, I hope you will not think lightly of me, 
because I cannot believe this to he so very had a world as \t is 
represented. 

Thine truly. 


Geoffrey Crayon. 
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the hall. 

thoushTh“T/of ft 

The reader, if he has perused the volumes of the qi-nM 
Book, will probably reeoUect somethhigT the BracfbH? 
family, with which I once passed a Christmas I am 
. another visit to the HaU, having been in^a ■'■i 

which is shortly to take place. The Squire’s secoM^soTr ^ 
a fine, spuited young captain in the aiw is abo^^T+fn’ 
ried to liis father’s ward, the fair Julia Templeton a 
mg of relations and friends has already comniinced ’ gather- 
the joyful occasion; for the old gentlSian U 
private weddings. “There is 

mg a young couple gayly, and cheering tLm from^LT 
a good outset is half the voyage.” “ 

Before proceeding any farther, I would beo* th^f a • 
might not be confounded with that class of In rd 
Wing gentlemen so often described and ii^Tatt ^ T 

ezfect to I .„e a* 

^ miyersal .ppelto«on aropglout a, .SshboSSTl? 

paitly because it saves me the frequent reDetitin-n nf h-ja ’ 
which is one of those rou-h M t 

Frenchmen e.vclaim in 

The Squire IS, in fact, a lingering specimen of the old Envliqh 
country gentleman ; rusticated a little by Hving almost 

nut f-n f something of a humourist, as Englishmen are 

apt to become when they have an opportunity of livin®- in tlieiV 

scarcelyunderstoodtoothercou^e^^Tw-*. 

nobility of recent creation, and would consider it^'a JaSe of 


dignity to merge the Tenerahle name of their house in a 
modern title. 

This feeling is very much fostered by the imioortanee ■which 
they enjoy on their hei^editary domains. The family mansion 
is an old manor-house, standing in a retired and beautiful part 
of Yorkshire. Its inhabitants have been always regarded, 
through the surrounding country, as “the great ones of the 
earth;” and the little village near the Hall looks up to the 
Squire with almost feudal homage. An old manor-house, and 
an old family of this kind, are rarely to be met with at the 
present day; and it is probably the peculiar humour of the 
Squire that has retained this secluded specimen of English 
housekeeping in something like the genuine old style. 

I am again quartered in the panelled chamber, in the antique 
wing of the house. The prospect from the wmidow, however, 
has quite a different aspect from that w^hich it wore on my 
winter visit. Though early in the month of April, yet a few 
warm, simshiny days have drawn forth the beauties of the 
spring, -which, I think, are always most captivating on theii* 
first opening. The parterres of the old-fasliioned garden are 
gay with f owers; and the gardener has brought out his exotics, 
and placed them along the stone balustrades. The trees are 
clothed with green buds and tender leaves. When I throw 
open my jinghng casement, I smell the odour of mignonette, 
and hear the hum of the bees from the flowers against the 
sunny w^all, with the varied song of the throstle, and the cheer- 
ful notes of the tuneful little wren. 

While sojourning in this strong-hold of old fasMons, it is my 
intention to make occasional sketches of the scones and charac- 
ters before me. I w^ould have it understood, however, that I 
am not writing a novel, and have nothing of intricate plot, or 
marvellous adventure, to promise the reader. The Hall of 
which I treat, has, for aught I knovr, neither trap-door, nor 
sliding-panel, nor donjon-keep ; and indeed appears to have no 
mystery about it. The family is a w:orthy, -^veil-meaning 
family, that, in all probability, will eat and drink, and go to 
bed, and get up regularly, from one end of my work to the 
other ; and the Squire is so ldnd-heai"ted an old gentleman, that 
I see no likelihood of his throwing any kind of distress in the 
way of the approaching nuptials. In a word, I cannot fore- 
see a single exti’aordinary event that is likely to occur in the 
whole term of my sojourn at the Hhll. 

I tell this honestly to the reader, lest, when he finds me 
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dallying along, tlu-ough every-day English scenes, he mav 
W ™ of meeting vnth some marveUous adven- 

tuie foithor on. I invite him, on the contrary, to rambte 
gentlj on with me, as he would saunter out into the fields 
stoppng occasionally to gather a fiower, or listen to a bird or 
admire a prospect without any anxiety to arrive at the eM ot 
bis career. Should I, however, in the course of my StSS 
about this old mansion, see or hear anything curious that 
mght ^rTO to vary the monotony of this every-day life T 
shall not fail to report it for the reader’s entertainment ™ ^ 

Fm- freshest wits I know will soon be wearie 
Of any book, how grave so e’er it be 
Exeept It lia.ve odd matter, strange and merrie 
vv til sauc’d with lies and glared all with gieel’^' 


THE BUSY MAN. 

A decayed gentleman, who lives mn<5f . , 

meaus, aud much good do him with it He does hold mv^m ™y““ster’s 

stones, and sougs, and catches, and such triS-s omi ^ "P ’''® 

with liim now.~Jovial Crew. ^ admire-he is 

Arc 

the 8qiure most commonly calls Iiuti t ^ as 

as I entered the park, whe're^t Arel SASe^Tnit 
received me with all the hospitable cordiilitS 

man welcomes a friend to another one’s house ^ T i a 

introducpd In mi iA ^ ® tiouse. I have already 

little mnn ■ tPe •« •+ i a. brisk old bachelor-looking 

ireme man, the wit and superannuated beau of o e -i 

connection, and the Squired factotum t ^ family 

wiirifir^Ae^SSem^ ^™''^’ ''Camber, 

to be to himself, aM fife dT 

oi c omemence and arr angement. The furniture is 
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made up of odd pieces from all parts of the house, chosen or 
account of their suiting his notions, or fitting some corner oi 
his apartment ; and he is very eloquent in praise of an ancient 
elbow-chair, from which he takes occasion to digi*ess into a 
censure on modern chairs, as having degenerated from the 
dignity and comfort of high-backed antic|uity. 

Adjoining to his room is a small cabinet, which he calls Ms 
study. Here are some hanging shelves, of his own construc- 
tion, on wliich are several old works on hawking, hunting, and 
farriery, and a collection or two of poems and songs of the 
reign of Elizabeth, which he studies out of compliment to the 
Squire; together with the Novelist’s Magazine, the Sporting 
Magazine, the Eacing Calendar, a volume or two of the New- 
gate Calendar, a book of peerage, and another of heraldry. 

His sporting dresses hang on pegs in a small closet; and 
about the walls of Ms apartment are hooks to hold Ms fisMng- 
tackle, whips, spurs, and a favourite fowling-piece, curiously 
wrought and inlaid, which he inherits from his grandfather. 
He has, also, a couple of old single-keyed fiutes, and a fiddle 
wMch he has repeatedly patched and mended himself, aifirming 
it to be a veritable Cremona, though I have never heard him 
extract a single note from it that was not enough to make one’s 
blood run cold. 

From tMs little nest Ms fiddle will often be heard, in the 
stillness of mid-day, drow^sily sawing some long-forgotten time ; 
for he prides himself on having a choice collection of good old 
English music, and will scarcely have any tMng to do with 
modern composers. The time, howevex', at which his musical 
powers are of most use, is now and then of an evening, when 
he plays for the childi’en to dance in the hall, and he passes 
among them and the servants for a peiTect Oi’pheus. 

His chamber also bears evidence of his various avocations: 
there are half-copied sheets of music; designs for needle-work; 
sketches of landscapes, veiy indifferently executed ; a camera • 
lucida; a magic lantern, for which he is endeavoring to paint 
glasses; in a word, it is the cabinet of a man of many accom- 
plisMnents, who kno’ws a little of every thing, and does nothing 
well. , 

After I had spent some time in his apartment, admiring the 
ingenuity of Ms small inventions, he took me about the estab- 
lishment, to visit the stables, dog-kennel, and otliei' dependen- 
cies, in which he appeared like a general visiting the different 
quarters of, Ms camp; as the Squire leaves the control of ail 
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tliese matters to Mm, when he is at the Hall; He inquired 
into the state of the horses; examined their feet; prescribed a 
drench for one, and bleeding for another; and then took mo to 
look at his own horse, on the merits of which he dwelt with 
great prolixity, and which, I noticed, had the best stall in tlio 
stable. 

After this I was taken to a new toy of his and the Squire’s, 
which he termed the falconry, where there were several un- 
happy birds in durance, completing their education. Among 
the number was a fine falcon, which ]\Iaster Simon had in 
especial training, and he told me that he would show me, in a 
few days, some rare sport of the good old-fashioned kind. In 
the course of our round, I noticed that the grooms, game-keep- 
er, whippei*s-in, and other retainers, seemed all to be on some- 
what of a familiar footing with Master Simon, and fond of 
having a joke with him, though it was e'^ddent they had great 
deference for Ms opinion in matters relating to their functions. 

There was one exception, how^ever, in a testy old huntsman, 
as hot as a pepper-corn ; a meagre, wiry old fellow, in a thread- 
bare velvet jockey cap, and a pair of leather breeches, that, 
from much wear, shone, as though they had been japanned. 
He was very contradictory and pragmatical, and apt, as I 
thought, to differ from Master Simon now and then, out of 
mere captiousness. This was particularly the case with respect 
to the treatment of the hawk, which the old man seemed to 
have under his peculiar care, and, according to Master Simon, 
was in a fair way to ruin : the latter had a vast deal to say 
about casting, and imping, and gleaming, and enseaming, and 
giving the hawk the rangle, which I saw was all heathen 
Greek to old Christy; but he maintained his point notwith- 
standing, and seemed to hold all tliis technical lore in utter 
disrespect. 

I was surprised with the good-humour with which Master 
Simon bore his conti^adictions, till he explained the matter to 
me afterwards. Old Christy is the most ancient servant in the 
place, having lived among dogs and horses the greater part of 
a century, and been in the service of Mr. Bracebridge’s father. 
He knows the pedigree of every horse on the place, and has 
bestrode the great-great-grandsires of most of them. He can 
give a circumstantial detafi of every fox-hunt for the last sixty 
or seventy years, and has a history for every stag’s head about 
the house, and every hunting trophy nailed to the door of the 
dog-kennel. . 
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All tlie present race have grown up under Ms eye, and hunio 
liini in his old age. He once attended the Squire to • Oxfor 
when he was a student there, and enlightened the whole unive 
sity with his hunting lore. ' All tMs is enough to make the d 
man opinionated, since he finds, on all these matters of firs 
rate importance, he knows more than the rest of theywoiic 
Indeed, Master &xnon had been his pupil, and acknowledge 
that he derived his first knowledge in hunting from, the if 
struetions of Christy: and I much question whether the oli 
man does not still look upon him rather as a greenhorn. 

On our return homewards, as we were crossing the lawm ii 
front of the house, we heard the porter’s bell ring at the lodge^ 
and shortly afterwards, a kind of cavalcade advanced slowl^r 
up the avenue. At sight of it my companion paused, consid- 
ered it for a moment, and then, making a sudden exclamation, 
hurried away to meet it. As it approached, I discovered a fair, 
fresh-looking elderly lady, dressed in an old-fashioned riding-! 
habit, with a hi*oad-brimmed wdiite beaver hat, such as may be ' 
seen in Sir Joshua Eeynolds’ paintings. She rode a sleek wMte 
pony, and was followed by a footman in rich livery, mounted 
on an over-fed hunter. At a little distance in the .rear came an 
ancient cumbrous chariot, drawm by two very corpulent horses, 
driven by as corpulent a coachman, beside wdiom sat a page 
dressed in a fancfiul green livery. Inside of the chariot was a 
starched prim personage, -with a look somewhat between a 
lady’s companion and a lady’s maid; and two pampered curs, 
that show^ed their ugly faces, and barked out of each window. 

There was a general turning out of the garrison, to receive 
tMs new comer. The Squire assisted her to alight, and saluted 
her affectionately ; the fair Julia flew into her arms, and they 
embraced with the romantic fervour of boarding-school friends : 
she wms escorted into the house by Julia’s lover, towards whom 
she slio-wed distinguished favour ; and a line of the old servants, 
wMohad collected in the Hall, bowed most profoundly as she 
passed. 

I observed that Master Simon was most assiduous and devout 
in his attentions upon this old lady. He wuViked by the side of her 
pony, up the' avenue; and, while she was receiving the saluta- 
tions of the rest , of the family, he. took occasion to notice the fat 
coaclinian; to pat the sleek carriage horses, and, above all, to 
say a civil word to my lady’s gentlewoman, the prim, sour- 
looking vestal in the chariot. 

Iliad no more of Ms company for the rest of the morning. 
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He was swept off in the vortex that followed in the wake of 
this lady. Once indeed he paused for a moment, as he was 
hurrying on some errand of the good lady’s, to let me know 
that this was Lady Lillycraft, a sister of the Squire’s, of large 
fortune, which the captain would inherit, and that her estate 
lay in one of the best sporting counties in all England. 


FAMILY SEEVANTS. 

Verily old serva,nts are the vouchers of woi*thy housekeeping. They are like rats 
in a mansion, or mites in a cheese, bespeaking the antiquity and fatness of their 
abode. 

In my casual anecdotes of the Hall, I may often be tempted 
to dwell on circumstances of a trite and ordinary nature, from 
their appearing to me illustrative of genuine national character. 
It seems to be the study of the Squire to adhere, as much as 
possible, to what he considers the old landmarks of English 
manners. His servants all understand his ways, and for the 
most part have been accustomed to them from infancy; so 
that, upon the whole, his household presents one of the few 
tolerable specimens that can now be met with, of the establish- 
ment of an English country gentleman of the old school. 

By the by, the servants are not the least characteristic part 
of the household ; the housekeeper, for instance, has been born 
and brought up at the Hall, and has never been tw^enty miles 
from it; yet she has a stately air, that would not disgrace a 
lady that had figured at the court of Queen EHzabeth. 

I am half inclined to think that she has caught it from living 
so much among the old family pictures. It may, however, be 
Giving to a consciousness of her importance in the sphere in 
which she. has always moved; for she is greatly respected in 
the neighbouiing village, and among the fai’mers’ %vives, and 
has high authority in the household, ruling over the servants 
with quiet, but undisputed sway. 

She is a thin old lady, with blue eyes and pointed nose and 
chin. Her dress is always the same as to fasliion. She wears 
a small, well-starched rufP, a laced stomacher, full petticoats, 
and a gown festooned and open in front, which, on particular 
occasions, is of ancient silk, the legacy of some former dame of 
the family, or an inheritance from her mother, who was house- 
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keeper before hex’. I have a reverence for these old garments 
as I make no doubt they have figured about these apartment 
in days long past, when they have set off the charms of som 
peerless family beauty ; and I have sometimes looked from th 
old housekeeper to the neighbouring portraits, to see whether ! 
could not recognize her antiquated brocade in the dress o: 
someone of those long-waisted dames that smile onme froni 
the walls. 

Her hair, which is quite white, is frizzed out in front, and 
she wears over it a small cap, nicely plaited, and brought down 
under the chin. Her manners ai-e simple and primitive, height- 
ened a little by a proper dignity of station. 

The Hall is her world, and the history of the family the only 
history she knows, excepting that which she has read in the 
Bible. She can give a biography of every portrait in the pic- 
ture gallery, and is a complete family chronicle. 

She is treated with gi’eat consideration by the Squire. In- 
deed, Master Simon tells me that there is a traditional anecdote 
current among the servants, of the Squire’s having been seen 
kissing her in the pictui'e gallery, when they were both young. 
As, however, nothing further was e^ er noticed between them, 
the circumstance caused no great scandal; only she was ob- 
served to take to I’eading Pamela shortly afterwards, and 
refused the hand of the village inn-keeper, whom she had pre- 
viously smiled on. 

The old butler, who was formerly footman, and a rejected 
admirer of hers, used to tejl the anecdote now and then, at those 
little cabals that will occasionally take place among the most 
orderly servants, arising from the common propensity of the 
governed to^^alk against administi’ation; but he has left it off, 
of late years, since he has risen into place, and shakes his head 
rebukingly when it is mentioned. 

It is certain that the old lady will, to this day, dwell on the 
looks of the Squii’e when he was a young man at college; and 
she maintains that none of his sons can compare with their 
father when he was of their age, and was dressed out in his 
full suit of scarlet, with his hair craped and powdered, and his 
three-cornered hah 

She has an orphan niece, a pretty, soft-hearted baggage, 
named PhcBbe Wilkins, who has been transplanted to the Hall 
within a year or two, and been nearly spoiled for any condition 
of life. She is a kind of attendant and companion of the fair 
Julia’s; and from loitering about the young lady’s apartments. 
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reading scraps of novels, and inlieriting second-liand finery, 
has become something between a waiting-maid and a slipshod 
fine lady. 

She is considered a kind of heiress among the servants, as 
' she will inherit all her amit’s property wliich, if report be true, 
must be a round sum of good golden guineas, the accumulated 
wealth of two housekeepers’ savings ; not to mention the heredi- 
tary wardrobe, and the many httle valuables and knick-knacks, 
treasured up in the housekeepers’ room. Indeed, the old 
housekeeper has the reputation, among the servants and the 
villagers, of being passing rich; and there is a japanned chest 
of drawers, and a large iron-bound coffer in her room, which 
are supposed, by the house-maids, to hold treasures of wealth. 

The old lady is a great Mend of Master Simon, who, indeed, 
pays a little court to her, as to a person high in authority ; and 
they have many discussions on points of family history, in 
which, notwithstanding his extensive information, and pride 
knowdedge, he commonly admits her superior accuracy. He 
seldom returns to the Hah, after one of his visits to the other 
branches of the family, without bringing Mrs. Wfikins some 
remembrance from the ladies of the house where he has been 
staying. 

Indeed, all the children of the house look up to the old lady 
with habitual respect and attachment, and she seems almost to 
consider them as her own, from their having grown up under 
her eye. The Oxonian, however, is her favourite, probably from 
being the youngest, though he is the most miscMevous, and has 
been apt to play tricks upon her from boyhood. 

I cannot help mentioning one little ceremony, which, I be- 
lieve, is peculiar to the Hall. After the cloth i# removed at 
dinner, the old housekeeper sails into the room and stands be- 
hind the Squire’s chair, when he fiUs her a glass of wine with 
his own hands, in which she drinks the health of the company 
iu a truly respectful yet dignified manner, and ‘then retires. 
The Squire received the' custom from his father, and has always 
.continued it. ' - ■ 

There is a peculiar character about the servants of old Eng- 
lish families that reside principally in the country. They have 
a quiet, orderly, respectful mode of doing their duties. Tliey 
are always neat in their persons, and appropriately, and if I 
may use the phi'ase, technically dressed; they move about the 
house without hurry or noise; there is nothing of the bustle of 
employment, or the voice of coxmnand ; nothing of that obtrusive 
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housewifery that amounts to a torment. You are not perseci 
ted by the process of making you comfortabie; yet every tiiin 
is done, and is done well. The work of the house is performe 
as if by magic, but it is the magic of system. Nothing is doh 
by fits and starts, nor at awkward seasons; the whole goes 03 
like welhoiled clock-work, where there is no noise nor jarrin| 
in its operations. 

English servants, in genei^al, are not treated with great in 
diligence, nor rewarded by many commendations; for the 
English are laconic and reserved toward their domestics; but 
an approving nod and a kind word from master or mistress, 
goes as far here, as an excess of praise or indulgence elsewhere.; 
Neither do servants often exhibit any animated marks of affec-; 
tion to their employers; yet, though quiet, they are strong in 
their attachments; and the reciprocal regard of masters and 
servants, though not ardently expressed, is powerful and last- ; 
ing in old Enghsh families. 

The title of ‘‘an old family servant” carries with it a thousand ; 
kind associations, in all parts of the world; and there is no 
claim upon the home-bred charities of the heart more irresisti- 
ble than that of having been “born in the house.” It is com- 
mon to see gray-headed domestics of this kind attached to an 
English family of the “ old school,” who continue in it to the 
day of tlieii' death, in the enjoyment of steady, unaffected 
kindness, and the performance of faithful, unofiicious duty. I 
think such instances of attachment speak well for both master 
and servant, and the frequency of them speaks well for national 
character. 

These observations, however, hold good only with families of 
the description I have mentioned; and with such as are some- 
what retired, and pass the greater part of their time in the 
coimtry. As to the powdered menials that throng the halls 
of fashionable town residences, they equally reflect the charac- 
ter of the establishments to which they belong; and I know no 
more complete epitomes of dissolute heartlessness and pam- 
pered inutihty. 

But, the good “ old family servant !”— the one who has always 
been linked, in idea, with the home of our heart ; who has led 
us to school in the days of prattling childhood ; who has been 
the confidant of our boyish cares, and schemes, and enterprises; 
who has hailed us as we came home at vacations, and been the 
promoter of all our holiday sports ; who, when we, in wander- 
ing manhood, have left the paternal roof, and only return 
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tliitlier at intervals— will welcome ns with a joy inferior only t® 
that of our parents ; who, now grown gray and infirm with age, 
still totters about the house of our fathers, in fond and faithful 
servitude; who claims us, in a manner, as his own; and hastens 
with querulous eagerness to anticipate his fellow-domestics in 
waiting upon us at table; and who, when we retire at night to 
the chamber that still goes by our name, will linger about the 
room to have one more kind look, and one more pleasant word 
about times that are past— who does not experience towards 
such a being a feeling of almost filial affection? 

I have met with several instances of epitaphs on the grave- 
stones of such valuable domestics, recorded with the sim- 
ple truth of natural feeling. I have two before me at this 
moment; one copied from a tombstone of a church-yard in 
Warwickshire: 

^^Here lieth the body of Joseph Batte, confidential servant to 
George Birch, Esq., of Hamstead Hall. His grateful friend 
and master caused this inscription to be written in memory of 
his discretion, fidelity, diligence, and continence. He died (a 
bachelor) aged 84, having lived 44 years in the same family.” 

The other was taken from a tombstone in Eltham church- 
yard: 

^‘Here lie the remains of Mr. James Tappy, who departed 
this life on the 8th of September, 1818, aged 84, after a faithful 
service of 60 years in one family ; by each individual of which 
he lived respected, and died lamented by the sole survivor. ” 

Few monuments, even of the illustrious, have given me the 
glow about the heart that I felt while copying this honest epi- 
taph in the church-yard of Eltham. I sympathized with this 
^‘sole survivor” of a family mourning over the grave of the 
faithful follower of his race, who had been, no doubt, a living 
memento of times and friends that had passed away; and in 
considering this record of long and devoted service, I called to 
mind the touching speech of Old Adam, in As You Like It,” 
when tottering after the youthful son of his ancient master : 

“ Master, go on, and I will follow thee 
To the last gasp, with love and loyalty !” 

Note. —I cannot but mention a tablet which I have seen somewhere in the chapel 
of Windsor Castle, put up by the late king to the memory of a family servant, who 
had been a faithful attendant of his lamented daughter, the Princess Amelia. 
George HI, possessed much of the strong domestic feeling of the old English eoun- 
ti-y gentleman; and it is an incident curious in monumental history, and creditable 
to the human heart, a monarch erecting a monument in honour of tlie humble virtues 
of a menial. 
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THE WIDOW, 

She was so charitable and pitious 
She W’ould weep if that she saw a mous 
Caught in a trap, if it were dead or bled: 

Of small hounds had she, that she fed 
With rost flesh, milke, and wastel bread. 

But sore wept she if any of* them were dead, 

Or if man smote them with a yard smart.—CHAircEa. 

Notwithstanding tlie wloimsical parade made by Lady LiHy 
craft on her arrival, she has none of the petty stateliness that 1 
had imagined; but, on the contrary, she has a degree of nature 
and simple-heartedness, if I may use the phrase, that mingles 
•well with her old-fashioned manners and harmless ostentation. 
She dresses in rich silks, with long waist; she rouges considei*- 
ably, and her hair, which is nearly white, is frizzed out, and 
put up with pins. Her face is pitted with the smaU-pox, but 
the dehcacy of her features shows that she may once have been 
beautiful; and she has a very fair and well-shaped hand and 
arm, of which, if I mistake not, the good lady is still a little 
vain. 

I have had the curiosity to gather a few particulars concern- 
ing her. She was a great belle in town, between thirty and 
forty years since, and reigned for two seasons with all the inso- 
lence of beauty, refusing several excellent offers; when, un- 
fortunately, she was robbed of her charms and her lovers by 
an attack of the small-pox. She retired immediately into the 
country, where she some time after inherited an estate, and 
married a baronet, a former admirer, whose passion had sud- 
denly revived; ^‘having,” as he said, ‘‘always loved her mind 
rather than her person.” 

The baronet did not enjoy her mind and fortune above six 
months, and had scarcely gro^vn very tired of her, when he 
broke his neck in a fox-chase, and left her free, rich, and dis- 
consolate. She has remained on her estate in the country ever 
since, and has never shown any desire to return to town, and 
revisit the scene of her early triumphs and fatal malady. All 
her favourite recollections, however, revert to that short period 
of her youthful beauty. She has no idea of town hut as it was 
at that time; and continually forgets that the place and people 
must have changed materially in the course of nearly half a 
century. She will often speak of the toasts of those days as if 
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fitill reigning; and, until very recently, used to talk witk delight 
of the royal familyg and the beauty of the young princes and 
prliicesses. She cannot be brought to think of the present king 
otherwise than as an elegant young man, rather wild, but who 
danced a minuet divinely; and before he came to the crown, 
would often mention him as the sweet young prince.” 

She talks also of the walks in Kensington Garden, ivhere the 
gentlemen ai^peared in gold-laced coats, and cocked hats, and 
the ladies in hoops, and swept so proudly along the grassy 
areniies; and she tliinks the ladies let themselves sadly dowm 
in their dignity, when they gave up cushioned head-dresses, 
and lilgh-heeled shoes. She has much to say too of the officers 
•who w^ere in the train of her admirers ; and speaks familiarly 
of many wild young blades, that are now, perhaps, hobbling 
about watering-places wuth crutches and gouty shoes. 

Whether the taste the good lady had of matrimony discour- 
aged her or not, I cannot say ; but though her merits and her 
riches have attracted many suitors, slie has never been tempted 
to venture again into the happy state. This is singular, too, 
for she seems of a most soft and susceptible heart ; is always 
talking of love and connubial felicity, and is a great sticlder for 
old-fashioned ‘gallantry, devoted attentions, and eternal con- 
stancy, on the part of the gentlemen. She lives, however, after 
her own taste. Her house, I am told, must have been built and 
furnished about the time of Sir Charles G-randison : every thing 
about it is somewhat formal and stately ; but has been softened 
down into a degree of voluptuousness, characteristic of an old 
lady, very tender-hearted and romantic, and that loves her 
ease. The cushions of the great arm-chairs, and wide sofas, 
almost bury you when you sit down on them. Flowers of the 
most rare and delicate kind are placed about the rooms, and on 
little Japanned stands; and sweet hags lie about the tables and 
mantel-pieces. The house is full of pet dogs, Angora cats, and 
singing birds, 'who are as carefully waited upon as she is her- 
.self. ■ ■ 

She is dainty in her living, and a little of an epicure, living on 
white meats, and little lady-like dishes, though her servants 
have substantial old English fare, as their looks hear witness. 
Indeed, they are so indulged, that they are all spoiled; and 
when they lose their present place, they will be fit for no other. 
Her ladyship is one of those easy-tempered beings that are 
always doomed to be much liked, but ill seived by their domes- 
tics, and cheated by all the world. 
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Much of her time is passed in reacling novels, of which sh^ 
has a most extensive library, and has a constant supply iron 
the publishers in town. Her erudition in this line of literatun 
is immense ; she has kept pace with the press for half a century 
Her mind is stuifed with love-tales of ail kinds, from the stately 
amours of the old books of chivalry, down to the last blue- 
covered romance, reeking from the press ; though she evidently 
gives the i^reference to those that came out in the days of her 
youth, and when she was first in love. She maintains that 
there are .no novels written now-a-days equal to Pamela and Sir 
Charles Grandison; and she places the Castle of Otranto at the 
head of all romances. 

She does a vast deal of good in her neighbourhood, and is 
imposed upon by every beggar in the county. She is the bene- 
factress of a village adjoining to her estate, and takes an especial 
interest in all its love-atlairs. She knows of every courtsMp 
that is going on ; every lovelorn damsel is sure to find a patient 
listener and a sage adviser in her ladyship. She takes great 
pains to reconcile all love-quarrels, and should any faithless 
S'wain persist in his inconstancy, he is sure to draw on himself 
the good lady’s violent indignation. 

I have learned these particulars partly from Frank Brace- 
bridge, and partly from Master Simon. I am now able to 
account for the assiduous attention of the latter to her lady- 
ship. Her house is one of Ms favourite resorts, where he is a 
very important personage. He makes her a visit of business 
once a year, wdien he looks into ail her affaii’S; which, as she is 
no manager, are apt to get into confusion. He examines the 
books of the overseer, and shoots about the estate, which, he 
says, is well stocked with game, notwithstanding that it is 
poached by all the vagabonds in the neighbourhood. 

It is thought, as I before hinted, that the captain will inherit 
the greater part of her property, having always been her chief 
favourite ; for, in fact, she is partial to a red coat. She has now 
come to the Hall to be present at his nuptials, having a great 
disposition to interest herself in all matters of love and matri- 
mony. 
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THE LOVERS. 

Rise up, my love, my fair one, and come away; for, lo, the winter is past, tlie rain 
is over and gone; the flowers appear on the earth; the time of the singing’ of birds 
is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard in the land.— Song op Solomon. 


To a man who is a little of a philosopher, and a bachelor to 
boot; and who, by dint of some experience in the follies of life 
begins to look with a learned eye upon the ways of mnn and 
eke of woman; to such a man, I say, there is something Very 
entertaining in noticing the conduct of a pair of young lovers. 
It may not be as grave and scientific a study as the loves of the 
plants, but it is certainly as interesting. 

I have, therefore, derived much pleasure, since my arrival at 
the Hall, from observing the fair Julia and her lover. She has 
aH the delightful, blushing consciousness of an artless girl, inex- 
perienced in coquetry, who has made her first conquest ; ’while 
the captain regards her with that mixture of fondness and exul- 
tation with which a youthful lover is apt to contemplate so 
beauteous a prize. 

I observed them yesterday in the garden, advancing along 
one of the retired walks. The sun was shining with deliciorl 
waimth, making great masses of bright verdui-e, and deep blue 
shade. The cuckoo, that “harbinger of spring,” was faintly 
heard from a distance; the thrash piped from the hawthorn- 
and the yeUow butterflies sported, and toyed, and coquetted iV 
the air. 

The fair Julia was leaning on her lover’s arm, listening to his 
conversation, with her eyes cast down, a soft blush on her 
cheek, and a quiet smile on her lips, whUe in the hand that 
hung negligently by her side was a bunch of flowers. In this 
way they were sauntering slowly along ; and when I considered 
them and the scene in which they were moving, I could not but 
think It a thousand pities that the season should ever change 
or that young people should ever grow older, or that blossoms 
shomd give way to fruit, or tha,t lovers should ever get mar- 


T gathered of family anecdote, I understand 
that the fp- Julia is the daughter of a favourite college friend 
of the Sqmre ; who, after leaving Oxford, had entered the army 
and served for many years in India, where he was mortaliy 
wounded in a skirmish with the natives. In his last moments 
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he had, with a faltering pen, recommended Ms wife and daiigl 
ter to the kindness of Ms early friend. 

The widow and her child returned to England helpless an{ 
almost hopeless. When Mr. Bracehridge received accounts d 
their situation, he hastened to their relief. He reached then 
just » time to soothe the last moments of the mother, who wag 
dying of a consumption, and to make her happy in the assur- 
ance that her cMld should never want a protector. 

The good Squire returned with his prattling charge to Ms 
strong-hold, where he had brought her up with a tenderness 
truly paternal. As he has taken some pains to superintend her 
education, and form her taste, she has grown up with many of 
his notions, and considers him the wisest, as well as the best of 
men. Much of her time, too, has been passed with Lady Lilly- 
craft, who has instructed her in the manners of the old school, 
and enriched her mind with all kinds of novels and romances. 
Indeed, her ladyship has had a great hand in promoting the 
match between Julia and the captain, having had them together 
at her country-seat, the moment she found there was an attach- 
ment growing up between them; the good lady being never so 
hai)py as when she has a pair of turtles cooing about her. 

I have been pleased to see the fondness with which the fair 
Julia is regarded by the old servants at the HaU., She has been 
a pet with them from childhood, and every one seems to lay 
some claim to her education ; so that it is no wonder that she 
should be extremely accomplished. The gardener taught her 
to rear flowers, of wMch she is extremely fond. Old Christy, 
the pragmatical huntsman, softens when she approaclies; and 
as she sits lightly and gracefully in her saddle, claims the merit 
of having taught her to ride ; while the housekeeper, who almost 
looks upon her as a daughter, intimates that she first gave her 
an insight into the mysteries of the toilet, having been dressing- 
maid, in her young days, to the late Mrs. Bracehridge. I am 
inclined to credit tMs last claim, as I have noticed that the dress 
of the young lady had an air of the old school, though managed 
with native taste, and that her hair was put up very much in 
the style of Sir Peter Lely’s portraits in the picture gallery. 

Her very musical attainments partake of this old-fashioned 
character, and most of her songs are such as are not at the 
present day to be found on the piano of a modern performer. 

I have, however, seen so much of modern fashions, modern 
accomplishments, and modern fine ladies, that I relish this tinge 
of antiquated style in so young and lovely a girl; and I have 
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had as much pleasure in hearing her warble one of tlie old songs 
of Herrick, or Carew, or Suckling, adapted to some simple old 
melody, as I have had from listening to a lady amateur sky- 
lark it up and down through the finest bravura of Rossini or 
Mozart. 

We have very pretty music in the evenings, occasionally, 
between her and the captain, assisted sometimes by Master 
Simon, who scrapes, dubiously, on his viohn ; being very apt to 
get out, and to halt a note or two in the rear. Sometimes he 
even thrums a little on the i^iano, and takes a part in a trio, in 
which Ms voice can generally be distinguished by a certain 
quavering tone, and an occasional false note. 

I was praising the fair Julia’s performance to Mm, after one 
o£ her songs, when I found he took to himself the whole credit 
of having formed her musical taste, assuring me that she was 
very apt ; and, indeed, summing up her -whole character in his 
knowing way, by adding, that ‘‘ she was a very nice girl, and 
had no nonsense about her.” 


FAMILY RELIQUES. 

My Itifelice’s face, her brow, her 

The dimple on her cheek: and such sweet skill 

Hath from the cimning workman’s pencil llown, 

These lips look fresh and lively as her own. 

False colours last after the true be dead. 

Of all the roses grafted on her cheeks, 

Of all the graces dancing in her eyes, 

Of all the music set upon her tongue, 

Of all that was past woman’s excellence 
In her white bosom ; look, a painted board 
Circumscribes all I—Bekker. 

An old English family mansion is a fertile subject for study. 
It abounds with illustrations of former times, and traces of the 
tastes, and humours, and manners of successive generations. 
The alterations and additions, in different styles of arciiitectiire ; 
the furniture, plate, pictures, hangings; the -warlike and sport- 
ing implements of different ages and fancies; all furnish food 
for curious and amusing speculation. As the Squire is very 
careful in collecting and preserving all family reliqiies, the Hall 
is Ml of remembrances of the kind. In looking about the estab- 
Mshment, I can pict-ure to myself the characters and habits that 
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Imve prevailed at diiferent eras of^ the fainilj history. I ha-v 
.mentioned, on a former occasion, the .armotir of the crusade 
which hangs up in the Hall. There are also several jack-hoots 
with enormously thick soles and high heels, that belonged tGa,se 
of cavaliers, who tilled the Hail with the din and stir of anir 
during the time of the Covenanters. A, number of enomioin 
drinking vessels of antique fashion, with huge Venice gla>sseSj 
and green-hock-glasses, vdth the apostles in relief on them^ 
remain as monuments of a generation or two of hard livers, 
that led a life of roaring revelry, and first introduced the gout 
iirto the family. 

I shall jjass over several more such indications of temporary 
tastes of the Squire’s predecessors; but I cannot forbear to 
notice a pair of antlers in the great iiall, which is one of the 
trophies of a hard-riding squire of former times, who was the 
Nimrod of these parts. There are many traditions of Ms won- 
derful feats in hunting still existing, wMch are related by old 
Christy, the huntsman, wMo gets exceedingly nettled if they 
are in the least doubted. Indeed, there is a frightful chasm, 
a few miles from the Hah, which goes by the name of the 
Squire’s Leap, from his having cleared it in the ardour of the 
chase; there can he no doubt of the fact, for old Christy shows 
the very dints of the horse’s hoofs on the rocks on each side of 
the chasm. 

Master Simon holds the memory of this squire in great venera- 
tion, and has a number of extraordinary stories to tell concern- 
ing him, which he repeats at all hunting dinners; and I am 
told that they wax more and more marvellous the older they 
grow. He has also a pair of Bippon spurs which belonged to 
tMs mighty hunter of yore, and wMch he only wears on par- 
ticular occasions. 

The place, however, wMch abounds most with mementos of 
past times, is the picture gallery; and there is something 
strangely joleasing, though melancholy, in considering the long 
rows of portraits which compose the greater part of the collec- 
tion. They furnish a kind of narrative of the lives of the family 
worthies, which I am enabled to read with the assistance of the 
venerable housekeeper, who is the family ciiroiiicler, prompted 
occasionally by Master Simon. There is the progress of a fine 
lady, for instance, through a variety of portraits. One repre- 
sents her as a little giii, with a long waist and hoop, holding a 
kitten in her arms, and ogling the spectator out of the corners 
of her eyes, as if she could not turn her head. In another, wo 
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find lier in the freshness of youthful beauty, when she was a 
celebrated belle, and so hard-hearted as to cause several unfor- 
tunate gentlemen to run desperate and write bad poetry. In 
another, she is depicted as a stately dame, in the maturity of 
her charms; next to the portrait of her husband, a gallant 
colonel in full-bottomed wig and gold-laced hat, who was kOled 
abroad; and, finally, her monument is in the church, the spire 
of which may be seen from the window, where her eflSgy is 
carved in marble, and represents her as a venerable dame of 
seventy-six. 

In like manner, I have followed some of the family great men 
through a series of pictures, from early boyhood to the robe of 
dignity, or truncheon of ^command; and so on by degrees, 
until they were garnered up in the common repository, the 
neighbouring chm^ch. 

Tliere is one group that particularly interested me. It con- 
sisted of four sisters, of nearly the same age, who flourished 
about a century since, and, if I may judge from their portraits, 
were extremely beautiful. I can imagine what a scene of 
gayety and romance this old mansion must have been, when 
they were in the heyday of their charms ; when they passed 
like beautiful visions through its halls, or stepped daintily to 
music in the revels and dances of the cedar gallery ; or printed, 
with delicate feet, the velvet verdure of these lawns. How 
must they have been looked up to with mingled love, and 
pride, and reverence by the old family seiwants ; and followed 
with almost painful admiration by the aching eyes of rival 
admirei-s ! Kow must melody, and song, and tender serenade, 
have breathed about these courts, and their echoes whispered 
to the loitering tread of lovers ! How must these very turrets 
have made the hearts of the young galliards thrill, as they first 
discerned them from afar, rising from among the trees, and 
pictured to themselves the beauties casketed like gems within 
these walls ! Indeed, I have discovered about the place several 
faint records of this reign of love and romance, when the Hall 
was a kind of Court of Beauty, 

Several of the old romances in the library have marginal 
notes expressing sympathy and approbation, where there are 
long speeches extolling ladies’ charms, or protesting eternal 
fidelity, or bewailing the cruelty of some tyrannical "fair one. 
The interviews, and declarations, and parting scenes of tender 
lovers, also bear the marks of having been frequently read, 
and are scored and marked with notes of admiration, and have 
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initials written on tlie margins ; most of "which annotations 
have the day of the month and year annexed to them. Several 
of the windows, too, have scraps of poetry engi’aved on them 
with diamonds, taken from the writings of the fair Mrs. 
Philips, the once celebrated Orinda. Some of these seem to 
have been inscribed by lovers ; and others, in a delicate and 
unsteady hand, and a little inaccurate in the spelling, have 
evidently been written by the young ladies themselves, or by 
female friends, who have been on visits to the Hall. Mrs. 
Philips seems to have been their favourite author, and they have 
distributed the names of her heroes and heroines among their 
circle of intimacy. Sometimes, in a male hand, the verse 
bewails the cruelty of beauty, and the sufferings of constant 
love; while in a female hand it prudishly confines itself to 
lamenting the parting of female friends. The bow-window of 
my bed-room, which has, doubtless, been inhabited by one of 
these beauties, has several of these inscriptions. I have one at 
this moment before my eyes, called “ Camilla parting with 
Ijeonora:” 

“ How perish’d is the joy that’s past, 

The present how unsteady ! 

"Wlftat comfort can be great and last, 

When this is gone already.” 

And close by it is another, written, perhaps, by some adven- 
turous lover, who had stolen into the lady’s chamber during 
her absence: 

“ THEODOSIUS TO CAMILLA. 

I’d rather in your favour live. 

Than in a lasting name ; 

And much a greater rate would give 
For happiness than fame. 

THEODOSIUS. 1700 .” 

When I look at these faint records of gallantry and tender* 
ness ; when I contemplate the fading portraits of these beauti- 
ful girls, and think, too, that they have long since bloomed, 
reigned, grown old, died, and passed away, and with them all 
their graces, their triumphs, their rivalries, their admirers ; the 
whole empire of love and pleasure in which they ruled— all 
dead, all buried, all forgotten,” I find a cloud of melancholy 
stealing over the present gayeties around me. I was gazing, 
in a musing mood, this very morning, at the portrait of the 
lady whose husband was killed abroad, when the Mr Julia 
entered the gallery, leaning , on the arm of , the captain. The 
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sun shone through the row of windows on her as she passed 
along, and she seemed to beam out each time into brightness, 
and relapse into shade, until the door at the bottom of the 
gallery closed after her. I felt a sadness of heart at the idea, 
that this was an emblem of her lot: a few more years of sun- 
shine and shade, and all this life and loveliness, and enjoyment, 
will have ceased, and nothing be left to commemorate tliis 
beautiful being but one more perishable portrait ; to awaken, 
perhaps, the trite speculations of some future loiterer, hlsie 
myself, when I and my scribblings shall have lived tiii’ough 
our brief existence, and been forgotten. 


AN OLD SOLDIER. 

I’ve worn some leather out abroad; let out a heathen soul or two; fed this good 
sword with the black blood of pagan Christians; converted a few infidels with it,— 
But let that pass.— TAe Ordinary. 

The Hall was thrown into some little agitation, a few days 
since, by the arrival of General Harbottle. He had been 
expected for several days, and had been looked for, rather 
impatiently, by several of the family. Master Simon assured 
me that I would like the general hugely, for he was a blade of 
the old school, and an excelLont table companion. Lady Lilly- 
craft, also, appeared to be somewdiat buttered, on the morning 
of the general’s arrival, for he had been one of her early admi- 
rers; and she recollected him oiily as a dashing young ensign, 
just come upon the town. She actually spent an hour longer 
at her toilette, and made her appearance -with her hair uncom- 
monly frizzed and powdered, and an additional quantity of 
rouge. She was evidently a little surprised and shocked, there- 
fore, at finding the lithe, dashing ensign transformed into a 
corpulent old general, with a double chin; though it was a 
perfect picture to witness their salutations; the graciousness 
of her profound curtsy, and the air of the old school wdth which 
the general took off his hat, swayed it gently in his hand, and 
bowed his powdered head. 

All this bustle and anticipation has caused me to study the 
general with a little more attention than, perhaps, I should 
otherwise have done; and the few days that he has already 
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passed at the Hall have enabled me, I think, to fnmisli^ a toler 
able likeness of him to the reader. 

He is, as Master Simon observed, a soldier of the old school, 
with powdered ' head, side locks, and pigtail. His face is shaped 
like the stem of a Dutch man-of-war, narrow at top and ■wide 
at bottom, with Ml rosy cheeks and a double chin ; so that, to 
use the cant of the day, his organs of eating may be said to be 
powerfully developed. 

The general, though a veteran, has seen very little active 
seindce, except the taking of Seringapatam, which forms an 
era in his history. He wears a large emerald in his bosom, 
and a diamond on Ms finger,, which he got on that occasion, 
and whoever is unlucky enough to notice either, is sure to 
involve himself in the "whole history of the siege. To judge 
from the general’s conversation, the taking of Seringapatam is 
the most important affair that has occurred for the last 
century. 

On the approach of warlike times on the continent, he was 
rapidly promoted to get him out of the way of younger officers 
of merit ; until, having been hoisted to the rank of general, he 
was quietly laid on the shelf. Since that time, his campaigns 
have been princij)aUy confined to watering-places; where he 
drinks the waters for a slight touch of the liver which he got 
in India; and plays whist mth old dowagers, with whom he 
has flirted in his yoimger days. Indeed, he talks of all the fine 
women of the last half century, and, according to hints wMch 
he now and then drops, has enjoyed the particular smiles of 
many of them. 

He has seen considerable garrison duty, and can speak of 
almost every place famous for good quarters, and where the 
inhabitants give good dinners. He is a diner out of first-rate 
cuirency, when in town ; being invited to one place, because 
he has been seen at another. In the same way he is invited 
about the country-seats, and can describe half the seats in tbe 
kingdom, from actual observation ; nor is any one better versed 
in court gossip, and the pedigrees and intermarriages of the 
nobility.', ■ 

,, :As. the general is an old bachelor, and an old beau, .and' the:re 
are several ladies at the Hall, especially Ms quondam flaniG 
Lady Jocelyne, he is put rather upon his gallantry. He com- 
monly passes some time, therefore, at his toilette, and takes 
the field at a late hour every morning, with his hair dressed 
out and powdered, and a .rose in Ms buttondiole. ; After he has 
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sun shone throughthe row of winclo-ws on her as she passed 
along, raid she seemed to beam out each time into brightness, 
and relapse into shade, until the door at the bottom of the 
gallery closed after her. I felt a sadness of heaii} at the idea, 
that tills was an emblem of her lot: a few more years of sim- 
shiiiG and shade, and all this life and loveliness, and enjoyment, 
will have ceased, and nothing be left to commemorate tliis 
beautiful being but one more perishable portrait; to awaken, 
perhaps, the trite speculations of some future loiterer, like 
myself, when I and my scribblings shall have lived through 
our brief existence, and been f orgotten. 


AN OLD SOLDIER. 

I’ve worn some leather out abroad; let out a heathen soul or two; fed this good 
s^\'oi’d witli the black blood of pagan Christians; converted a few infidels with it.— 
But let that pass.— T/te Ordinary. 

The Hall w-as thrown into some little agitation, a few days 
since, by the arrival of Oeneral Harbottle. He had been 
expected for several days, and had been looked for, rather 
impatiently, by several of the family. Master Simon assured 
me that I would like the general hugely, for he was a blade of 
the old school, and an excellent table companion. Lady Xjilly- 
craft, also, appeared to be somewdiat fluttered, on the morning 
of the general’s arrival, for he had been one of her early admi- 
rers ; and she recollected him only as a dashing young ensign, 
just come upon the town. She actually spent an hour longer 
at her toilette, and made her appearance with her hair micom- 
monly frizzed and powdered, and an additional quantity of 
rouge. She was evidently a little surprised and shocked, there- 
fore, at finding the lithe, dashing ensign transformed into a 
corpulent old general, with a double chin* though it was a 
perfect picture to witness their salutations; the graciousness 
of her profound curtsy, and the air of the old school with -whicli 
the general took ofi Ms hat, swayed it gently in his hand, and 
bowed Ms powMered head. 

AH this bustle and anticipation has caused me to study the 
general with a little more attention than, perhaps, I should 
otherwise have done ; and the few days thfit he has already 
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passed at the Hall have enabled me, I think, to furnish a toler- 
able likeness of him to the reader. 

He is, as Master Simon observed, a soldier of the old school,:' 
with powdered head, side locks, and pigtail. His face is shaped 
like the stern of a Dutch man-of-w^ar, narrow at top and wide 
at bottom, with full rosy cheeks and a double chin ; so that, to 
use the cant of the day, his organs of eating may be said to be 
powerfuly developed. 

The general, though a veteran, has seen very little active 
service, except the taking of Seringapatam, which forms an 
era in his history. He wears a large emerald in his bosom, 
and a diamond on his finger, which he got on that occasion, 
and whoever is unlucky enough to notice either, is sure to 
involve himself in the whole history of the siege. To judge 
from the general’s conversation, the taking of Seringapatam is 
the most important affair that has occurred for the last 
century. 

On the approach of warlike times on the continent, he was 
rapidly promoted to get him out of the way of younger officers 
of merit; until, having been hoisted to the rank of general, he 
was quietly laid on the shelf. Since that time, his campaigns 
have been principally confined to watering-places ; where he 
drinks the waters for a slight touch of the liver which he got 
in India; and plays whist with old dowagers, with whom he 
has flirted in his younger days. Indeed, he talks of all the fine 
women of the last half century, and, according to hints which 
he now and then drops, has enjoyed the particular smiles of 
many of them. , . ■ ’ . ■ 

He has seen considerable garrison duty, and can speak of 
almost every place famous for good quarters, and where the 
inhabitants give good dinners. He is a diner out of first-rate 
currency, when in town; being invited to one place, because 
he has been seen at another. In the same way he is invited 
about the country-seats, and can describe half the seats in the 
kingdom, from actual observation; nor is any one better versed 
in court gossip, and the pedigrees and intermarriages of the 
nobility., ■ 

, . As the; general is an old bachelor, and an old beau, and there 
are several ladies at the Hall, especially his quondam flame 
Lady J ocelyne, he is put rather upon his gallantry. He com- 
monly passes some time, therefore, at his toilette, and takes 
the field at a late hour every morning, with Ms hair dressed 
out, and powdered, and a rosa inMs button-hoie. After ha has 
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breakfasted, be walks up and down the terrace in the simsbine, 
liiimining an air, and heroniing between every stave, carrying 
one band behind his back, and with the other touching Ms cane 
to the ground, and then raising it up to Ms shoulder. Should 
he, in these morning promenades, meet any of the elder ladies 
of the family, as he frequently does Lady Lillycraft, Ms hat is 
immediately in his hand, and it is enough to remind one of 
those courtly groups of ladies and gentlemen, in old prints of 
Windsor terrace, or Kensington garden. 

He taMs frequently about ‘Hhe service,’’ and is fond of hum- 
ming the old song. 

Why, soldiers, why, 

Should we he melancholy, boys? 

Why, soldiers, why. 

Whose business ’t is to die! 

I cannot discover, however, that the general has ever ran any 
gi’eat risk of dying, excepting from an apoplexy or an indiges- 
tion. He criticises all the battles on the continent, and discusses 
the merits of the commanders, but never fails to bring the 
conversation, ultimately, to Tippoo Saib and Seringapatam. I 
am told that the geneiM was a perfect champion at drawing- 
rooms, parades, and watering-places, during the late war, and 
was looked to with hope and confidence by many an old lady, 
when labouring under the terror of Buonaparte’s invasion. 

He is thorougMy loyal, and attends punctually on levees 
when in town. He has treasured up many remarkable sayings 
of the late king, particularly one which the Mng made to him 
on a field-day, comphmenting him on the excellence of his 
horse. He extols the whole royal family, but especially the 
present king, whom he pronounces the most perfect gentleman 
and best whist-player in Europe. The general swears rather 
more than is the fashion of the present day; but it was the 
mode in the old school. He is, however, very strict in religious 
matters, and a staunch churchman. He repeats the responses 
very loudly in church, and is emphatical in praying for the 
king and royal family. 

At table, his loyalty waxes very fervent with Ms second 
bottle, and the song of ^‘ G-od save the King” puts him into a 
perfect ecstasy. He is amazingly well contented with the 
present state of things, and apt to get a little impatient at any 
talk about national ruin and agricultural distress. He says he 
has travelled about the country as much as any man, and has 
met with nothing but prosperity; and to confess the truth, a 
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great part of Ms time is spent in visiting from one coiiiitr3"-seat 
to another, and riding about the parks of his friends. “ They 
talk of public distress,” said the general ijiis dajyto me, at 
dinner, as he smacked a glass of rich burgundy, and cast his 
63' es about the ample board; “they talk of public distress, but 
where do we find it, sir? I see none. I see no reason why any 
one has to complain. Take my word for it, sk, this talk about 
public distress is all humbug!” 


THE WIDOW’S EETINUE. 

Little dogs and all I—Xear. 

In" giving an account of the arrival of Lady LiHycraft at the 
Hall, I ought to have mentioned the entertainment wMch I 
derived from witnessing the unpacking of her carriage, and the 
disposing of her retinue. There is something extremely amus- 
ing to me in the number of factitious wants, the loads of 
imaginary conveniences, but real encumbrances, with which 
the luxurious are apt to burthen themselves. I like to watch 
the whimsical stir and display about one of these petty pro- 
gresses. The number of robustious footmen and retainers of 
all kinds bustling about, with looks of infinite gravity and im- 
portance, to do almost nothing. The number of heav3’' trunks, 
and parcels, and bandboxes belonging to my lady; and the 
solicitude exhibited about some bumble, odd-looking box, by 
my lady’s maid; the cusMons piled in the carriage to make a 
soft seat still softer, and to prevent the dreaded possibility of a 
jolt; the smelling-bottles, the cordials, the baskets of biscuit 
and fruit; the new publications; all provided to guard against 
hunger, fatigue, or ennui; the led horses, to vary the mode of 
travelling; and all tMs preparation and parade to move, per- 
haps, some very good-f or-nothing personage about a little space 
of earth! 

I do not mean to apply the latter part of these observations 
to Lad3^ LiHycraft, for whose simple kind-heartedness I have a 
ver3^ great respect, and who is really a most amiable and worthy 
being. I cannot refrain, however, from mentioning some of 
the motley retinue she has brought with her ; and which, in- 
deed, bespeak the overflowing kindness of her nature, which 
requires her to be surrounded with objects on which to lavish it. 
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Til the first place, her ladyship has a pampered coachman, 
with a red face, and cheeks that hang down lilie dew-laps. He 
evidently domineers over her a little -with respect to the fat 
horses; and only drives out when he thinks proper, and when 
he thinks it will be “good for the cattle.” 

She has a favourite page, to attend upon her person; a hand- 
some boy of about twelve years of age, but a mischievous var- 
let, very much spoiled, and in a fair way to be good for nothing. 
He is dressed in green, with a profusion of gold cord and gilt 
buttons about his clothes. She always has one or two attend- 
ants of the kind, who are replaced by others as soon as they 
grow to fourteen years of age. She has brought two dogs with 
her, also, out of a number of pets which she maintains at home. 
One is a fat spaniel, called Zephyr — though heaven defend me 
from such a zephyr ! He is fed out of all shape and comfort ; 
his eyes are nearly strained out of his head ; he wheezes with 
coriiulency, and cannot walk without great difficulty. The 
other is a little, old, gray-muzzled curmudgeon, with an un- 
happy eye, that kindles like a coal if you ©nly look at him ; his 
nose turns up ; his mouth is drawn into wrinkles, so as to show 
his teeth ; in short, he has altogether the look of a dog far gone 
in misanthi'opy, and totally sick of the world. When he 
walks, he has Ms tail curled up so tight that it seems to lift his 
feet from the ground; and he seldom makes use of more than 
three legs at a time, keeping the other di^awn up as a reserve. 
This last wretch is called Beauty. 

These dogs are full of elegant ailments, unkno'^vn to vulgar 
dogs ; and are petted and nursed by Lady Lillycraft with the 
tenderest kindness. They are pampered and fed with delica- 
cies by them fellow-niinion, the page; hut their stomachs are 
often weak and out of order, so that they cannot eat; though I 
have now and then seen the page give them a mischievous 
pinch, or thwack over the head, when his mistress was not by. 
They have cushions for their express use, on which they lie 
before the fire, and yet are apt to shiver and moan if there is 
the least draught of air. When any one enters the room, they 
make a most tyrannical barking that is absolutely deafening. 
They are insolent to all the other dogs of the establishment. 
There is a noble stag-hound, a great favourite of the Squire's, 
who is a privileged visitor to the parlour ; hut the moment he 
makes his appearance, these intruders fly at Mm with furious 
rage; and I have admired the sovereign indifiereiice and con- 
tempt with which he seems to look down upon his puny assail- 
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ants. When her ladyship drives out, these dogs are generally 
carried with her to take the air ; when they look out of each 
%vindow of the carriage, and bark at all vulgar pedestrian dogs. 
These dogs are a continual source of misery to the household: 
as they are alwaj^s in the way, they every now and then get 
their toes trod on, and then there is a yelping on their part, and 
a loud lamentation on the part of then mistress, that fills the 
room with clamour and confusion. 

Lastly, there is her ladyship’s waiting-gentlewoman, Mrs. 
Hannah, a prim, pragmatical old maid; one of the most 
intolerable and intolerant virgins that ever Mved. She has 
kept her virtue by her until it has turned sour, and now every 
word and look smacks of verjuice. She is the very opposite to 
her mistress, for one hates, and the other loves, all mankind. 
How they first came together I cannot imagine ; but they have 
lived together for many years; and the abigail’s temper being 
tart and encroaching, and her ladyship’s easy and yielding, the 
former has got the complete upper hand, and tyrannizes over 
the good lady in secret. 

Lady Lilly craft now and then complains of it, in great con- 
fidence, to her friends, but hushes up the subject immediately, 
if Mrs. Hannah makes her appearance. Indeed, she has been 
so accustomed to he attended by her, that she thinks she could 
not do without her; though one great study of her life, is to 
keep Mrs. Hannah in good-humour, by little presents and kind- 
nesses. 

Master Simon has a most dervout abhorrence, mingled with 
awe, for this ancient spinster. He told me the other day, in a 
whisper, that she was a cursed brimstone — in fact, he added 
another epithet, which I would not repeat for the world. I 
have remarked, however, that he is always extremely civil to 
her when they meet. 
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EEADY-MONBY JACK. 

My purse, it is my privy wyfe, 

This song I dare both syng and say, 

It keepeth men from grievous stiyfe 
When every man for himself shall pay. 

As I ryde in ryche array 

For gold and silver men wyll me floryshe; 

But thys matter I dare well saye, 

Every gramercy myne own purse.— Boofc of Hunting. 

Oiir the skirts of the neighbouring village, there lives a kind of 
small potentate, who, for aught I know, is a representative of 
one of the most ancient legitimate lines of the present day; for 
the empire over which he reigns has belonged to his family 
time out of mind. His territories comprise a considerable 
number of good fat acres; and his seat of power is in an old 
farm-house, where he enjoys, unmolested, the stout oaken 
chair of his ancestors. The personage to whom I allude is a 
sturdy old yeoman of the name of John Tibbets, or leather, 
Eeady-Money Jack Tibbets, as he is called thi^oughout the 
neighbourhood. 

The first place where he attracted my attention was in the 
church-yard on Sunday ; where he sat on a tombstone after the 
service, with his hat a little on one side, holding forth to a 
small circle of auditors; and, as I presumed, expounding the 
law and the prophets ; until, on drawing a little nearer, I found 
he was only expatiating on the merits of a brown horse. He 
presented so faithful a picture of a substantial English yeoman, 
such as he is often described in books, heightened, indeed, by 
some little finery, peculiar to himself, that I could not but take 
note of his whole appearance. 

He was between fifty and sixty, o£ a strong, muscular frame, 
and at least six feet high, with a physiognomy as grave as a 
lion’s, and set off with short, curling, iron-gray locks. His 
shirt-collar was turned down, and displayed a neck covered 
with the same short, curling, gray hair; and he wore a coloured 
silk neckcloth, tied very loosely, and tucked in at the bosom, 
with a green paste brooch on the knot. His coat was of dark 
green cloth, with silver buttons, on each of which was engi-aved 
a stag, with his own name, John Tibbets, underneath. He had 
an inner vraistcoat of figured chintz, between which and his 
coat was another of scarlet cloth, unbuttoned. His breeches 
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were also left nnbiittoned at the knees, not from any sloven- 
liness, but to show a broad pair of scarlet garters. His stock- 
ings were blue, withwdiite clocks; he wore large silver shoe- 
bucldes ; a broad paste buckle in his hatband ; his sleeve-buttons 
were gold seven-shilling pieces ; and he had two or three guineas 
hanging as ornaments to his watch-chain. 

On making some inquiries about liim, I gathered that he was 
descended from a line of farmers, that had always lived on the 
same spot, and owned the same property; and that half of the 
church-yard was taken up with the tombstones of his race. He 
has all his life been an important character in the place. When 
a youngster, he was one of the most roaring blades of the 
neighbourhood. No one could match liim at wrestling, pitching 
the bar, cudgel play, and other athletic exercises. Like the 
renowned Pinner of Wakefield, he was the village champion; 
carried ofi the prize at all the fairs, and threw his gauntlet at 
the country round. Even to this day, the old people talk of his 
prowess, and undervalue, in comparison, all heroes of the gTeen 
that have succeeded him; nay, they say, that if Eeady-Money 
Jack were to take the field even now, there is no one could 
stand before him. 

When Jack’s father died, the neighbours shook their heads, 
and predicted that young hopeful %vould soon make way with 
the old homestead; but Jack falsified all their predictions. The 
moment he succeeded to the paternal farm, he assumed a new 
character; took a wife; attended resolutely to his affairs, and 
became an industrious, thrifty farmer. With the family pro- 
perty, he inherited a set of old family maxims, to w-hich he 
steadily adhered. He saw to everything himself ; put his own 
hand to the plough; worked hard; ate heartily; slept soundly; 
paid for every thing in cash down ; and never danced, except 
he could do it to the music of his own money in both pockets. 
He has never been without a hundred or two pounds in gold by 
him, and never allows a debt to stand unpaid. This has gained 
him his current name, of which, by the by, he is a little proud ; 
and has caused him to he looked upon as a very wealthy man 
by all the village. 

Notwithstanding Ms thrift, however, he has never denied 
himself the amusements of life, but has taken a share in. every 
passing pleasure. It is his maxim that he that works hard 
can afford to play.” He is, therefore, an attendant at all tliq 
country fairs and wakes, and has signalized himself by feats of 
strength and prowess on village green in the shire. Hq 
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often makes kis appearance at horse-races, and sports Ms half' 
gube:'!-. and even his guinea at a time; keeps a good horse for 
Ms own riding, and to this day is fond of following the hounds, 
and is generally in at the death. He keeps up the rustic 
revels, and hospitalities too, for which his paternal farm-house 
has always b.een noted; has plenty of good cheer and dancing 
at harvest-home, and, above all, keeps the ‘'merry night,”* as 
it is termed, at Christmans. 

With all his love of amusement, however, Jack is by no 
means a boisterous, jovial companion. He is seldom known to 
laugh even in the midst of his gayety; hut maintains the 
same grave, lion-like demeanour. He is very slow at compre- 
hending a joke; and is apt to sit puzzling at it with a perplexed 
look, while the rest of the company is in a roar. This gravity 
has, perhaps, grown on liim with the growing weight of his 
character ; for he is gradually rising into patriarchal dignity 
in Ms native place. Tliough he no longer takes an active part 
In athletic sports, yet he always presides at them, and is ap- 
pealed to on all occasions as umpire. He maintains the peace 
on the village green at holiday games, and quells all brawls 
and quarrels by collaring the parties and shaking them heartily, 
if refractory. No one ever pretends to raise a hand against 
him, or to contend against Ms decisions; the young men 
having grown up in habitual awe of Ms prowess, and in impli- 
cit deference to him as the champion and lord of the green. 

He is a regular frequenter of the village irm, the landlady 
having been a sweetheart of Ms in early life, and he having 
always continued on kind terms with her. He seldom, how- 
ever, drinks any thing but a draught of ale; smokes Ms pipe, 
and pays his reckoning before leaving the tap-room. Here he 
“gives his little senate laws;” decides bets, which are very gen- 
erally referred to him; determines upon the characters and 
qualities of horses; and, indeed, plays now and then the part 
ot a judge in settling petty disputes between neighbours, which 
otherwise might have been nursed by country attorneys into 
tolerable law-suits. Jack is very candid and impartial in his 
decisions, but he has not a head to carry a long argument, 
and is very apt to get perplexed and out of patience i£ there is 
much pleading. He generally breaks through the argument 

Merry Night— a rustic merry-making in a farm-house about Christmas, com- 
mon in some parts of Yorkshire. There is abimdanee of homely fare, tea, cakes, 
fruit, and ale; various feats of agility, amusing games, romping, dancing, and kisS’ 
ing withal. They commonly break up at midnight. 
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witli a sti'ong Toice, and brings matters to a summary conclu- 
sion, by pronouncing what be calls tlie ^'upshot of the biisi™ 
ness/’ or, in other words, “tbe loilg and the short of tlie 
matter.” 

Jack once made a journey to London, a great many years 
since, which has furnished him with topics of conversation 
ever since. He saw the old king on the terrace at Windsor, 
who stopped, and pointed him out to one of the princesses, 
being probably struck mth Jack’s truly yeoman-like appear- 
ance. This is a favourite anecdote with him, and has no doubt 
had a great eifect in making him a most loyal subject ever 
since, in spite of 4axes and poors’ rates. He was also at Bar- 
tholomew fair, where he had half the buttons cut off his coat ; 
and a gang of pick-pockets, attracted by his external show of 
gold and silver, made a regular attempt to hustle him as he was 
gazing at a show; but for once they found that they had 
caught a tartar; for Jack enacted as great wonders among the 
gang as Samson did among the Philistines. One of his neigh- 
bours, who had accompanied him to town, and was with him at 
the fail', brought back an account of Ms exploits, which raised 
the pride of the whole village ; who considered their champion 
as having subdued all London, and eclipsed the achievements 
of Friar Tuck, or even the renowned Robin Hood himself. 

Of late years, the old fellow has begun to take the world 
easily; he works less, -and indulges in greater leisure, Ms son 
having grown up, and succeeded to him both in the labours of 
the farm, and the exploits of the green. Like all sons of dis- 
tinguished men, however, Ms father’s renown is a disadvantage 
to Mm, for he can never come up to public expectation. 
Though a line active fellow of three-and-twenty, and quite the 
^‘cock of the walk,” yet the old people declare he is nothing 
like what Ready-Money Jack was at his time of life. The 
youngster himself acknowledges Ms inferiority, and has a won- 
derful opinion of the old man, who indeed taught him. all Ms 
athletic accomplishments, and holds such a sway over him, 
that I am told, even to tMs day, he would have no hesitation 
to take him in hands, if he rebelled against paternal govern- 
ment.' 

The Squire holds Jack in very high esteem, and shows Mm 
to all his visitors, as a specimen of old English “ heart of oak.” 
He frequently calls at' his house, and tastes' some of Ms home- 
brewed, which is excellent. He made Jack a present of old 
Tusser’s ^'^Hundred .Points of good' Husbandrie,” wbich has 
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furnished him with reading ever since, and is his text-hook 
and manual in all agricultural and domestic concerns. He has 
made dog’s ears-at the most favourite passages, and know’-s 
many of the poetical maxims by heart. 

Tibbets, though not a man to be daunted or flattered by high 
acquaintances; and though he cherishes a sturdy independence 
of mind and manner, yet is evidently gratified by the atten- 
tions of the Squire, whom he has known Irom boyhood, and 
pronounces ‘ ^ a truegentleman every inch of him. ” He is also on 
excellent terms with Master Simon, who is a kind of privy 
counsellor to the family; but his great favourite is the Oxonian, 
whom he taught to wrestle and play at quarter-stafl: when a 
boy, and considers the most promising young gentleman in 
die whole country. 


BACHELOES. . 

The Bachelor most joyfully 
In pleasant plight doth pass his dales. 

Good fellowship and compan ie 

He doth maintain and keep alwaics.—EvEN’s Old Ballads, 

There is no character in the comedy of human life that is 
more difficult to play well, than that of an old Bachelor. When 
a single gentleman, therefore, arrives at that critical period 
when he begins to consider it an impertinent question to be 
asked his age, I would advise him to look well to his ways. 
This period, it is true, is much later with some men than with 
others ; I have witnessed more than once the meeting of two 
wrinkled old lads of this kind, who had not seen each other for 
several years, and have been amused by the amicable exchange 
of compliments on each other’s appearance, that talves place on 
such occasions. There is always one invariable observation: 

Why, bless my soul ! you look younger than when I last saw 
you !” Whenever a man’s friends begin to compliment him 
about looking young, he may be sure that they think he is 
growing old. 

I am led to make these remarks by the conduct of Master 
Simon and the general, who have become great cronies. As 
the former is the younger by many years, he is regarded as 
quite a youthful blade by the general, who moreover looks 
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upon Mm as a man of great wit and prodigious acquirements. 
I have already hinted that Master Simon is a family beau, and 
considered rather a young fellow by all the elderly ladies of the 
connexion; for an old bachelor, in an old family connexion, is 
something like an actor in a regular dramatic corps, who seems 
to “ flourish in immortal youth,” and will continue to play the 
Eomeos and Eangers for half a century together. * 

Master Simon, too, is a little of the chameleon, and takes a 
different hue with every different companion: he is very atten- 
tive and officious, and somewhat sentimental, with Lady Lilly- 
craft ; copies out little namby-pamby ditties and love-songs for 
her, and draws quivers, and doves, and darts, and Cupids, to 
be worked on the corners of her pocket-handkerchiefs. He 
indulges, however, in very considerable latitude with the other 
married ladies of the family; and has many sly pleasantries to 
whisper to them, that provoke an equivocal laugh and a tap of 
the fan. But when he gets among young company, such as 
Frank Brae'ebridge, the Oxonian, and the general, he is apt to 
put on the mad wag, and to talk in a very bachelor-like strain 
about the sex. 

In this he has been encouraged by the example of the general, 
whom he looks up to as a man who has seen the world. The 
general, in fact, tells shocking stories after dinner, when the 
ladies have retired, which he gives as some of the choice things 
that are served up at the MuUigatawney club; a knot of boon 
companions in Lpndon. He also repeats the fat jokes of old 
Major Pendergast, the wit of the club, and which, though the 
general can hardly repeat them for laugMng, always make 
Mr. Bracehridge look gi'ave, he having a gi*eat antipathy to an 
indecent jest. In a word, the general is a complete instance of 
the declension in gay life, by wliich a young man of pleasure is 
apt to cool down into an obscene old gentleman.^ 

I saw him and Master Simon, an evening or two since, con- 
versing with a buxom milkmaid in a meadow ; and from their 
elbowing each other now and then, and the general’s shaldng 
Ms shoulders, bloiving up his cheeks, and breaking out into a 
short flt of irrepressible laughter, I had no doubt they were 
playing the mischief with the girl. 

As I looked at them tM’ough a hedge, I could not hut think 
they would have made a tolerable group for a modern picture 
of Susannah and the two elders. It is true, the girl seemed in 
nowise alarmed at the force of the enemy; and I question, had 
either of them been alone, whether she would not have been 
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more than they would have ventured to encounter. Such vete- 
ran roy sters are daring wags when together, and will put any 
female to the blush with their jokes; but they are as quiet as 
lambs when they fall singly into the clutches of a fine woman. 

In spite of the general's j^ears, he evidently is a little vain of 
his person, and ambitious of conquests. I have observed him 
on Sunday in church, eyeing the country girls most suspiciously ; 
and have seen him leer upon them with a downright amorous 
look, even when he has been gallanting Lady Lillycraft, with 
great ceremony, through the church-yard. The general, in 
fact, is a veteran in the service of Cupid, rather than of Mars, 
having signalized liimself in all the garrison towns and country 
quarters, and seen service in every ball-room of England. Not 
a celebrated beauty but he has laid siege to; and if his word 
may be taken in a matter wherein no man is apt to be over- 
veracious, it is incredible the success he has had with the fair. 
At present he is like a worn-out warrior, retired from service ; 
but who still cocks his beaver with a military air, and talks 
stoutly of fighting whenever he comes within the smell of gun- 
powder. 

I have heard him speak his mind very freely over his bottle, 
about the folly of the captain in taking a wife ; as he thinlis a 
young soldier should care for notliing but Ms ‘‘bottle and kind 
landlady. But, in fact, he says the service on the continent 
has had a sad effect upon the young men ; they have been 
ruined by light wines and French quadrilles. , “They’ve noth- 
ing,” he says, “of the spirit of the old service. There are none 
of your six-bottle men left, that were the souls of a mess dinner, 
and used to pb.y the very deuce among the women. ” 

As to a bachelor, the general affirms that he is a free and easy 
man, with no baggage to take care of but his portmanteau; but 
a married man, with Ms wife hanging on his arm, always puts 
him in mind of a chamber candlestick, with its extinguisher 
hitched to it. I should not mind all this, if it were merely con- 
fined to the general; but I fear he will be the ruin of my friend, 
Master Simon, who already begins to echo his heresies, and to 
talk in the style of a gentleman that has seen life, and lived 
upon the town. Indeed, the general seems to have taken 
Master Simon in hand, and talks of showing him the lions 
when he comes to town, and of introducing him to a knot of 
choice spirits af the MulligaM wney club ; which, I miderstand, 
is composed of cld nabobs, officers in the Company’s employ, and 
other “men of Ind,” that have seen servica in the East, and 
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retiirnecl home burnt out with curry, and touched with the 
liver complaint. They have their regular club, where they eat 
Mulligatawney soup, smoke the hookah, talk about Tippoo 
Saib, Seringapatam, and tiger-hunting; and are tediously 
agreeable in each other’s company. 


WIVES. 

Believe me, man, there is no greater bliss© 

Than is the quiet joy of loving wife; 

Which whoso wants, half of himselfe doth misse. 

Friend without change, playfellow without strife, 

Food without fuln esse, counsailewiUiout pride, 

,, Is this sweet doubling of our single life.~SiE P. Sidney. 

i Theee is so much talk about matrimony going on aroimd me, 

in consequence of the approaching event for which we are as- 
I sembled at the Hall, that I confess I find my thoughts singularly 

exercised on the subject. Indeed, all the bachelors of the 
establishment seem to be passing through a kind of fiery 
ordeal; for Lady Lillycraft is one of those tender, romance- 
read dames of the old school, whose mind is filled with fiames 
and darts, and who breathe nothing but constancy and wedlock. 

;! She is for ever immersed in the concerns of the heart; and, to 

i use a poetical phrase, is perfectly surrounded by ‘‘the purple 

light of love.” The very general seems to feel the influence of 
i; this sentimental atmosphere; to melt as he approaches her 

ladyship, and, for the time, to forget all his heresies about 
matrimony and the sex. 

The good lady is generally surrounded by little documents of 
her prevalent taste ; novels of a tender nature ; richly bound 
little hooks of poetry, that are filled with sonnets and love 
tales, and perfumed with rose-leaves ; and she has always an 
album at hand, for which she claims the contributions of ail 
{ her friends. On looking over this last repository, the other 

i day, I found a series of poetical extracts, in the Squire’s hand- 

; -writing, which might have been intended as matrimonial hints 

; to his ward. I was so much struck with several of them, that 

I took the liberty of copying them out. They are from the old 
play of Thomas Davenport, published m 1661, entitled “ The 
City Night-Cap in which is drawn out and exemplified, in 
the part of Abstemia, the character of a patient and faithfxil 
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wife, wbicli, I think, might vie with that of the renowned 
Griselda. 

I have often thought it a pity that plays and novels should 
always end at the wedding, and should not give us another act, 
and another volume, to lot us know how the hero and heroine 
conducted themselves when married. Their main object seems 
to be merely to instruct young ladies how to get husbands, but 
not how to keep them: now this last, I speak it with ail due 
diffidence, appears to me to be a desideratum in modern mar- 
ried life. It is appalling to those who have not yet adventured 
into the holy state, to see how soon the flame of romantic love 
burns out, or rather is quenched in matiimony; .and how 
deplorably the passionate, poetic lover declines into the phleg- 
matic, prosaic husband. I am inclined to attribute this very 
much to the defect Just mentioned in the plays and novels, 
which form so important a branch of study of our young ladies ; 
and which teach them how to be heroines, but leave them 
totally at a loss when they come to be wives. The play from 
which the quotations before me were made, however, is an ex- 
ception to tliis remark ; and I cannot refuse myself the pleasure 
of adducing some of them for the benefit of the reader, and for 
the honour of an old writer, who has bravely attempted to 
awaken dramatic interest in favour of a woman, even after she 
was married ! 

The following is a commendation of Abstemia to her husband 
Lorenzo : 

She’s modest, but not sullen, and loves silence; 

Not that slie wants apt words, (for when she speaks, 

She indames love with wonder,) but because 
She calls wise silence the soul’s harmony. 

She’s truly chaste; yet such a foe to coyness, 

The poorest call her courteous; and which is ezcellentj 
(Though fair and young) she siiuns to expose herself 
To the opinion of strange eyes. She either seldom 
Or never walks abroad but in your conipan3% 

And then with such sweet bashfulness, as if 

She were venturing on crack’d ice, and takes delight 

To step into the print j'our foot hath made, 

And will follow you whole fields; so she will drive 
Tediousness out of time, with her sweet character. 

ISTot’witlistanding all this excellence, Abstemia has the mis- 
fortune to incur the unmerited Jealousy of her husband. In- 
stead, however, of resenting his harsh treatment with clamor- 
ous upbraidings, and with the stormy violence of high, windy 
virtue, by which the sparks of anger are so often blown into a. 
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flame, she eiicliix*es it with the meekness of conscious, hui; 
patient, virtue; and makes the folio wing beautiful appeal to s. 
Mend who has witnessed her long suffering: 

- — -Hast thou not seen iiio 
Bear all his injuries, as the oceau suffers 
The angry bark to plough through her bosom, 
j And yet is presently so smooth, the eye 

Cannot perceive where the wide wound was made? 

Lorenzo, being wrought on by false representations, at length 
repudiates her. To the last, however, she maintains her 
patient sweetness, and her Iqvo for him, in spite of his cruelty. 
She deplores his error, even more than his imkindness; and 
laments the delusion wliich has turned liis very affection into 
a source of bitterness. There is a moving pathos in her parting 
address to Lorenzo, after their divorce : 

Farewell, Loi'enzo, 

Whom my soul doth love: if you e’er marry, 

May you meet a good wife; so good, that you 
May not suspect her, nor may she be worthy 
Of youi suspicion; and if you hear hereafter 
That I am dead, inquire but my last words, 

And you shall know that to the last I lov’d you. 

And when you walk forth with your second choice 
.fnto the pleasant fields, and by chance talk of me, 

Imagine that you see me, lean and pale, 

strewing your path with fiowers. 

Butmay she never live to pay my debts: ^weeps) 

If but in thought she wrong you, may she die 
In the conception of the injury. 

Pray make me ivealthy with one kiss: farewell, sir: 

Let it not grieve when you shall remember 
That I was innocent: nor this forget, 

Though innocence here suffer, sigh, and groan, 

She walks but thorow thorns to find a throne. 

In a short time Lorenzo discovers his error, and the inno- 
cence of his injured wife. In the transports of his repentance, 
he calls to mind all her feminine excellence ; her gentle, uncom- 
plaining, womanly fortitude under wrongs and sorrows : 

Oh, Abstemia! 

How lovely thou lookest now! now thou appearest 
Chaster than is the morning’s modesty 
That rises with a blush, over whose bosom 
The western wind creeps softly; now I remember 
How, when she sat at table, her obedient eye 
Would dwell on mine, as if it were not well, 

Unless it look'd where I look'd: oh how proud 
She was, when she could cross her!^ elf to please me! 

But where now is this fair soul ? Like a silver clou^ 

She hathhvept herself, I fear, into the dead s#'' . 

And will be found no more. 
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It is blit doing right by the reader, if interested in the fate of 
Abstemia by the preceding extracts, to say, that she was re- 
stored to the arms and affections of her husband, rendered 
fonder than ever, by that disposition in every good heart, to 
atone for past injustice, by an overflowing measure of return- 
ing kindness : 

Thou wealth, worth more than kingdoms; I am now 
Confirmed past all suspicion; thou art far 
Sweeter in thy sincere truth than a sacrifice 
Deck’d up for death with garlands. The Indian winds 
That blow from off the coast and cheer the sailor 
With the sweet savour of their spices, want 
The delight flows in thee. 

I have been more affected and interested by this little drama- 
tic picture, than by many a popular love tale; though, as I 
^aid before, I do not think it Hkely either Abstemia or patient 
Grizzle stand much chance of being taken for a model. Still I 
like to see poetry now and then extending its views beyond the 
wedding-day, and teaching a lady how to make herself attrac- 
tive even after marriage. There is no ^’eat need of enforcing 
on an unmarried lady the necessity of Deing agreeable ; nor is 
there any great art requisite in a youthful beauty to enable her 
to please. Nature has multiplied attractions around her. 
Youth is in itself attractive. The freshness of budding beauty 
needs no foreign aid to set it off ; it pleases merely because it is 
fresh, and budding, and beautiful. But it is for the married 
state that a woman needs the most instruction, and in which 
she should be most on her guard to maintain her powers of 
pleasing. No 'woman can expect to be to her husband all that 
he fancied her when he was a lover. Men are al'ways doomed 
to be duped, not ..o much by the arts of the sex, as by their own 
imaginations. They are always wooing goddesses, and marry- 
ing mere mortals. A woman should, therefore, ascertain what 
was the charm that rendered her so fascinating when a girl, 
and endeavour to keep it up when she has become a wife. One 
great thing undoubtedly was, the chariness of herself and her 
conduct, which an unmarried female always observes. She 
should maintain the same niceness and reserve in her person 
and habits, and endeavour still to preserve a freshness and 
■virgin delicacy in the eye of her husband. She should remem- 
ber that the pro-vince of woman is to be wooed, not to woo; to 
be caressed, not to caress. Man is an ungrateful being in love*, 
bounty loses instead of winning him. The secret of a woman’s 
power does not consist so much in giving, as in withholding. 
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A woman may give np too mucn even to her liushancl It is to 
a thousand little delicacies of conduct that she must trust to 
keep alive passion, and to protect herself from that dangerous 
familiarity, that thorough acquaintance with every weakness 
and imperfection incident to matrimony. By these means she 
may still maintain her power, though she has surrendered her 
person, and may continue the romance of love even beyond the 
honeymoon. 

‘‘She that hath a wise husband,” says Jeremy Taylor, 
“must entice him to an eternal dearnesse by the veil of mod- 
esty, and the grave robes of chastity, the ornament of meek- 
ness, and the jewels of faith and charity. She must have no 
painting but blushings ; her brightness must be purity, and she 
must shine round about witli sweetness and friendship; and 
she shall he pleasant while she hves, and desired when she 
dies. ' 

I have wandered into a rambling series of remarks on a trite 
subject, and a dangerous one for a bachelor to meddle with. 
That I may not, however, appear to confine my observations 
entirely to the wife, I ^vill conclude with another quotation 
from Jeremy Taylor, in which the duties of both parties are 
mentioned ; wliile I would recommend his sermon on the mar- 
riage-ring to all those who, wiser than myself, are about 
entering the happy state of wedlock. 

“There is scarce any matter of duty but it concerns them 
both alike, and is only distinguished by names, and hath its 
variety by circumstances and little accidents: and what in one 
is called love, in the other is called reverence; and what in the 
wife is obedience, the same in the man is duty. He provides, 
and she dispenses ; he gives commandments, and she rules by 
them; he rales her by authority, and she rules him by love; 
she ought by aU means to please him, and he must by no 
means displease her.” ■ * ' 


STOBY TELLING. 

A FAVOIJEITE evening pastime at the Hall, and one which the 
worthy Squire is fond of promoting, is story telling, “a good, 
old-fashioned fire-side amusement,” as he terms it. Indeed, 
I believe he promotes it, chiefiy, because it vms one of the 
choice recreations in those days of yore, when ladies and gem 
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tlemen were not miicli in tlis liabit of reading. Be this as u 
may, he will often, at supper-table, when conversation flags, 
call on some one or other of the company for a story, as it was 
fonnorly the custom to call for a song; and it is edifying to see 
the exemplary patience, and even satisfaction, with which the 
good old gentleman will sit and listen to some hackneyed tale 
*' hat he has heard for at least a hundred times. 

In this way, one evening, the current of anecdotes and stories 
ran upon mysterious personages that have figured at different 
times, and &ied the world with doubt and conjecture ; such as 
the Wandering Jew, the Man with the Iron Mask, who tor- 
mented the curiosity of all Ern^ope; the Invisible Grirl, and last, 
though not least, the Pig-faced Lady. 

At length, one of the company was called upon that had the 
most unpromising physiognomy for a story teller, that ever 
I had seen. He was a thin, pale, weazen-faced man, extremely 
nervous, that had sat at one corner of the table, shmnk up, as 
it were, into himself, and almost swallowed up in the cape of 
his coat, as a turtle in its shell. 

The very demand seemed to throw him into a nervous agita- 
tion ; yet he did not refuse. He emerged his head out of his 
shell, made a few odd grimaces and gesticulations, before he 
could get his muscles into order, or his voice under command, 
and then offered to give some account of a mysterious person- 
age that he had recently encountered in the course of his trav- 
els, and one whom he thought fully entitled to being classed 
with the Man with the Iron Mask. 

I was so much struck with his extraordinary narrative, that 
I have written it out to the best of my recollection, for the 
amusement of the reader. I think it has in it all the elements 
of that mysterious and romantic narrative, so greedily sought 
after at the present day. 


THE STOUT GENTLEMAN. 

A STAGE-COAOH EOaiANOE. 

“ I’ll cross it, though it blast me !” — Hamlet. 

It was a rainy Sunday, in the gloomy month of November. 
I had been detained, in the course of a journey, by a slight 
indisposition, from which I was recovering; but I was still 
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feverisb, and was obliged to keep witMn doors all day, in an inn 
of the small town of Derby. A wet Sunday in a country inn! 
— ^^\^boever has had the luck to experience one can alone judge 
of my situation. The rain pattered against the casements ; the 
bells tolled for church with a melancholy sound. I went to 
the windows, in quest of something to amuse the eye ; but it 
seemed as if I had been placed completely out of the reach of 
all amusement. The windows of my bed-room looked out 
among tiled roofs and stacks of chimneys, while those of my 
sitting-room commanded a full view of the stable-yard. I 
know of nothing more calculated to make a man sick of 
this world, than a stable-yard on a rainy day. The place was 
littered with wet straw, that had been Mcked about by travel- 
lers and stable-boys. In one. corner was a stagnant pool of 
water, surrounding an island of muck; there wei^e several 
half-drowned fowls crowded together under a cart, among 
wliich was a miserable, crest-fallen cock, drenched out of all 
life and spirit ; his drooping tail matted, as it were, into a sin- 
gle feather, along which the water trickled from his back; near 
the cart was a half-dozing cow chewing the cud, and standing 
patiently to be rained on, with ivreaths of vapor rising from 
her reeking hide ; a wall-eyed horse, tired of the loneliness of 
the stable, was poking his spectral head out of the window, 
with the rain dripping on it from the eaves ; an unhappy cur, 
chained to a dog-house hard by, uttered sometliing every now 
and then, between a bark and a yelp; a drab of a kitcben- 
wench tramped backwards and forwards through the yard in 
pattens, looking as sulky as the weather itself ; every thing, in 
short, was comfortless and forlorn, excepting a crew of hard- 
drinking ducks, assembled like boon companions round a pud- 
dle, and making a riotous noise over tbeir liquor. 

I was lonely and listless, and wanted amusement. My room 
soon became insupportable. I abandoned it, and sought what 
is technically called the travellers’-room. This is a public 
room set apart at most inns for the accommodation of a class 
of ■^’^’’ayfarers called travellers, or riders; a kind of commercial 
knights-errant, who are incessantly scouring the kingdom in 
gigs, on horseback, or by coach. They are the only successors 
that I know of, at the present day, to the knights-errant of 
yore. They lead the same kind of roving adventurous life, only 
changing the lance for a driving-wMp, the buckler for a pat- 
tern-card, and the coat of mail for an upper Benjamin. Instead 
of vindicating the charms of peerless beaul>y, they rove about 
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spreading the fame and standing of some substantial trades- 
man or manufacturer, and are ready at any time to bargain in 
his name ; it being the fashion now-a-days to trade, instead of 
fight, with one another. As the room of the hotel, in the good 
old fighting times, would be hung round at night with the 
armour of wayworn warriors, such as coats of mail, falchions, 
and yawning helmets: so the traverars’-room is garnished 
with the harnessing of their successors, with box-coats, whips 
of all kinds, spurs, gaiters, and oil-cloth covered hats. 

I was in hopes of finding some of these wortliies to talk with, 
but was disappointed. There were, indeed, two or three in the 
room; but I could make nothing of them. One was just fin- 
ishing his breakfast, quarrelling with his bread and butter, and 
huffing the waiter; another buttoned on a pair of gaiters, with 
many execrations at Boots for not having cleaned his shoes 
well ; a third sat drumming on the table with his fingers, and 
looking at the rain as it streamed dowm the window-glass ; they 
all appeared infected by the weathe: , and disappeared, one 
after the other, without exchanging a word. 

I sauntered to the window, and stood gazing at the people 
picking their way to church, with petticoats hoisted mid-leg 
liigh, and dripping umbrellas. The bell ceased to toll, and the 
streets became silent. I then amused myself with watching 
the daughters of a tradesman opposite ; who, being confined to 
the house for fear of wetting their Sunday finery, played off 
their charms at the front windows, to fascinate the chance 
tenants of the inn. They at length were summoned away by a 
vigilant vinegar-faced mother, and I had nothing further from 
without to amuse me. , 

Whrit was I to do to pass away the long-lived day? I was 
sadly nervous and lonely; and every thing about an inn seems 
calculated to make a dull day ten times duller. Old news- 
papers, smelling of beer and tobacco-smoke, and which I had 
already read hffif-a-dozen times— 'good-for-nothing books, that 
were worse than rainy weather, I bored myself to death with 
an old volume of the Lady’s Magazine. I road all the common- 
placed -names of ambitious travellers scrawled on the panes of 
glass; the eternal families of the Smiths, and the Browns, and 
the Jacksons, and the Johnsons, and all the other sons; and I 
deciphered several scraps of fatiguing inn-window poetry which 
I have met with in all parts of the world. 

The day continued lowering and gloomy; the slovenly, 
ragged, spongy clouds drifted heavily along; there was no 
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variety even in the rain: it- was one dull, continued, moiioto- 
nous patter—patter— patter, excepting.tliat nowand then I was, 
enlivened hj the idea of a brisk shower, from' the rattling of 
the drops upon a passing umbrella. 

It wms quite refreshing (if I may be allowed a haclaieyed 
phrase of the day) when, in the course of the morning, a horn 
blew, and a stage-coach whirled through the street, with out- 
side p>assengers stuck ah. over it, cowering under cotton um- 
brellas, and seethed together, and reeking vdth the steams of 
wet box-coats and upper Benjanodns. 

The sound brought out from their lurking-places a crew of 
vagabond boys, and vagabond dogs, and the carroty-headed 
hostler, and that nondescript animal ycleped Boots, and all the 
other vagabond race that infest the purlieus of an inn ; but the 
bustle was transient ; the coach again whirled on its way ; and 
boy and dog, and hostier and Boots, ah slunk back again to 
their holes ; the street again became silent, and the rain con- 
tinued to rain on. In fact, there was no hope of its clearing 
up; the barometer pointed to rainy weather; mine hostess’ 
tortoise-sheh cat sat by the fire washing her face, and rubbing 
her x>aws over her ears ; and, on referring to the almanac, I 
foxmd a direful prediction stretching from the top of the page 
to the bottom through the wh^ le month, expect — ^much — rain 
—about— this — time.” 

I was dreadfully hipped. The hours seemed as if they would 
never creep by. The very ticking of the clock became irk- 
some, At length the stillness of the house was interrapted by 
the ringing of a bell. Shortly after, I heard the voice of a 
waiter at the bar: The stout gentleman in No. 13 wants Ms 
breakfast,' Tea and bread and butter with ham and eggs; the 
eggs not to be too much done.” 

In such a situation as mine, every incident is of importance. 
Here was a subject of speculation presented to my mind, and 
ample exercise for my imagination. I am prone to paint pic- 
tur(3S to myself, and on this occasion I had some materials to 
work upon. Had the guest up-stairs been mentioned as Mr. 
Smith, or Mr. Browm, or Mr. Jackson, or Mr. Johnson, or 
merely as the gentleman in No. IS,” it w^ould have been a 
peifect blank to me. I should have thought nothing of it ; hut 
“The stout gentleman!” — the very name bad something in it 
of the picturesque. It at once gave the size ; it embodied the 
personage to my mind’s eye, and my fancy did the rest. 

He was stout, or, as some term it, lusty; in al probability, 
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therefore, lie "was advanced in life, some people expanding as 
they grow old. By his breakfasting rather late, and in his 
own room, he must be a man accustomed to live at liis ease, 
and above the necessity of early rising; no doubt a round, rosy, 
lusty old gentleman. 

There was another violent ringing. The stout gentleman 
was impatient for his breakfast. He was evidently a man of 
importance; “well-to-do in the world;” accustomed to be 
promptly waited upon; of a keen appetite, and a httle cross 
when hungry; “ perhaps, ” thought I, “he maybe some Lon- 
don Alderman; or who knows but he may be a Member of 
Parliament?” 

The breakfast was sent up and there was a short interval of 
silence; he was, doubtless, making the tea. Presently there 
was a violent ringing, and before it could be answered, another 
ringing still more violent. “Bless me! what a choleric old 
gentleman!” The waiter came dowm in a huff. The butter 
was rancid, the eggs vrere '"verdone, the ham was too salt:— 
the stout gentleman was evidently nice in his eating; one of 
those w'ho eat and growl, and keep the waiter on the trot, and 
live in a state militant with the household. 

The hostess. got into a fume. I should observe that she was 
a brisk, coquettish woman; : little of a shrew, and something 
of a slammerkin, but very pretty withal; with a nincompoop 
for a husband, as shrews are apt to have. She rated the ser- 
vants roundly for their negligence in sending up so bad a 
breakfast, but said not a vrord against the stout gentleman ; by 
which I clearly perceived that he must be a man of conse- 
quence, entitled to make a noise and to give trouble at a coun- 
try inn. Other eggs, and ham, and bread and butter, were 
sent up. They appeared to be more graciously received; at 
least there was no further complaint. 

I had not made many turns about the travellers’-rooin, when 
there was another ringing. Shortly afterwards there was a 
stir and an inquest about the house. The stout gentleman 
wanted the Times or the Chronicle newspaper. I set him 
down, therefore, for a whig; or rather, from his being so abso- 
lute and lordly where he had a chance, I suspected him of 
being a radical. Hunt, I bad heard, was a large man; “ who 
knows,” thought I, “ but it is Hunt himself I” 

My curiosity began to be awakened. I inquired of the waiter 
who was this stout gentleman that, was making all this stir; 
but I could a:et no information : nobody seemed to know his 
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name. Tlie landlords of bustling inns seldom trouble their 
neads about the names or occupations of their transient guests. 
The colour of a coat, the shape or size of the person, is enough to 
suggest a travelling name. It is either the tall gentleman, or 
the short gentleman, or the gentleman in black, or the gentle- 
man in snuff-colour ; or, as in the present instance, the stout 
gentleman. A designation of the kind once hit on answers 
every purpose, and saves all further inquiry. 

Eain — rain — rain ! pitiless, ceaseless rain 1 No such thing as 
putting a foot out of doors, and no occupation nor amusement 
within. By and by I heard some one walking overhead. It 
was in the stout gentleman’s room. He evidently was a large 
man, by the heaviness of his tread ; and an old man, from his 
wearing such creaking soles. “He is doubtless,” thought I, 
“some rich old square-toes, of regular habits, and is now tak- 
ing exercise after breakfast.” 

I now read all the advertisements of coaches and hotels that 
were stuck about the mantel-piece. The Lady’s Magazine had 
become an abomination to me; it was as tedious as the day it- 
self. I wandered out, not knowing what to do, and ascended 
again to my room. I had not been there long, when there was 
a squall from a neighbouring bed-room. A door opened and 
slammed \uolently ; a chamber-maid, that I had remarked for 
having a ruddy, good-humoured face, went down-staffs in a 
violent flurry. The stout gentleman had been rude to her. 

TMs sent a whole host of my deductions to the deuce in a 
moment. This unknown personage could not be an old gentle- 
man; for old gentlemen are not apt to be so obstreperous to 
chamber-maids. He could not be a young gentleman; for 
yopng gentlemen are not apt to inspire such indignation. He 
must he a middle-aged man, and confounded ugly into the 
bargain, or the girl would not have taken the matter in such 
terrible dudgeon. I confess I was sorely puzzled. 

In a few minutes I heard the voice of my landlady. I caught 
a glance of her as she came tramping up-stairs; her face 
glowing, her cap flaring, her tongue wagging the whole way. 

“ She’d have no such doings in her house, she’d warrant! If 
gentlemen did spend money freely, it was no rale. She’d have 
no servant maids of hers treated in that way, when they were 
abr lit flioir work, that’s what she wouldn’t 1” 

As I hate squaTbbles, particularly with women, and above aH 
srith pretty women, I slunk back into myroom, and partly 
closed the door ; but my curiosity was too much excited not to 


o4 


BEACEBEIDGM BALL. 



listen. Tlie landlady marched increpidly to the enemy’s cita^ 
del, and entered it with a storm: the door closed , after her. I 
heard her voice in high windy clamour for a moment or two. 
Then it gradually subsided, like a gust of wind in a garret; 
then there was a laugh; then I heard nothing more. 

After a httle wliile, my landlady came out with an odd smile 
on her face, adjusting her cap, which was a little on one side. 
As she went down-stairs, I heard the landlord ask her what 
was the matter; she said, ‘^Nothing at all, only the girhs a 
fool.”— I was more than ever perplexed what to make of this 
unaccountable x-)ersonage, who could put a good-natured cham- 
ber-maid in a passion, and send away a termagant landlady in 
smiles. He could not be so old, nor cross, nor ugly either. 

I had to go to work at his picture again, and to paint him 
entirely different. I now set him down for one of those stout 
gentlemen that are frequently met with, swaggering about the 
doors of country inns. Moist, merry fellows, in Belcher hand- 
kerchiefs, W'hose bulk is a little assisted by malt liquors. Men 
who have seen the world, and been sworn at Highgate ; who 
are used to tavern life; up to all the tricks of tapsters, and 
knowing in the ways of sinful publicans. Free-livers on a 
small scale; who are prodigal within the compass of a guinea; 
who call ail the waiters by name, toiizle the maids, gossip) vdth 
the landlady at the bar, and prose over a pint of port, or a 
glass of negus, after dinner. 

The morning wore away in forming of these and similar 
surmises. As fast as I wove one system of behef, some move- 
ment of the unknovm would completely overturn ft, and throw 
all my thoughts again into confusion. Such are the solitary 
operations of a feverish mind. I was, as I have said, extremely 
nervous; and the continual meditation on the concerns of this 
invisible personage began to have its effect: — I was getting a 
fit of the fidgets. 

Dinner-time came. I hoped the stout gentleman might dine 
in the travellers’-room, and that I might at length get a view 
of his pei*son; but no— he IfaLad dinner served in his own room. 
What could be the meaning of this solitude and mystery? He 
could not be a radical ; there was something too aristocratical 
in thus keeping himself apart from the rest of the world, and 
condemning himself to his own dull company throughout a 
rainy day. And then, too, he lived too weH for a discontented 
politician. He seemed to expatiate on a variety of dishes, and 
to sit over his wine like a jolly friend of good living. Indeed, 
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my doubts on this head were soon at an end; for lie could not 
have finished his first bottle before I could faintly hear Mm 
hiimiiiirg a tune; and on listening, I found it to be ^‘God save 
the King.” ’Twa,s plain, then, he was no radical, but a faith- 
ful subject: one that grew loyal over his bottle, and was ready 
to stand by king and constitution, when he could stand by 
notMiig else. But who could he be? My conjectures began to 
run wild. Was he not some personage of distinction, travel- 
ling incog.? “ God knows!” said I, at my wit’s end; ‘‘it may 
be one of the royal family for aught I know, for they are all 
stout gentlemen 1” 

The weather continued rainy. The mysterious unknown 
kept his room, and, as far as I could Judge, Ms chair, for I did 
not hear him move. In the meantime, as the day advanced, 
the traveliers’-room began to be frequented. Some, who had 
just arrived, came in buttoned up in box-coats; others came 
home, who had been dispersed about the town. Some took 
their dinners, and some their tea. Had I been in a different 
mood, I should have found entertainment in studying this 
peculiar class of men. There were two especially, who were 
regular wags of the road, and up to aU the standing Jokes of 
travellers. They had a thousand sly things to say to the wait- 
ing-maid, whom they called Louisa, and Ethelinda, and a dozen 
other fine names, changing the name every time, and chuckling 
amazingly at their own waggery. My mind, however, had 
become completely engrossed by the stout gentleman. He had 
kept my fancy in chase during a long day, and it was not now 
to be diverted from the scent. 

Tlie evening gradually wore away. The travellers read the 
papers two. or three times over. Some drew round the fire, 
and told long stories about their horses, about their adventures, 
their overturns, and breakings down. They discussed the cred- 
its of different merchants and different inns; and the two wags 
toJ.d several choice anecdotes of pretty chamber-maids, and kind 
landladies. AH this passed as they were quietly taking what 
they called their night-caps, that is to say, strong glasses of 
brandy and water and sugar, or some other mixture of the 
kind; after wMch they one after another rang for“ Boots” 
and the chamber-maid, and walked off to bed in old shoes cut 
down into marvellously uncomfoi'table slippers. 

Tliore was only one man left; a short-legged, long-bodied, 
plethoric fellow, with a very large, sandy head. He sat by 
kimself, with a glass of port wine negus, and a spoon; sipping 
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and stirring, and meditating and sipping, until nothing was 
left but the spoon.. He gradually fell asleep bolt upright in his 
chair, with the empty glass standing before him; and the can- 
dle seemed to fall asleep too, for the wick grew long, and black, 
and cabbaged at the end, and dimmed the little light that re- 
mained in the chamber. The gloom that now prevailed was 
contagious. Around hung the shapeless, and almost spectral, 
box-coats of departed travellers, long since buried in deep 
sleep. I only heard the ticldng of the clock, with the deep- 
drawn breathings of the sleeping topers, and the drippings of 
the rain, drop— drop— drop, from the eaves of the house. The 
church-bells chimed midnight. AJl at once the stout gentle- 
man began to walk overhead, pacing slowly backwards and 
forwards. There was something extremely awful in all this, 
especially to one in my state of nerves. These ghastly great- 
coats, these guttural breathings, and the creaking footsteps of 
this mysterious being. His steps grew fainter and fainter, and 
at length died away. I could bear it no longer. I was wound 
up to the desperation of a hero of romance. he who or 

what he may,” said I to myself, ‘‘I’ll have a sight of him!” I 
seized a chamber candle, and hurried up to number 13. The 
dour stood ajar. I hesitated — entered : the room was desert- 
ed, There stood a large, broad-hottomed elbow chair at a table, 
on which was an empty tumbler, and a “Times” newspaper, 
and the room smelt powerfully of Stilton cheese. 

The mwiterious stranger had evidently but just retired. I 
turned off, sorely disappointed, to my room, which had been 
changed to the front of the house. As I went along the corri- 
dor, I saw a large pair of boots, with dirty, waxed tops, stand- 
ing at the door of a bed-chamber. They doubtless belonged to 
the unlmown; but it would not do to disturb so redoubtable a 
X«ersonage in his den; he might discharge a pistol, or something 
worse, at my head. I went to bed, therefore, and lay awake 
half the night in a terrible nervous state; and even when I fell 
asleep, I was still haunted in my dreams by the idea of the 
stout gentleman and his wax-topped boots. 

I slept rather late the next morning, and was awakened by 
some stir and hustle in the house, which I could not at first 
comprehend ; until getting more awake, I found there was a 
mail-coach starting from the door. Suddenly there was a cry 
fmm below, “ The gentleman has forgot his umbrella! look for 
the gentleman’s umbrella in No. 131” I heard an immediate 
scampering of a chamhex*-maid along the passage, and a shrill 
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reply as she ran, ‘‘Here it is I here’s the gentleman’s um- 
brella!” . 

The mysterious stranger then was on the point of setting off. 
This was the only chance I should ever have of knowing Mm. 
I sprang out of bed, scrambled to the window, snatched asido 
the curtains, and just caught a glimpse of the rear of a person 
getting in at the coach-door. The skirts of a brown coat parted 
behind, and gave me a full view of the broad disk of a pair 
drab breeches. The door closed — “all right!” was the word-— 
the coach wMrled off: — ^and that was all I ever saw of the stout 
gentleman I 


. FOREST TREES. 

“A living gallery of aged trees.” 

One of the favourite themes of boasting with the Squire, is 
the noble trees on his estate, which, in truth, has some of the 
finest that I have seen in England. There is something august 
and solemn in the great avenues of stately oaks that gather 
their branches together high in air, and seem to reduce the 
pedestrians beneath them to mere pigmies. “An avenue of 
oaks or elms,” the Squire observes, “is the true colonnade that 
should lead to a gentleman’s house. As to stone and marble, 
any one can rear them at once— they are the work of the day; 
but commend me to the colonnades that have grown old and 
great with the family, and tell by their grandeur how long the 
family has endured.” 

The Squire has great reverence for certain venerable trees, 
gray with moss, which he considers as the ancient nobility of his 
domain. There is the ruin of an enormous oak, which has been 
so much battered by time and tempest^ that scarce any thing 
is left ; though he says Christy recollects when, in his boyhood, 
it was healthy and flourishing, until it was struck by lightning. 
It is now a mere trunk, with one twisted bough stretching up 
into the air, leaving a green branch at the end of it. This 
sturdy wreck is much valued by the Squire; he calls it Ms 
standard-bearer, and compares it to a veteran warrior beaten 
down in battle, but bearing up his banner to the last. He has 
actually had a fence built round it, to protect it as much as 
possible from further injury. 
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It is -with great difficulty that the Squire can ever be brought 
to have any tree cut down on his estate. To some he looks 
with reverence, as having been planted by his ancestors; to 
others with a kind of paternal affiection, as ha^dng been planted 
by himself; and ho feels a degree of awe in bringing down, 
with a few strokes of the axe, wdiat it has cost centuries to 
build up. I confess I cannot but sympathize, in some degree, 
with the good Squire on the subject. Though brought up in a 
country overrun with forests, where trees are apt to he consid- 
ered mere encumbrances, and to he laid low without hesitation 
or remorse, yet I could never see a fine tree hewn down without 
concern. The poets, who are naturally lovers of trees, as they 
are of every tiling that is beautiful, have artfully awakened 
great interest in their favour, by representing them as the habi^ 
tations of sylvan deities ; insomuch that every great tree had its 
tutelar genius, or a nymxili, whose existence was hmited to its 
dmation. Evelyn, in his Sylva, makes several pleasing and 
fanciful allusions to this superstition. ‘‘As the faU,” says he, 
“of a very aged oak, giving a crack like thunder, has often 
been heard at many miles’ distance; constrained though I 
often am to fell them with reluctancy, I do not at any time re- 
member to have heard the groans of those nymphs (grieving to 
be dispossessed of their ancient habitations) wdthout some 
emotion and pity.” And again, in alluding to a violent storm 
that had devastated the woodlands, he says, “Metliinks I still 
hear, sure I am that I still feel, the dismal groans of our 
forests ; the late dreadful hurricane having subverted so many 
thousands of goodly oaks, prostrating the trees, laying them in 
ghastly postures, like whole regiments faUen in battle by the 
sword of the conqueror, and crusliing all that grew beneath 
them. The public accounts,” he adds, “reckon no less than 
three thousand brave oalcs in one part only of the forest of 
Bean blown down.” 

I have paused more i than once in the wilderness of America, 
to contemplate the traces of some blast of wmd, which seemed 
to have rushed down from the clouds, and ripped its way 
through the bosom of the woodlands; rooting up, shivering, 
and sphntering the stoutest trees, and leaving a long track of 
desolation. There was something awful in the vast havoc made 
among these gigantic plants; and in considering their magnifi- 
cent remains, so nidely tom and mangled, and hurled down to 
perish prematurely on their native soil, I was conscious of a 
strong movement of the sympathy so feelingly expressed by 
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■ Evelyn. I recollect, also, heanng a traveller of poetical tem- 
perament expx’essing the kind of horror wliicli he felt on be- 
holding on the banks of the Missouri, an oak of prodigious si2e, 
which had been, in a manner, overpowered by an enoianous 
wild grape-vine. The vine had clasped its huge folds round the 
trank, and from thence had wound about every branch and 
twig, until the mighty tree had withered in its embrace. It 
seemed like Laocoon struggling ineifectually in the hideous 
coils of the monster Python. It was the lion of trees perishing 
in the embraces of a vegetable boa. 

I am fond of listening to the conversation of English gentle- 
men on rural concerns, and of noticing with what taste and 
discrimination, and what strong, unaffected interest they will 
discuss topics, which, in other countries, are abandoned to 
mer: woodmen, or rustic cultivators. I have heard a noble 
earl descant on park and forest scenery with the science and 
feeling of a painter. He dwelt on the shape and beauty of par- 
ticular trees on his estate, with as much pride and technical 
precision as though he had been discussing the merits of statues 
in his collection: I found that he. had even gone considerable 
distances to examine trees which were celebi'ated among rural 
amateurs ; for it seems that trees, like horses, have their estab- 
lished points of excellence ; and that there are some in England 
which enjoy very extensive celebrity among tree-fanciers, from 
being perfect in their kind. 

There is something nobly simple and pure in such a taste: 
it argues, I think, a sweet and generous nature, to have this 
strong relish for the beauties of vegetation, and this friend- 
ship for the hardy and glorious sons of the forest. There is 
a grandeur of thought connected mth this part of rural econ- 
omy. It is, if I may be allowed the figure, the heroic line of 
husbandry. It is worthy of liberal, and free-born, and aspiring 
men. He who plants an oak, looks forward to future ages, 
and plants for posterity. Nothing can be less selnsh than this. 
He cannot expect to sit in its shade, nor enjoy its shelter; but 
he exults in the idea that the acorn v/hicli he has buried in the 
earth shall grow up into a lofty pile, and shall keep on flour- 
ishing, and increasing, and benefiting manlrind, long after he 
shall have ceased to tread his paternal fields. Indeed, it is the 
nature of such occupations to lift the thoughts above mere 
worldliness. As the leaves of trees are said to absorb all nox- 
ious rpiaUties of the air, and to breathe forth a purer atmosphere, 
so it seems to me as if they drew from us all sordid and angry 
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passions, and breathed forth peace and philanthropy. There is 
a serene and settled majesty in woodland scenery, that enters 
into the soul, and dilates and elevates it, and Ms it with noble 
inclinations. The ancient and hereditary groves, too, that 
embower this island, are most of them full of story. They 
are haunted by the recollections of great spirits of past ages, 
who have sought for relaxation among them from the tumult 
of arms, or the toils of state, or have wooed the muse beneath 
their shade. Who can walk, with soul unmoved, among the 
stately groves of Penshurst, where the gallant, the amiable, 
the elegant Sir Philip Sidney passed his boyhood ; or can look 
without fondness upon the tree that is said to have been' 
planted on his birthday ; or can ramble among the classic 
bowers of Hagley ; or can pause among the solitudes of Wind- 
sor Forest, and look at the oaks around, huge, gray, and time- 
worn, like the old castle towers, and not feel as if he were sur- 
rounded by so many monuments of long-enduring glory? It is, 
when viewed in this light, that planted groves, and stately 
avenues, and cultivated parks, have an advantage over the 
more luxuriant beauties of unassisted nature. It is that they 
teem with moral associations, and keep up the ever-interesting.,, 
story of human existence. 

It is incumbent, then, on the high and generous spirits of an 
ancient nation, to cherish these sacred groves that surround 
their ancestral mansions, and to perpetuate them to their de- 
scendants. Eepubhcan as I am by birth, and brought up as I 
have been in republican principles and habits, I can feel noth- 
ing of the servile reverence for titled rank, merely because it 
is titled; but I trust that I am neither churl nor bigot in my 
creed. I can both see and feel how hereditary distinction, 
when it falls to the lot of a generous mind, may elevate that 
mind into true nobility. It is one of the effects of hereditary 
rank, when it falls thus happily, that it multiplies the duties, 
and, as it were, extends the existence of the possessor. He 
does not feel himself a mere individual link in creation, respon- 
sible only for his own brief term of being. He carries back Iiis 
existence in proud recollection, and he extends it forward in 
honourable anticipation. He lives with his ancestry, and he 
lives with his posterity. To both does he consider Mmself 
involved in deep responsibilities. As he has received much 
from those that have gone before, so he feels hound to trans- 
mit much to those who are to come after him. His domestic 
undertakings seem to imply a longer existence than those of 
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ordinary men; none are so apt to build and plant for future 
centuries, as noble-spirited men, who have received their 
heritages from foregone ages. 

I cannot but applaud, therefore, the fondness and pride 
with which I have noticed English gentlemen, of generous 
temperaments, and high aristocratic feelings, contemplating 
those magnificent trees, which rise like towers and pyramids, 
from the midst of their paternal lands. There is an affinity 
between all nature, animate and inanimate: the oak, in the 
pride and lustiliood of its growth, seems to me to take its 
range with the lion and the eagle, and to assimilate, in the 
grandeur of its attributes, to heroic and intellectual man. With 
its mighty pillar rising straight and direct towards heaven, 
bearing up its leafy honours from the impurities of earth, and 
supporting them aloft in free air and glorious sunshine, it is an 
emblem of what a true nobleman should be; a refuge for the 
weak, a shelter for the oppressed, a defence for the defence- 
less ; warding oif from them the peltings of the storm, or the 
scorching rays of arbitrary power. He who is this^ is an orna- 
ment and a blessing to his native land. He who is otherwise, 
abuses his eminent advantages; abuses the grandeur and 
prosperity which he has drawn from the bosom of his country. 
Should tempests arise, and he he laid prostrate by the storm, 
who would mourn over his fall? Should be be borne down by 
the oppressive hand of power, who would murmur at his 
fate?— Why combereth he the ground?” 


A LITERARY ANTIQUARY. 

Printed bookes he contemnea, as a novelty of this latter age; but a manuscript he 
pr.res on everlastingly; especially if the cover be all moth-eaten, and the dust make 
a pareutliesis betweene every ?i,jl\QMe.-—Mico-Cosmographiey 1638. 

The Squire receives great sympathy and support, in his anti- 
quated hmnours, from the parson, of whom I made some men- 
tion on my former visit to the Hall, and who acts as a kind of 
family chaplain. He has been cherished by the Squire almost 
constantly, since the time that they were fellow-students at 
Oxford; for it is one of the peculiar advantages of these great 
universities, that they often link the poor scholar to the rich 
patron, by early and heart-felt ties, that last through life, with- 
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out the nsiial humiliations of dependance and patronage. Under 
the fostering protection of the Squire, therefore, the little par- 
son has pursued his studies in peace. Having lived almost 
entirely among books, and those, too, old books, he is quite 
ignorant of the world, and his mind is as antiquated as the 
garden at the Hall, where the flowers are aU arranged in formal 
beds, and the yew-trees clipped into urns and peacocks. 

His taste for literary antiquities was first imbibed in the 
Bodleian Library at Oxford; where, when a student, he passed 
many an hour foraging among the old manuscripts. He has 
since, at different times, visited most of the curious libraries in 
England, and has ransacked many of the cathedrals. With all 
his quaint and curious learning, he has nothing of arrogance or 
pedantry; but that unaffected earnestness and guileless sim- 
plicity which seem to belong to the literary antiquary. 

He is a dark, mouldy little man, and rather dry in his manner ; 
yet, on his favourite theme, he kindles up, and at times is even 
eloquent. No fox-hunter, recounting his last day’s sport, could 
be more animated than I have seen the worthy parson, when 
relating his search after a curious document, which he had 
ti'aced from library to library, until he fairly unearthed it in 
the dusty chapter-house of a cathedral. When, too, he describes 
some venerable manuscript, with its rich illuminations, its thick 
creamy vellum, its glossy ink, and the odour of the cloisters that 
seemed to exhale from it, he rivals the enthusiasm of a Parisian 
epicure, expatiating on the merits of a Perigorcl pie, or a Patte 
cle Strasbourg, 

His brain seems absolutely haunted with love-sick dreams 
about gorgeous old works in silk linings, triple gold bands, 
and tinted leather, locked up in ware cases, and secured from 
the vulgar hands of the mere reader ;” and, to continue the 
happy expressions of an ingenious writer, “ dazzling one’s eyes 
like eastern beauties, peering through their Jealousies.” 

He has a great desire, however, to read sucliw^orks in the old 
libraries and chapter-houses to which they belong; for he 
thinks a black-letter voliune reads best in one of those venera- 
ble chambers where the light struggles through dusty lancet 
windows and painted glass; and that it loses half its zest, if 
taken away from the neighbourhood of the quaintly-carved 
oaken book-case and G-othic reading-desk. At his suggestion, 
the Squire has had the library furnished in this antique taste, 
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and several of the -windows glazed with painted glass, that they 
may throw a properly tempered light upon the pages of their 
favourite old authors. 

' The ]}arson, I am told, has been for some time meditating a 
coniiiientary on Strutt, Brand, and' Douce, in wMcii he means 
to detect them in sundry dangerous errors in respect to popular 
games and superstitions ; a work to which the Squire looks for- 
vjard with great interest. He is, also, a casual contributor to 
that long-established repository of national customs and antiq- 
uities, the Gentleman’s Magazine, and is one of those that every 
now and' then make an inquiry concerning some obsolete cus- 
tom or ra.re legend ; nay,, it is said tliat several of his commun- 
ications have been at, least six inches in length. He, frequently 
iOK*eives parcels by coach from didereiit parts of the kingdom, 
containing mouldy volumes and almost illegible manuscripts ; 
for it is singular what an active correspondence is kept up 
among literary antiquaries, and how soon the fame of any rare 
volume, or unique copy. Just discovered anioiig the rubbish 
of a library, is circulated among them. The parson is more 
busy Ihan common just now, being a little fiiirried by an ad- 
vertisement of a work, said to be preparing for the press, on 
the inytliology of the niidclie ages. The little man has long 
been gatliering together all the hobgoblin tales he could collect, 
ii’ustrative of the superstitions of former times; and he is in 
a com]'>lete fever lest this formidable lival should take the 
field before him. 

B1 lortly after my arrival at the Hall, I called at the parson- 
age, in company with Mr. Braeebiidge and the general. The 
parson had not been seen for several days, which was a matter 
of some surprise, as he was an almost daily visitor at the Hall. 
We found him in his study; a small dusky chamber, lighted by 
a lattice vdndow that looked, .into the church-yard, and was 
overshad«)wed by a yew-tree. His chair was siirroiiiided by 
folios and quartos, piled upon the floor, and his ta'ble was cov- 
ered with books and manuscripts. The cause of his seclusion 
was a work which he had recently received, and with which 
he had retired in rapture from, the world, and shut himself up 
to enjoy a literary honeymoon undisturbed. Never did board- 
ing-school girl devour the pages' of ' a sentimental novel, or Don 
Quixote a cliivalrous romance, with more intense delight than 
did the little man banquet .on the pages of tiiis'deueioiis work. 
It was Dibdiii’s Bibliographical Tour ; a work calculated to have 
as intoxicating an eflect on the'- imaginations of literary anti- 
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qiiaiies, as the adTeiitiires of the heroes of the round, table, on 
all true knights : or the tales of the early American voyagers 
on the ardent spirits of the age, filling them -with dreams of 
Mexican and Peruvian mines, and of the golden realm of 1] 
Dorado. 

The good parson had looked forward to this bibliogi'aphical 
expedition as of far greater importance than those to Africa or 
the North Pole. With what eagerness had he seized upon the 
history of the enterprise! with what interest had he folio-wed 
the redoubtable bibliographer and his graphical squire in their 
adventurous roamings among Norman castles, and cathedrals, 
and French libraries, and German convents and universities; 
penetrating into the prison-houses of vellum manuscripts, and 
exquisitely illuminated missals, and revealing their beauties to 
the world ! 

When the parson had finished a rapturous eulogy on this 
most curious and entertaining w'ork, he drew forth from a little 
drawer a manuscript, lately received from a correspondent, 
wdiich had perplexed him sadly. It was written in Norman 
French, in very ancient characters, and so faded and mouldered 
awmy as to be almost illegible. It was apparently an old N orman 
drinking song, that might have been brought over by one of 
William the Conqueror’s carousing followers. The -writing was 
just legible enough to keep a keen antiquity-hunter on a doubt- 
ful chase ; here .and there he would be completely thrown out, 
and then there would be a few words so plainly written as to 
put him on the scent again. In this way he had been led on 
for a w^hole day, until he had found himself completely at 
fault. ■ 

The Squire endeavoured to assist him, but was equally baffled. 
The old general listened for some time to the discussion, and 
then asked the parson if he had read Captain Morris’s, or 
George Stevens’s, or Anacreon Moore’s bacchanalian songs? 
On the other replying in the negative, Oh, then,” said the 
general, with a sagacious nod, “ if you 'want a drinldng song, 
I can furnish you with the latest collection— I did not know 
you had a turn for those kind of thmgs; and I can lend you 
the Encyclopedia of Wit into the bargain. I never travel with- 
out them; they’re excellent reading at an inn.” 

It w^ould not be easy to describe the odd look of surprise and 
perplexity of the parson, at tliis proposal; or the difficulty the 
Squire had in making the general cominnliend, that though a 
jovial song of the present day was but a foolish sound in the 
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ears of wisdom, and beneath the notice of a learned man, yet a 
trowl, written by a tosspot several hundred years since, was a 
matter worthy of the gravest research, and enough to set 
•whole colleges by the ears. 

I have since pondered much on this matter, and have 
figured to myself what may be the fate of our current litera- 
ture, when retrieved, piecemeal, by future antiquaries, from 
among the rubbish of ages. What a Magnus Apollo, for 
instance, will Moore become, among sober divines and dusty 
schoolmen! Even his festive and amatory songs, which are 
now the mere quickeners of our social moments, or the delights 
of our drawing-rooms, will then become matters of laborious 
research and painful collation. How many a grave professor 
will then waste his midnight oil, or worry his brain through a 
long morning, endeavouring to restore the pure text, or illus- 
trate the biographical hints of “Come, tell me, says Eosa, as 
kissing and kissed and how many an arid old bookworm, like 
the worthy little parson, will give up in despair, after vainly 
striving to fill up some fatal hiatus in “ Fanny of Timmol” I 

Nor is it merely such exquisite authors as Moore that are 
doomed to consume the oil of future antiquaries. Many a poor 
scribbler, who is now, apparently, sent to oblivion by pastry- 
cooks and cheese-mongers, will then rise again in fragments, 
and flourish in learned immortality. 

After all, thought I, time is not such an invariable destroyer 
as he is represented. If he pulls down, he likewise builds up ; 
if he impoverishes one, he enriches another ; his very dilapida- 
tions furnish matter for new works of controversy, and his 
rust is more precious than the most costly gilding. Under his 
plastic hand, trifles rise into importance ; the nonsense of one 
age becomes the wisdom of another; the levity of the wit gravi- 
tates into the learning of the pedant, and an ancient farthing 
moulders into infinitely more value than a modern guinea. 
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THE FAEM-HOUSE. 

“ Love and hay 

Are thick sown, but come up full of tliistles.” 

—Beaumont AND Fletohee. 

I WAS SO much pleased with the anecdotes which were told 
me of Eeady-Money Jack Tibbets, that I got Master Simon, a 
day or two since, to take me to Ms house. It was an old- 
fashioned farm-house built with brick, with curiously twisted 
chimneys. It stood at a little distance from the road, with a 
southern exposure, looking upon a soft green slope of meadow. 
There was a small garden in front, with a row of bee-hives 
humming among beds of sweet herbs and flowers. Well- 
scoured milking tubs, -with bright copper hoops, hung on the 
garden paling. Fruit trees were trained up against the cottage, 
and pots of flowers stood in the windows. A fat, superannuated 
mastiff lay in the sunshine at the door; with a sleek cat sleep- 
ing peacefully across him. 

Mr. Tibbets was from home at the time of our calling, but we 
were received with hearty and homely welcome by his wife; a 
notable, motherly woman, and a complete pattern for vuves ; 
since, according to Master Simon’s accoimt, she never contra- 
dicts honest Jack, and yet manages to have her own way, and 
to control him in every thing. 

She received us in the main room of the house, a kind of 
parlour and ball, with great brow’-n beains of timber across it, 
■which Mr. Tibbets is apt to point out with some exultation, 
observing, that they don’t put such timber in houses iiow-a- 
days. The furniture was old-fashioned, strong, and highly 
polished ; the ivalls were hung with coloured prints of the sk)ry 
of the Prodigal Son, who was represented in a red coat and 
leather breeches. Over the fire-place was a bluiiderbass, and 
a hard-favqured likeness of Eeady-Money Jack, taken when he 
was a young man, by the same artist that painted the tavern 
sign; his mother having taken a notion that the Tibbets’ had 
as much right to have a gallery of family portraits as the folks 
at the Hall. 

The good dame pressed us very much to take some refresh- 
ment, and tempted us with a variety of ho^iiseliold dainties, so 
that we were glad to compound by tasting some of her home- 
made wines. While we were there, the son and heir-apparent 
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came home; a good-iooldng.jmuiig fellow, and something of a 
rustic beau. He took us OTer. tiie premises,, and showed us the 
Tiliole establishment. ; An air «of homely but substantial plenty 
pi availed tbronghout; every thing was , of the best riiaterials, 
and in the best condition. Nothing was out of place, or ill 
made; and, you saw every where the signs of a man that took 
care to have the worth of his money, and that paid as lie went. 

Tlie farm-yard was Vv ell stocked ; under a shed was a taxed 
cart, in trim oMer, in wdiich .Read y-Money^. ..Jack took Ms wale 
abcut ,the-coimtiy. . His well-fed horse neighed from the stable, 
and when led out into the yard, to use the words of young 
Jack, ‘‘he shone like a bottle;” for he said the old man made 
it a rule .that every tiling about«him should fare as v/ell as he 
did himself. 

I was pleased to see the pride which the young fellow seemed 
to have of Ms father. He gave us several particulars concern- 
ing his habits, wMch wmre pretty much to the effect of those I 
have already mentioned. He had never suiiered an account to 
stand in his life, always providing the money before he pur- 
chased any thing; and, if possible, paying in gold and silver. 
He had a great dislike to paper money, and seldom went wdth- 
out a coiiGiderable sum in gold about him. On my observing 
that it was a wonder he had never been waylaid and robbed, 
the young fellow smiled at the idea of any one venturing* upon 
such an exploit, for I believe he thinks the old man would bo a 
match for Robin Hood and all Ms gang. 

I have noticed that Master Simon seldom goes into any houso 
without having a world of private talk with some one or other 
ol- the family, being a kind of universal counsellor and conff- 
dant. We had not been long at the farm, before the old dame 
got Mm into a corner of her parlour, where they had a long, 
vdiispering conference together; in which I saw, by his shiugs, 
that there were some dubious matters discussed, and by Ms 
nods that he agreed with every thing she said. 

After we had come out, the young man accompanied us a 
little distance, and then, drawing Master Simon aside .into a 
green lane, they walked and talked together for neaiiy half an 
hour. Master Simon, who^ has the usual ' propensity of conff- 
daiits to blab every thing to - the: next friend they meet with, 
let me know that there was a love affair in question; the yoimg 
follow Jiaving been smitten with the charms of Phoebe Wilkins, 
the pretty niece of the housekeeper at the Hal. Like most 
other love concerns, it had brought its troubles and per|)lexi- 
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Sucli is the distracted state of politics, in the domestic empire 
..of Ready-Monej Jack; which onlj'' shows the intrigues and 
internal dangers to which the best-regulated governments are 
liable. In this perplexed situation of their, affairs, both mother 
and son have applied to Master Simon for counsel; and, with 
all his experience in meddling with other people’s concerns, he 
finds it an exceedingly difficult part to play, to agree with both 
parties, seeing that their opinions and wishes are so diametri- 
cally opposite. 


HOESEMANSHIP. 

A coach was a strange monster in those days, and the sight put both horse and 
man into amazement. Some said itwas a great crabshell brought out of China, and 
some imagined it to be one of the pagan temples, in which the canibais adored the 
direlL— Taylor, the Water Poet. 

I HAVE made casual mention, more than once, of one of the 
Squire’s antiquated retainers, old Christy, the huntsman. I 
find that Ms crabbed humour is a soiii‘ce of much entertainment 
among the young men of the family ; the Oxonian, particularly, 
takes a mischievous pleasure, now and then, in slyly rubbing 
the old man against the grain, and then smootliing him down 
again; for the old fellow is as ready to bristle up his back as a 
porcupine. He rides a venerable hunter called Pepper, which 
is a counterpart of himself, a heady cross-grained animal, that 
frets the flesh off its bones; bites, kicks, and plays all manner 
of villainous tricks. He is as tough, and nearly as old as Ms 
ridex', wdio has ridden him time out of mind, and is, indeed, 
the only ^ne that can do any thing with him. SometimeSj 
iiow^ever, they have a complete quarrel, and a dispute for 
mastery, and then, I am told, it is as good as a farce to see the 
heat they both get into, and the wrong-headed contest that 
ensues ; for they are quite knowing in each other’s "ways, and 
in the art of teasing and fretting each other. Notwithstanding 
these doughty bra-wls, however, there is notliing that nettles 
old Christy sooner than to question, the merits of the horse; 
which he upholds as tenaciously as a faithful husband -will 
vindicate the virtues of the. termagant spouse, that gives Mm a 
curtain lecture every night of his life. 

The young men call old Chiisty their “professor of equita- 
tion;” and in accounting fox' the appellation, they let me into 
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some po,,rticiiIars of tlie Squire’s mode of bringing up Ms cMl- 
dreii. There is an odd mixture of eccentricity and good sense 
ill all the opinions of loy worthy host. His mind is like mod- 
ern Gothic, where plain brick-wmrk is set off with pointed' 
arches and quaint tracery. ' Though the main ground- work of ' 
Ms opinions is correct, yet he has a thousand little notions, 
picked up ;from old bqoks, which stand out whimsically on the 
surface of his mind. 

Tims, in educating his boys, he chose Peaehem, Ifarkani, and* 
such hke old English writers, for his manuals. At an early 
age he took the lads out of their mother’s hands, who was dis- 
posed, as mothers are apt to be, to make fine, orderly cliildreii 
of them, that should keep out of sun and rain and never soil 
their hands, nor tear their clothes. 

In place of this, the Squire turned them loose to run free and 
wild about the parl'i, without heeding wind or Yv^’eather. He 
was, also, particuMrly attentive in making them bold and ex- 
pert horsemen ; and these were the days when old Christy, 
the huntsman, enjoyed great importance, as the lads were piff 
under his care to practise them at the ieaping-bars, and to keep 
an upon them in the chase. 

The Squire always objected to their riding in carriages of any 
kind, and is still a little tenacious on this _point.' He often, rails 
against the universal use of carriages, and quotes the' words of 
honest Naslie to that effect. It was thought,” says Nashe, in 
his Quaternio, ‘‘ a kind of solecism, and to savour of effeminacy, 
for a young gontloman in the flourishing time of his age to 
creep into a coach, and to shroud himself from wind and ' 
weather: our great delight was to outbrave the blustering ‘ 
Boreas upon a great horse ; to arm and prepare ourselves to go 
with Mars and Bellona into the field, was our sport and pas- 
time ; coaches and caroches we left unto them for whom they 
were first invented, for ladies and gentlemen, and decrepit age 
and impotent people.” 

The Squire insists that the English gentlemen have lost much 
of their hardiness and manhood, since the introcluction of car- 
riages. ‘ ^ Compare, ” he will say, " ‘ ‘ the-fine gentleman of former 
times, ever on horseback,' booted and spurred, and travel- 
stained, but open, frank, manly, and chivalrous, with the fine 
gentleman of the present day, full of affectation and effeminacy, 
rolling along a turnpike in his voluptuous vehicle. The young 
men of those days were rendered bra%m, and lofty, and gener- 
ous in their notions, by almost living in their saddles, and hav- 



HOESEMAmniP, 71 

!mg their foaming steeds -like proud- seas - under them. ’■ There 
; is something,” lie adds,. in bestriding a fine ' horse that makes 
a man feel more than'' niortah ' He seems to have' doubled his 
-nature, and to have added to his own courage and sagacity tlie 
power, the speed, and stateliness of the superb animal on -wiiich 
he is mounted.” 

‘Ht is a great delight,” says old Nashe, to see a young gen- 
tleman wd'th his skill and cunning, hy his voice, rod, and -spim, 
better to manage and to, command the great Bucephalus, than 
the strongest Milo, with ah his strength ; one while to see him 
inake him tread, trot, and gallop the ring; and one after to 
see him make him gather up roundl 3 ^ ; to bear his head stead- 
ily; to run a full career svdftly; to stop a sudden lightly; anon 
after to see him make Mm advance, to j^erke, to go back, and 
sidelong, to turn on either hand ; to gallop the gallop galliard ; 
to do the capriole, the chambetta, and dance the ciirvettj^” 

In conformity to these ideas, the Squire had them all on 
horseback at an early age, and made them ride, slapdash, about 
the country, without flinching at hedge, or ditch, or stone wail, 
to the imminent danger of their necks. 

Even the faii‘ Julia was partially included in. this system ; 
and, under the instructions of old Christy, has become one of 
the best horsewomen in the country. The Squire says it is 
better than all the cosmetics and sweeteners of the breath that 
ever were invented. He extols the horseiiiaiisMp of the ladies 
in former times, when Queen Elizabeth would scarcely sufler 
the rain to stop her accustomed ride. “And then think,” he 
■will say, “what nobler and sweeter beings it made them. 
What a ditfereiice must there be, both in mind and body, be- 
tween a joyous, high-spirited dame of those days, glowing with 
health and exei*cise, freshened by every breeze that blows, 
seated loftily and gi'acefuHy on her saddle, wdth plume on 
head, and hawk on hand, and her descendan'i of the present 
day, the pale victim of routs and baU-rooms, sunk languidly 
ill one corner of an enervating carriage.” 

The Squire’s equestrian system has been attended with great 
success ; for his sons, having passed through the whole course 
of instruction without breaking neck or limb, are now liealtli- 
ful, spirited, and active, and have the true Engiishman’s love 
for a horse. If their manliness and frankness are praised in 
their father’s hearing, he quote the old Persian maxim, and 
says, they have been taught “to ride, to shoot, and to speak 
.thetruth.” 
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istrae, tlie Oxonian haw now and then practised the old 
tleman’s doctrines a httie in the extreme. . He is a gay 
ngster, rather fonder of his horse than Ms book, with a lit- 
lash of the dandy ; though the ladies all declare that he is 
e flower of the flock.” The first year that he was sent to 
ard, he had a tutor appointed to overlook him, a dry cMp 
ae university. When he returned home in the vacation, 
Squire made many inquiries about how he liked his college, 
studies, and his tutor. 

Oh, as to my tutor, sir, IVe parted with him some time 
e.” 

You have! and, pray, why so?” 

Oh, sir, hunting was all the go at our college, and I was a 
3 short of funds; so I discharged my tutor, and took a 
!e, youknow.” 

iih, I was not aware of that, Tom,” said the Squire, mildly, 
hen Tom returned to college, his allowance was doubled, 
he might be enabled to keep both horse and tutor. 


LOVE SYMPTOMS. 

11 now begin to sigh, read poets, look pale, go neatly, and be most apparently 
e.-— Marston. 

moTJLD not be surprised, if we should have another pair of 
ies at the Hall ; for Master Simon has informed me, in great 
idence, that he suspects the general of some design upon 
susceptible heart of Lady Lillycraft. I have, indeed, no- 
i a growing attention and courtesy in the veteran towards 
iadyship; he softens very much in her company, sits by 
it table, and entertains her with long stories about Sering- 
am, and pleasant anecdotes of the Mulligatawney club. 
7e even seen him present her with a full-blown rose from 
lot-house, in a style of the most captivating gallantry, and 
is accepted with great suavity and graciousness ; for her 
sMp delights in receiving the homage and attention of the 

deed, the general was one of the earliest admirers that 
;ledinher train, during her short reign of beauty; and 
‘ flirted together for half a season in London, some thirty 
cty years since. She reminded hiin lately, in the course 
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of a conversation about former days, of the time ^vlien lie used 
to ride a wMte liorse, and to canter so gallantly by tlie side of 
lier carriage’ ill Hyde Park;, .whereupon I have dmiarked ■ that 
the veteran has regularly escorted her since, when she rides 
■ out on horseback ; and, I susj)ect, he almost persuades himself 
that he makes as captivating an appearance as in Ms youtMui 
days. 

It' would be an interesting and memorable chcumstance in 
the chronicles of Cupid, if this spark of the tender passion, after 
lying dormant for such a length of time, should again be fanned 
into a flame, from amidst the ashes of two hiiriit-out hearts. It 
would be an instance of perdurable fidelity, worthy of being 
placed beside those recorded in one of the Squire’s favourite 
f omes, commemorating the constancy of the olden times ; in 
which times, we are told, “Men and wymmen coulde love 
togyders seven yeres, and no licours lustes were betwene them> 
and thenne was love, trouthe, and feythfuines ; and lo in lyke 
wyse was used love in King Arthur’s dayes.”* 

Still, however, this may be nothing but a little venerable 
flotation, the general being a veteran dangler, and the good 
lady habituated to these kind of attentions. Master Simon, on 
the other hand, tliiiiks the general is looking about him with 
the wary eye of an old campaigner ; and, now that he is on the 
wane, is desirous of getting into warm winter-quarters. Much 
allowance, however, must be made for Master Simon’s uneasi- 
ness on the subject, for he looks on Lady Lillycraft’s house as 
one of his strongholds, where he is lord of the ascendant ; and, 
with all his admiration of the general, I much doubt whether 
he would like to see Min lord of the lady and the establish- 
ment. . 

There are certain other symptoms, notwithstanding, that give 
an air of probability to Master Simon’s intimations. TIiue^ 
for instance, I have obseiwed that the general has been very 
assiduous ill his attentions to her ladysMp’s dogs, and has 
■several times exposed his fingers to imininent jeopardy, in. at- 
tempting to pat Beauty on the head. It is to be hoped Ms 
advances to the mistress will he more favourably received, as all 
Ms .overtures towards a caress are greeted by the pestilent . little 
cur with a wary kindling of the eye, and a most venomous 
growd. , 

He has, moreover, been very complaisant towards my lady’s 
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gentle womrji, the immaculate 'Mrs. Hamiah, wlioni lie iiBod to 
speak of ir. a way that 1 do not choose to mention. Whether 
she has the same suspicions with Master Simon or not,, I cannot 
say; but she receives Ms civilities wuth no better grace than the 
implacable Beauty; unscrewing her mouth into a most acid 
smile, and looking as though she could bite a piece out of him. 
In short, the poor general seems to have as formidable foes to 
contend ivith, as a hero of ancient fairy tale; who had to fight 
Ms w^ay to his enchanted piincess through ferocious monsters 
of every kind, and to encounter the brimstone terroi“S of some 
fiery dragon. 

There is still another circumstance, -which inclines me to give 
very considerable credit to Master Simon’s suspicions. Lady 
Lilly craft is very fond of quoting poetry, and the conversation 
often turns upon it, on which occasions the general is thro-wii 
completely out. It happened the other day that Spenser’s 
Fairy Queen was the theme for the greater part of the morn- 
ing, and the poor general sa.t perfectly silent. I found him not 
long after in the library, with spectacles on nose, a book in his 
hand, and fast asleep. On my approach, he awoke, slipt the 
spectacles into his pocket, and began to read very attentively. ' 
After a little while he put a paper in the place, and laid the 
volume aside, which I perceived was the Fairy Queen. I have 
had the curiosity to watch how he got on in Ms poetical studies ; 
but though I have repeatedly seen Mm. with the book in his 
hand, yet I find the paper has not advanced above three or 
four pages ; the general being extremely apt to fall asleep when 
he reads. 


FALCONET. 

N© is there hawk wWcli man tleth on her perch, 

Whether high tow’ring or acconstiiig low, 

But I the measure of her flight doe search, 

And all her prej and all her diet know.— S penser. 

: ' There! are several grand sources of lamentation fiirnislied to 
the worthy Squire, by the improvement of society and the 
grievous advancement of knowledge; among -which tliore is 
none, I believe, that causes him more frequent regret than tlie 
unfortunate invention of gunpowMer. To this he continually 
traces the decay of some favourite custom, and, indeed, the 
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general dowiif all of all chivalrous and romantic, usages. . Eng- 
lish soldiers,” lie says, “ have never been the men they were in 
the days of the cross-how' and the: long-bow; when they de- 
peiidod upon the strength of the arm, and the Eiigiisli ai’cher 
could draw a clotli-j^ard shaft to the head. These were the 
times when, at the battles of Cressy, Poictiers, and Agmconrt, 
the French cliivalry was completely destroyed by the bovnnen 
of Eiigiand. The yeomanry, too, have never been what they 
were, when, in times of peace, they were constantly exercised: 
with the bow, and archery was a favourite holiday pastime.” 

Among the other evils wMch have followed in the train of 
this fatal invention of gunpowder, the Squire classes the total 
decline of the noble art of falconry. “ Shooting,” he says, “is 
a skulking, treacherous, solitary sport, in comparison ; but 
hawking was a gallant, open, sunshiny recreation; it was the 
generous sport of hunting carried into the skies.” 

“It was, moreover,” he says, “accordingto Braithwate, the 
stately amusement of ‘ high and mounting spirits ; ’ for as the 
old Welsh proverb affirms in those times, i yon might know a 
gentleman by his haw'k, horse, and gray hound.’ Indeed, a 
cavaher was seldom seen abroad without his hawk on his fist ; 
and even a lady of rank did not think herself completely 
equipped, in riding forth, unless she had a tassel-gentel held by 
jesses on her delicate hand. It was thought in tlidse exceUeiit 
days, according to an old writer, ‘quite sufficient for noble- 
men to winde their horn, and to carry their hawke fair ; and 
leave study and learning to the childicn of mean peopled ” 

Knowing the good Squire’s hobby, therefore, I iia .^e not been 
surprised at finding that, among the various recreations of for- 
mer times which he has endeavoured to re’v iveiii the httle v orld 
in which he rules, he has bestowed great attention on the noble 
art of falconry. In this he, of course, has been seconded hj hfs 
indefatigable coadjutor,- Master Simon; and even the parson 
has thrown considerable light on their labours, by various hints 
on, the subject, wffiich he has met with in old English works. 
As to the precious work of that famous dame, .Juliana Barnes ; 
the Gentleman’s Academie, by Markham; and the other well- 
known treatises that wei’e the manuals of ancient sportsmen, 
they ' have , them at theii* fingers’ ends; but they have more 
especially studied some old tapestry in the house, whereon is 
represented a party of cavaliers', and stately dames, with doub- 
lets, caps, and fiaimting feathers, mounted on horse, wdth 
attendants on foot, all in animated pursuit of the game. 
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Tlic Squire has discountenanced the killing of any hawks in 
his neighboiirhood, but gives a liberal bounty for all that are 
brought him alive; so that the Hall is well- stocked with all 
kinds of birds of prey. On these he and Master Simon have 
exhausted their patience and ingenuity, endeavouring to “ re- 
claim'’ them, as it is termed, and to train them up for the sport ; 
but they have met with continual checks and disappointments. 
Their feathered school has turned out the most untractable and 
graceless scholars: nor is it the least of their trouble to drill 
the retainers who were to act as ushers under them, and to 
take immediate charge of these refractory birds. Old Christy 
and the gamekeeper both, for a time, set their faces against 
the whole plan of education; Christy having been nettled at 
hearing what he terms a wild-goose chase put- on a par with a 
fox-hunt ; and the gamekeeper having always been accustomed 
to look upon liawks as arrant poachers, which it was Ms duty 
to shoot down, and nail, in terrorem, against the out-houses. 

Christy has at length taken the matter in hand, but lias done 
still more mischief by his intermeddling. He is as positive and 
wrong-headed about this, as he is about hunting. Master 
Simon has continual disputes mth him, as to feeding * and 
training the hawks. He reads to Mm long passages from the 
old authors I have mentioned; but Christy, who cannot read, 
has a sovereign contempt for all book-knowledge, and persists 
in treating the hawks according to his own notions, which are 
drawn from his experience, in younger days, in the rearing of 
game-cocks. 

The consequence is, that, betw’-een these jarring systems, the 
poor birds have had a most trying and unhappy time of it. 
Many have fallen victims to Christy’s feeding and Master 
Simon’s physicking; for the latter has gone to work secimdim 
artem^ and has given them all the vomitings and scoiirings laid 
down in the books; never vrere poor hawks so fed and phy- 
sicked before. Others have been lost by being but half “re- 
claimed,” or tamed; for on being taken into the field, they 
have “raked” after the game quite out of hearing of the call, 
and never returned to school. 

All these disappointments had been petty, yet sore grievances 
to the Squire, and had made Mm to despond about success. 
He has lately, however, been made happy by the receipt of a 
fine Welsh falcon, winch. Master Simon terms a stately high- 
fiyer. It is a present from the Squire’s friend, Sir ■\^hatkyn 
Williams Wynne; and is, no doubt, a descendant of some 
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ancient line of Welsb. princes- of the aic, that have long lorded 
it over their kingdom of clouds/frorn W^ninstay to the ' very 
' siinimit of Snowden^ or the 'brow of Peiiinanniawr. 

.Ever since the. Sqnire received tliis iiivaiiiable present, he 
lias been as impatient to sally forth and make proof of it, as 
was Don Quixote to assay his suit of armour, Thereiiave been 
some demurs as to w^hether the bird was in proper health and 
training; but these have been overruled by the vehement 
desire to play wdth a new toy ; and it has been determined, 
right or wrong, in season or out of season, to have .a day’s' 
sport in hawking to-morrow. 

The Hall, as usual, whenever the Squire is about to make 
some new, sally on his hobby, is all agog with the thing. Miss 
Templeton, wdio is brought up in reverence .for all her .guardi- 
an’s hiiiiiours, has proposed to-be of the party; and Lady Lilly- 
craft has talked also -of riding out to the. scene of action and 
looking on. This has gratified the old gentleman extremely; 
he hails it as an auspicious omen of the revival of falconry, and 
does not despair hut the time will come when it wili be again: 
the pride of a fine lady to can^y about a noble falcon, in 
preference to a parrot or a lap-dog. 

' I have amused myself with the bustling preparations of that 
busy spirit, Master Simon, and the continual thwartings he 
receives from that genuine, son of a pepper-box, old Ohristy. 
They -have had half-a-dozen consultations about how the hawk 
is to be prepared for , the morning’s sport. Old Nimrod, as 
usual, has always got in- a' -.pet, upon which Master' Simon has 
invariably given up the point,, observing, in a good-hiunoiired 
tone, ‘‘Well, well, have.it your owm way, Christy; only don’t 
put yourself in a passion;” a reply wMch always nettles the 
old man ten times more than ever, ' 
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HAWKING-. 

Tlie soaring hawk, from fist that flies, 

Her falconer doth constrain 
Some times to range the ground about 
To find her out again ; 
ii.nd if by sight or sound of bell, 

His falcon he may see. 

Wo ho! he cries, with cheerful voice-— 

The gladdest man is lie.— Handf ul of Pleasant Delites. 

At an early hour this morning, the Hall was in a bustle pre- 
paring for the sport of the day. I heard Master Simon wiiis- 
tling and singing imder my window at sunrise, as he was pre- 
paring the jesses for the hawk’s legs, and could distinguish 
noAv and then a stanza of one of his favourite old ditties : 

“In peascod time, -vihen hound to horn 
Gives note that buck be kill’d ; 

And little bOy, -with pipe of corn, 

Is tending sheep a-field,” &c. 

A hearty breakfast, well flanked by cold meats, was served 
up in the great hall. The whole garrison of retainers and 
Iiangers-on were in motion, re-enforced by volunteer idlers 
from the village. The horses were led up and down before the 
door; every body had something to say, and something to do, 
and hiuTied hither and thither ; there was a direful yelping of 
dogs ; some that wore to accompany us being eager to set off, 
and othei'S that were to stay at home being whipped back to 
their kennels. In short, for once, the good Squire’s mansion 
might have been taken as a good specimen of one of tlie ranti- 
pole establishments of the good old feudal times. 

Breakfast being finished, the chivalry of the Hall prepared 
to take the field. The fair Julia vras of the party, in a hunting- 
dress, with a light plume of feathers in her riding-hat. As she 
mounted her favourite galloway, I remarked, with pleasure, 
that old Christy forgot his usual crustiness, and hastened to 
e.djust her saddle and bridle. He touched his cap, as she smiled 
on liim, and thanked him; and then, looking round at the 
other attendants, gave a knowing nod of Ms head, in which I 
I'oad pride and exultation at the charming appearance of his 
pupil. 

Lady Lifiycraft had likewise determined to witness the s]3ort. 
She was dressed in her broad wMte beaver, tied under the chin, 
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aBd . a ridiBg-habit of the last ■ century. She rodc^ her sleek, 
ambling' pony, -whose motion was as easy as a rocMiig-ciiair; 

. and was gallantly escorted' by the : general, who looked not 
unlike one of' the doughty heroes in the old prints of the battle 
of Blenheim. The parson, likewise, acconipaiiied, her on the 
other side; for tliis was a learned amusement, in which he 
■ took great interest; and, indeed, had given much counsel, from 
his knowledge of old customs, 

x\t length every thing was arranged, and off we set from the 
Hall. The exercise on horseback , puts one in fine spirits ; and 
the scene was gay and animating. The young men of the fam- 
ily accompanied Miss Templeton. She sat lightly and grace- 
fully in her saddle, her plumes dancing and waving in the air ; 
and' the group had a charming effect, as they appeared and dis- 
appeared among the trees, cantering along, with the bounding 
animation of youth. The Squire and ]\Iaster Simon rode to- 
gether, accompanied by old Christy, mounted on Pepper. The 
latter bore the hawk on his fist, as he insisted the bird was 
most accustomed to him. There was a rabble rout on foot, 
composed of retainers from the Hall, and some idlers from the 
village, with two or tliree spaniels, for the purpose of starting 
the game. 

A kind of corps de reserve came on quietly in the rear, com- 
posed of Lady Liliycraft, General Harbottle, the parson, and a 
fat footman. Her ladyship ambled gently along on her pony, 
while the general, mounted on a tall hunter, looked down upon 
her with an air of the most protecting gallantry. 

For my part, being no sportsman, I kept with this last party^ 
or rather lagged behind, that I might take in the whole pic- 
ture ; and the parson occasionally slackened his pace, and , 
jogged on ill company with me. 

■ The sport led us at some distance from the Hall, in a soft 
meadow, reeking with the moist verdure of spring. A little' 
river ran through it, bordered by willows, which had forth 
their tender early foliage. The sportsmen were in quest of 
herons, which were said to keep about this stream. 

There was some disputing, ' already, among the leaders, of the 
spoilt. ' The Squire, Master Simon, and old Christy, came every 
now and then to a imuse, to consult together, .like the field offi- 
cers in' an army; 'and I saw, by certain motions of the head, 
that Christy was as -positive as any old wrong-headed German 
commander. , ' . „ 

As, we were prancing up tliis quiet meadow, every sound we 
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made was answered by a distinct echo, from the sunny wall of 
an old building, that lay on the opposite margin of the 
stream; and I paused to listen to this spirit of a sound, ” wMch 
seems to love such quiet and beautiful places. The, parson in- 
formed me that this was the ruin of an ancient grange, and 
was supposed, by the country people, to be haunted by a dob- 
bie, a kind of rinal sprite, something like Robin-good-fellow. 

■ They often fancied the echo to he the voice of the dobbie' 
answering them, and were rather shy of disturbing it after 
dark. He added, that the Squire was very careful of this ruin, 
on account of the superstition connected with it. As I con- 
sidered this local habitation of an ‘ ^ airy nothing, ” I called to mind 
the fine description of an echo in Webster’s Duchess of Malfry : 

“ Yoncl side o' tli’ river lies a wall, 

Piece of a cloister, which, in my opinion, 

Gives the best echo that you ever heard; 

So plain in the distinction of our words, 

That many have supposed it a spirit 
That answers.” 

The parson went on to comment on a pleasing and fanciful 
appellation which the Je-ws of old gave to the echo, which they 
called Bath-kool, that is to say, ^' the daughter of the voice;” 
they considered it an oracle, supplying in the second temple 
the want of the urim and thuminim, with which the first was 
honoured. '5* The little man was just entering very largely and 
learnedly upon the subject, when we were startled by a prodi- 
gious bawling, shouting, and yelping. A flight of crows, 
alarmed by the approach of our forces, had suddenly risen 
from a meadow ; a cry was put up by the rabble rout on foot 
— ‘‘Now, Christy! now is your time, Christy!” The Squire 
and Master Simon, who were beating up the river banks in 
quest of a heron, called out eagerly to Christy to keep quiet; 
the old man, vexed and bewildered by the confusion of voices, 
completely lost his head ; in his flurry he slipped off the hood, 
cast off the falcon, and away flew the crows, and away soared, 
the hawk. 

I had paused on a rising ground, close to Lady Lillycraft and 
her escort, from whence I had a good view of the sport. I was 
pleased with the appearance of the party in the meadow, rid- 
ing along in the direction that the bird flew; their bright beam- . 
ing faces turned up to tbe bright skies as they watched the 
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game ; tlie attendants on foot scampering along, looking up, and 
calling out ; and tlie dogs bounding and' yelping, with clamorous 
synipatliy. ' . 

The liawk bad singled out a quarry from among tbe carrion 
crew. It was curious to see the efforts of the two birds rjet 
above each other; one to make the fatal swoop, the oilier to 
avoid it- Now they crossed athwart a blight feathery cloud, 
and now they w^ere against the clear blue sky. I confess, be- 
ing no sportsman, I -was more intei’ested for the poor bird thnt 
was striving for its hfe, than for the hawk that was playing 
the part of a mercenary soldier. At length the hawk got the 
upper hand, and made a rushing stoop at her quarry, but the 
latter made as sudden a surge dowui wards, and slanting up 
again, evaded the blow, screaming and making the best of Ms 
wmy foj" a dry tree on the brow of a neighbouring hill; wdiile the 
hawk, disappointed of her blow, soared up again into the air, 
and appeared to be “raking” off. It was in vain old Christy 
called, and whistled, and endeavoured to lure her down: she 
paid no regard to liini; and, indeed, his calls were drowned in 
the shouts and yelps of the army of militia that had followed 
him into the field. 

Just then an exclamation from Lady Lilly craft made me 
turn my head. I beheld a complete confusion among the 
sportsmen in the little vale below xis. They were galloping 
and running towards the edge of a hank ; and I was shocked to 
see Miss Templeton’s horse galloping at large without his rider. 

I rode to the place to which the others were hurrying, and 
when I reached the bank, which almost overhung the stream, 

I saw at the foot of it, the fair Julia, pale, bleeding, and appar- 
ently lifeless, supported in the arms of her frantic lovei'. 

In galloping heedlessly along, with her eyes turned upward, 
she had iinwmrily approached too near the bank ; it had given 
way with her, and she and her horse had been precipitated to 
the pebbled margin of the river. 

I never saw greater consternation. The captain was dis- 
tracted; Lady Lilly craft fainting; the Squire in dismay, and 
Master Simon at his %vit’s end. The beautiful creature at length 
sliow^ed signs of returning hfe; she opened her eyes; looked 
around her upon the anxious group, and comprehending in a 
moment the nature of the scene, gave" a sweet smile, and put- 
ting her hand in he'r lover’s, exclaimed, feebly, “ I am not much 
hurt, Guy!” I could have taken' her to my heart for that sin- 
gle exdamatioii. ■ . 
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It was foiinrl, indeed, tliat she had escaped almost miracn* 
loiisly, with a contusion on the head, a sprained ankle, and 
some slight bruises. After her wound was stanched, she was 
ta.kcn to a neighbouring cottage, until a carriage could be siira- 
.iiioned to convey her home; and when this had arrived, the 
cavalcade which had issued forth so gayly on this enterprise, 
returned slowly and pensively to the Hall. 

I had been charmed by the generous spiiit shown by this 
young creature, who, amidst pain and danger, had been anxious 
only to relieve the distress of those around her. I was grati- 
fied, therefore, by the universal concern displayed by the 
domestics on our return. They came crowding dmvn the 
avenue, each eager to render assistance. The butler stood 
ready with some curiously delicate cordial ; the old heiisekeeper 
was provided with half-a-dozen nostrums, prepared by her owm 
hands, according to the family receipt-book ; while her niece, 
the melting Phoebe, having no other way of assisting, stood 
wringing her hands, and weeiaing aloud. 

The most material effect that is likely to follow^ this accident, 
is a postponement of the nuptials, which were close at hand. 
Though I commiserate the im];)atience of the captain on that 
account, yet I shall not otherwise be sorry at the delay, as it 
will give me a better opportunity of studying the characters 
here assembled, with which I grow more and more entertained. 

I cannot but perceive that the worthy Squire is quite discon- 
certed at the unlucky result of his hawking experimenfc, and 
this unfortunate illustration of his eulogy on female equitation. 
Old Chiisty, too, is very waspish, having been sorely twitted 
by Master Simon for having let his hawk fly at carrion. As 
to the falcon, in the confusion occasioned by the fair Julia’s 
disaster, the bird wms totally forgotten. I make no doubt she 
has made the best of her way back to the hospitable Hall of Sir 
Watkyn WiUiams Wynne; and may very possibly, at this 
pi*esent -writing, ho pluming her wings among the breezy 
bowers of Wymistay. 
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O ’t is a fearful thing to be no niora. 

Or if to be. to wander after death ! 

To walk as spirits do, in brakes all day, 

And when the darkness comes, to glide in paths 
That lead to gi’aves; and in the silent vault, 

Where lies your own pale shroud, to hover o'er it, 

Striving to enter your forbidden corpse.— D ryden. 

The conversation this evening at the supper-tahle took a 
curious turn, on the subject of a superstition, formerly very 
prevalent in this part of the country, relative to the present 
night of the year, which is the Eve of St. Ivlark’s. It was be- 
lieved, the parson informed us, that if any one would watch in 
the church porch on this eve, for thi’ee successive years, from 
eleven to one o’clock at night, he would see, on the third year, ‘ 
the shades of those of the parish who were to die in the course 
of the year, pass by him into church, clad in their usual ap- 
parel. 

Dismal as such a sight would be, he assured us that it was 
formerly a frequent thing for persons to make the necessary 
vigils. He had known more than one instance in Ms time. 
One old v/ornan, who pretended to have seen this phantom pro- 
cession, was an object of great awe for the whole year aftex"- 
wards, and caused much uneasiness and mischief. If she shook 
her head mysteriously at a person, it w^as l&e a death-warrant ; 
and she had nearly caused the death of a sick person, by look- 
ing ruefully in at the window. 

There was also an old man, not many years since, of a suUen, 
melancholy temperament, who had kept two vigils, and began 
to excite some talk in the Milage, when, fortunately for the 
public comfort, he died slioi’tly after his third watching; very 
probably from a cold that he had taken, as the night was tem- 
pestuous. It was reported about the village, however, that he 
had seen his own phantom pass by him into the church. 

This led to the mention of another superstition of an equally 
strange and melancholy kind, which, however, is chiefly con- 
fined to Wales. It is respecting what are called .corpse-candles, 
little wandering fires, of a pale bluish light, that move about 
like tapers in the open air, and are supposed to designate the 
way some corpse is to go. One was seen at Lanyler, late at 
night, hovering up and down, along the hank of the Istwith, 
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a,nd watched by the neighbours until they were tired, and 
went to bed. Not long aftei’wards there came a comely coun- 
try lass, from Montgomeryshire, to see her friends, who dwelt 
on the opposite side of the river. She thought to ford the 
stream at the veiy place Tvhere the light had been first seen, 
but was dissuaded on account of the height of the flood. She 
walked to and fro along the bank, just where the candle had 
moved, waiting for the subsiding of the water. She at length 
endeavored to cross, but the poor girl was drowned in the 
attempt.* 

There was something mournful in this little anecdote of rural 
superstition, that seemed to affect all the listeners. Indeed, it 
is curious to remaih how completely a conversation of the kind 
will absorb the attention of a circle, and sober down its gayety, 
however boisterous. By degrees I noticed that every one was 
leaning forward over the table, with eyes earnestly fixed upon 
the parson; and at the mention of corpse-candles which had 
been seen about the chamber of a young lady who died on the 
eve of her wedding-day, Lady Lillycraft turned pale. 

I have witnessed the introduction of stories of the kind Into 
various evening circles ; they were often commenced, in jest, 
and listened to wa'tli smiles : but I never knew the most gay or 
the most enlightened of audiences, that were not, if the con- 
versation continued for any length of time, completely and 
solemnly interested in it. There is, I believe, a degree of super- 
stition lurking in every mind; and I doubt if any one can 
thoroughly examine all his secret notions and impulses, with- 
out detecting it, hidden, perhaps, even from himself. It seems, 
in fact, to be a part of our nature, like instinct in animals, 
acting independently of our reason. It is often found existing 
in lofty natures, especially those that are poetical and r.:spiring. 
A great and extraordinary poet of our day, whose life and 
writings evince a mind subject to powerful exaltations, is said 
to believe in omens and secret intimations. Csesar, it is well 
ki'iown, was s'reatly under the influence of such belief ; and 
Napoleon hod his good and evil days, and his presiding star. 

As to the worthy parson, I- have no doubt that he is- strongly 
Inclined to snnerstition. He is nakirall^^ credulous, and passes 
so much of hii". time searching out popular trrditions and super- 
natural hales, that his mind has probably become infected by 
them. 1x6 has lately been immersed in the Demonolatria of 

Aubrey’..; Miscel. 


EYE. 


Nicliolas Eemigus, coiicernmg supematiiral occiiiTeiiees in Lor- 
raine, and the writings of Joachimus CaineriuSy .called by Vos- 
si'iis the Phoenix of Germany ; and he entertains the ladies with 
st;«riGS from them, that make them almost afraid to go to bed 
at night. I have been charmed myself with some of the wild 
little snnerstitions which he has adduced from Blefkenius, 
Scheffer, and others, such as those of the Laplanders about the 
domestic spirit.s which wake them at niglit, and summon them 
to go and fish; of Tlior, the deity of thunder, who has powder of 
life and death, health and sickness, and wdio, armed with the 
rain.bo'w, shoots his arrows at those eril demons that live on 
the tops of rocks and mountains, and infest the lakes ; of the 
Jiibles or Juhlafolket, vagrant troops of spirits, wiiich roam 
the air, and wander up and down by forests and moimtains, 
and the moonlight sides of hills. 

The parson never openly professes his belief in ghosts, but I 
have re5narked that he has a suspicious -way of pressing great 
names into the defence of supernatural doctrines, and making 
phiJosophers and saints fight for him.. He expatiates at large 
on the opinions of the ancient philosophers about iarves, or noc- 
turnal phantoms, the spirits of the vdcked, wdiich wandered 
like exiles about the earth ; and about those spiritual beings 
which abode in the air, but descended occasionally to earth, and 
mingled among mortals, acting as agents between them and the 
gods. He quotes also from Philo the rabbi, the contemporary 
of the apostles, and, according to some, the Mend of St. Paul, 
v/ho says that the air is full of spirits of different ranks ; some 
destined to exist for a time in mortal bodies, from wiiich being 
emancipated, they pass and repass between heaven and earth, 
as agents or messengers in the service of the deity. 

But the worthy little man assumes a bolder tone, when he 
quotes from the fathers of the church ; such as St. Jerome, who 
gives it as the opinion of ail the doctors, that the air is filled 
with powers opposed to each other ; and Lactantius, who says 
that corrupt and dangerous spirits wander over the earth, and 
seek to console themselves for their own fall by effecting the 
ruin of the human race; and Clemens Alexandriniis, who is of 
opinion that the souls of the blessed have knowledge of what 
passes among men, the same as angels have.' 

I am now alone in my chamber, but these themes have taken 
such hold of my imagination, that I cannot sleep. The room in 
which I sit is just fitted, to foster such a state' of mind. ' The: 
walls are hung with tapestry, the figures of which are faded, 
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and. look like unsubstantial, shapes melting away from sight. 
Over the fire-place is the portrait of a lady, who, according to 
the housekeeper’s tradition, pined to death for the loss of her 
lovei* in the battle of Blenheim. She has a most pale and plain- 
tive countenance, and seems to fix her eyes mournfully upon 
me. The family have long since retired. I have heard their 
steps die away, and the distant doors clap to after them. The 
murmur of voices, and the peal of remote laughter, no longer 
reach the ear. The clock from the church, in which so many 
of the former inhabitants of this house lie buried, has chimed 
the awful hour of midnight. 

I have sat by the window and mused upon the dusky land- 
scape, watching the lights disappearing, one by one, from the 
distant village ; and the moon rising in her silent majesty, and 
leading up all the silver pomp of heaven. As I have gazed upon 
these quiet groves and shadowy lawns, sfivered over, and im- 
perfectly lighted by streaks of dev^ moonshine, my mind has 
been crowded by ^^thick-coming fancies” concerning those 
spiiituai beings which 

“ walk the earth 

Unseen, both when we wake and when we sleep.” 

Ax’c there, indeed, such beings? Is this space between us and 
the deity filled up by imiimierable orders of spiritual beings, 
forming the same gi'adations between the human soul and di- 
vine perfection, tha.t we see prevailing from humanity down- 
wards to the meanest insect? It is a sublime and beautiful doc- 
trine, inculcated by the early fathers, that there are guardian 
angels appointed to watch over cities and nations ; to take care 
of the welfare of good men, and to guard and guide the steps 
of helpless infancy. Nothing,” says St. Jerome, '‘gives us a 
greater idea of the dignity of gut soul, than that God has given 
each of us, at the moment of our birth, an angel to have care 
of it.” 

Even the doctrine of departed spirits returning to visit tlie 
scenes and beings which were dear to them during the body’s 
existence, though it has been debased by the absurd supersti- 
tions of the vulgar, in itself is awfully solemn and sublime. 
However lightly it may be ridiculed, yet the attention involun- 
tarily yielded to it whenever it is made the subject of serious 
discussion ; its prevalence in all ages and countries, and even 
among newly-discovered nations, that have had no previous in- 
terchange of thought with other parts of the world, prove it to 
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be one of those mysteries, and almost instinctive beliefs, to 
wMcli, if left to ourselves, we should natiimlly iiiolirie. 

In spite of all the pride of reason and philosopliy, a vague 
doubt will still lurk in the mind, and perhaps wiH neve a* be per- 
fectly eradicated; as it is concerning a matter that .does not 
admit of positive demonstration. Every thing connected with 
our spiritual nature is full of doubt and difiieuity. “Wearev 
fearfully and wonderfully made %ve are siiiTounded by mys- 
teries, and we a..re mysteries even to ourselves. Who yet 'has 
been able to comprehend and describe the nature of the soul, 
its connection with the body, or in what part of the frame it is 
situateid? We know merely that it does exist; but whence it 
came, and when it entered into us, and how it is retained, and 
where it is seated, and how it operates, are all matters of mere 
speculation, and contradictory theories. If, then, we are thus 
ignorant of this spiritual essence, even while it forms a part of 
ourselves, and is continuaily present to our consciousness, how 
can we pretend to ascertain or to deny its powers and opei^a- 
tions when released from its fleshy prison-house? It is more 
the manner, therefore, in which this superstition has been de- 
graded, than its intrinsic absurdity, that has brought it into 
contempt. Eaise it above the frivolous purposes to which it 
has been applied, strip it of the gloom and horror with wdiich it 
has been surrounded, and there is none of the whole circle of 
visionary creeds that could more deliglitfiiUy elevate the im- 
agination, or more tenderly aflect the heart. It would become 
a sovereign comfort at the bed of death, soothing the bitter 
tear wrung from us by the agony of our mortal separation. 
What coidd he more consoling than the idea, that the soids of 
those wdiom we once loved "were pemiitted to return and watch 
over our welfare?-- that affectionate and guardian spirits sat by 
our pillows when we slept, keeping a vigil over our most help- 
less hours? — that beauty and innocence which had languished 
into the tomb, yet smiled unseen around us, revealing them- 
selves in those blest dreams wherein we live over again the 
hours of past endearment? A belief of this kind would, I should 
think, be a new incentive to virtue; rendering us circumspect 
even in our most secret moments, from the idea that those we 
once loved and honoured were- invisible witnesses of all oim 
actions.; 

. It would take away,, too, from that loneliness and destitution 
which we are apt to feel more and more as we get on in our pil- 
grimage through the wilderness of this world, and find that 
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those who set forward with us, lovingly and cheerily, on the 
journey, have, one by one, dropped away from our side. Place 
tlio superstition in this light, and I confess I should like to bo a 
believer in it. I see nothing in it that is incompatible with the 
tender and merciful natui-e of our religion, nor revolting to the 
wishes and affections of the heart. 

There are departed beings that I have loved as I never again 
shall love in this world ; — ^that have loved me as I never again 
shall be loved ! If such beings do ever retain in their blessed 
spheres the attachments which they felt on earth — if they take 
an interest in the poor concerns of transient mortality, and are 
permitted to hold communion with those whom they have loved 
on earth, I feel as if now, at this deep hour of night, in this 
silence and solitude, I could receive their visitation mvh the 
most solemn, hut imalloyed delight. 

Ill truth, such visitations would be too happy for tliis world ; 
they would be incompatible with the nature of tliis imperfect 
state of being. We are here placed in a mere scene of spiritual 
thraldom and restraint. Our souls are shut in and limited by 
bounds, and barriers; shackled by mortal infirmities, and sub- 
ject to all the gross impediments of matter. In vain would 
the;^" seek to act independently of the body, and to mingle 
together in spiiitual intercom'se. They can only act here 
through their fleshy organs. Their earthly loves are made up 
of transient embraces and long separations. The most intimate 
friendship, of wdiat brief and scattered portions of time does it 
consist ! We take each other by the hand, and we exchange a 
few words and looks of kindness, and we rejoice together for a 
few short moments—and then days, months, years intervene, 
and we see and know nothing of each other. Or, granting that 
we dwell together for the full season of this our mortal life, the 
grave soon closes its gates between us, and then our spirits are 
doomed to remain in separation and widowhood ; until they 
meet again in that more perfect state of being, where soul will 
dwell with soul in blissful communion, and there 'will be neither 
death, nor absence, nor any thmg else to interrupt our felicity. 


In the foregoing paper, I have alluded to the writings of 
some of the old Jewish rabbins. They abound with wild 
theories; but among them are many truly poetical flights ; and 
their ideas are often very beautifully expressed. Their specu- 
lations on the nature of angels are curious and fanciful, though 
much resembling the doctrines of the ancient pliilosopliers. In 
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tlie writings of the Eabbi Eleaizer is an account of the tempta- 
tion of our first parents, and the fall of the angels, which the 
parson pointed out w me as lia\ungpiTjbablyfumislied sojiie of 
the groundwork for Paradise Lost.” 

According to Eleazer, the ministering angels said to the 
Deity, “ What is there in man, that thou makest Miii of sueh 
importance ? Is he any tiling else than vanity ? for lie can 
scarcely reason a little on terrestrial things.” To which God 
replied, ‘‘Do you imagine that I will be exalted and glorified 
only by you here above ? I am the same below that l am here. 
Who is there among you that can call all the creatures bj' their 
names ?” There was none found among them that could do so. 
At that moment Adam arose, and called all the creatures by 
their names. Seeing which, the ministering angels said among 
themselves, “Let us consult together how we may cause Adam 
to sin against the Creator, otherwise he will not fail to become 
our master. ” 

Sammael, who was a gi’eat prince in the lieaveiis, was present 
at this council, with the saints of the first order, and the sera- 
phim of six bands. Sammael chose several out of the twelve 
orders to accompany him, and descended below, for the purpose 
of visiting all the creatures which God had created. He found 
none more cunning and more fit to do evil than the serpent. 

The Eabbi then treats of the seduction and the fail of man ; 
of the consequent fall of the demon, and the punishment which 
God inflicted on Adam, Eve, and the serpent. ‘ ‘ He made them 
all come 'before him ; pronounced nine maledictions on Adam 
and Eve, and condemned them to suffer death; and he precipi- 
tated Sammael and ah his band from heaven. He cut off the 
feet of the serpent, which liad before the figure of a camel 
(Sammael having been mounted on him), and he cursed Mm 
among all beasts and animals.” 


GENTILITY. 

True Gentrie standetli in the trade 

Of virtuous life, not in the fleshy line; 

For blond is knit, but Gentrie is divine. 

—Mirror for Magistrates. 

, I HAVE mentioned some peculiarities of the Squire in the 
education of his sons ; but I would not have it thought that Ms 
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instructions were dii'ected chiefly to their personal accomplish- 
nieiits. He took great pains also to form their minds, and to 
inciilcato what he calls good old English principles, such as are 
laid down in the writings of Peachem and his contemporaries. 
There is one author of whom he cannot speak without indigna- 
tion, which is Chesterfield. He avers that he did much, for a 
time, to injure the true national character, and to introduce, 
instead of open, manly sincerity, a hollow, perfidious courtli- 
ness. ‘Hlis maxims,” he affirms, ‘‘were calculated to chili 
the delightful enthusiasm of youth; to make them ashamed of 
that romance which is the dawm of generous manhood, and to 
impart to them a Cold polish and a premature woiidliness. 

“ Many of Lord Cliesteiffieid’s maxims would make a young 
man a mere man of pleasure; but an English gentleman should 
not he a mere man of pleasure. He has no right to such selfish 
indulgence. His ease, Ms leisure, his opulence, are debts due 
to his country, which he must ever stand ready to discharge. 
He should be a man at all points; simple, frank, courteous, 
intelligent, accomphshed, and informed ; upright, intrepid, and 
disinterested; one that can mingle among freemen; that can 
cope witli statesmen ; that can champion his country and its 
rights, either at home or abroad. In a country like England, 
where there is such free and unbounded scope for the exertion 
of intellect, and where opinion and example have such weight 
with the people, every gentleman of fortune and leisure should 
feel himseK bound to employ himself in some way towards 
promoting the prosperity or glory of the nation. In a- country 
where intellect and action are tranmielled and restrained, men 
of rank and fortune may become idlers and triflers with im- 
punity; but an English coxcomb is inexcusable; and this, 
perhaps, is the reason why he is the most offensive and insup- 
portable coxcomb in the world.” 

Tlie Squire, as Frank Bracebiidge informs mo, would often 
hold forth in this manner to his sons, when they were about 
leaving the paternal roof; one to travel abroad, one to go to 
the army, and one to the university. He used to have them 
with him in the library, wMch is hung with the portraits of 
Sidney, Surrey, Ealeigh, Wyat, and others, “ Look at those 
models of true English gentlemen, my sons,” he would say 
with enthusiasm; “ those were men that wreathed the graces 
of the most delicate and refined taste around the stern virtues 
of the soldier; that mingled what was gentle and gracious, 
with what was hardy and, manly ; that possessed the true 
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ehiralry of spirit, wMcb. is .the.- exalted essence of maiiliood. 
lliey are the lights by which the youth of the country slioiild 
array themselves. They- were' the patterns and idols of their 
country at home; they were the illiistrators of its dignity 
abroad. *^Sn,rrey5’ says Camden, 'was the first nobleman that 
illustrated his high birth with the beauty of learning. He was 
acknowledged to be the gaUantest man, the politest lover, and 
.the coiiipletest gentleman of bis time.’ And as to Wyal, liis 
friend Surrey most amiably testifies of liim, that his -person 
was maj-estic and beautiful, Ms visage 'stern and mild;’, that 
he sung, and played the lute with remarkable sweetness; spoke, 
fore.ign languages with grace and fluency, and possessed an 
inexhaustible fund of wit. And see what a high commenda- 
tion , is passed, upon these . illustrious friends : ' They were the 
two chieftains, who, having travelled into Italy, and there 
tasted the sweet and stately measures and style of the Italian 
poetry, greatly polished our rude and homely manner of vulgar 
poetry from what it had been before, and therefore may be 
justly called the reformers of our English poetry and style. ’ 
And Sir Philip Sidney, who has left us .such monuments of 
elegant thought, and generous sentiment, and who illustrated 
Ills chivalrous spirit so gloriously in the field. And Sir Walter 
Ealeigh, the elegant courtier, the intrepid soldier, the enter- 
prising discoverer, the enhghtened philosopher, the magnani- 
mous martyr. These are the men for English gentlemen to 
study. Chesterfield, with his cold find courtly maxims, would 
have chilled and impoverished such spirits. He would have 
blighted all the budding romance of their temperaments. 
Sidney would never have written his Arcadia, nor Surrey 
have challenged the world in vindication of the beauties of his 
Geraldine. "Tliese are the men, my sons,” the Squire will 
continue, "that show to what our national character may be 
exalted, ' when its strong and powerful qualities are duly 
wrought up and refined. The SQhdest bodies are capable of 
the highest polish; and there is no character that be 
w,rouglit' to a more exquisite . .and unsullied brightness, than 
that of the true English gentleman.” 

When Guy was about to depart for the army, the Squire 
again took Mm aside, and gave him 'a long exhortation. Ho 
warned him against that affectation of coohblooded indiffer- 
ence, which he was told was cultivated by the young British 
officers, among whom -it was. a study to,, "sink the soldier” in 
the mere man. of fashion,. '-"A- "soldier,” said he, "without 
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pride and enthusiasm in Ms profession, is a mere sanguinary 
hireling. ISrothing distinguishes him from the meinenary 
bravo, but a spirit of patriotism, or a thirst for glory. It is the 
fashion iiow-a-clays, my son, ” said he, ‘ ' to laugh at the spirit of 
chivalry ; when that spirit is ideally extinct, the profession of 
the soldier becomes a mere trade of blood.” He then set 
before Mm the conduct of Edward the Black Prince, who is Ms 
mirror of chivalry; valiant, generous, affable, humane; gal- 
lant in the field. But when he came to d-well on his courtesy 
toward his prisoner, the king of France ; how he received him, 
in his tent, rather as a conqueror than as a captive ; attended 
on him at table like one of his retinue ; rode uncovered beside 
him on his entry into London, mounted on a common palfrey, 
while his prisoner was mounted in state on a white steed of 
stately beauty ; the tears of enthusiasm stood in the old gen- 
tleman’s eyes. 

Finally, on taking leave, the good Squire put in Ms son’s 
hands, as a manual, one of his favourite old volumes, the life of 
the Chevalier Bayard, by Godefroy ; on a blank page of which 
he had written an extract from the Morte d’Artliur, containing 
the eulogy of Sir Ector over the body of Sir Launcelot of the 
Lake, which the Squire considers as comprising the excellen- 
cies of a true soldier. “ Ah, Sir Launcelot ! thou wert head 
of all Christian knights ; now there thou iiest : thou wert never 
matched of none earthly knights-hands. And thou wert the 
curtiest knight that ever bare shield. And thou wert the 
truest friend to thy lover that ever bestrood horse ; and thou 
wert the truest lover of a sinfull man that ever loved woman. 
And thou wert the kindest man that ever strook with sword ; 
and thou wert the goodliest person that ever came among the 
presse of knights. And thou wert the meekest man and the 
gentlest that ever eate in hall among ladies. And thou wert 
the sternest knight to thy mortal foe that ever put speare in 
the rest.” 
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FORTUNE-TELLim 

Each city, each town, and every village, 

Affords us either an alms or pillage. 

And if the weather be cold and raw, 

Then in a bnrn we tumble on straw. 

If warm and fair, by yea-cock and nay-cock, 

The fields will afford us a hedge or a hay-cock.-- iferri/ Beggars^ 

’ As I was walking one evening with the Oxonian, Master 
Simon, and the general, in a meadow not far from the village, 
we heard the sound of a fiddle, rudely played, and looking in 
the direction from whence it came, we saw a thread of smoke 
curling up from among the ti*ees. The sound of imisic is 
always attractive ; for, wherever there is music, there is good- 
humour, or good-v/ill. We passed along a footpath, and liad a 
peep through a break in the hedge, at the musician and his 
party, when the Oxonian gave us a wink, and told us that if 
we would follow^ him. w’-e should have some sport. 

It proved to be a gipsy encampment, consisting of three or 
four little cabins, or tents, made of blankets and sail-cloth, 
spiread over hoops that were stuck in the ground. It was on 
one side of a green lane, close under a hawthorn hedge, with 
a broad beech-tree spreading above it. A small rill tinkled 
along close by, through the fresh sward, that looked Hlse a 
carpet. 

A tea-kettle was hanging by a crooked piece of iron, over a 
fire made from dry sticks and leaves, and two old gipsies, in 
red cloaks, sat crouched on the grass, gossiping over their 
evening cup of tea; for these creatures, though they live in the 
open air, have their ideas of fireside comforts. There were 
t^sm or tinee children sleeping on the straw with which the 
tents were littered; a couple of donkeys were grazing in the 
lane, and ' a thievish-looking dog was lying before the fire. 
Some of the younger gipsies Avere dancing to the music of a 
fiddle, played by a taU, slender stripling, in an old frock-coat, 
with a peacock’s feather stuck in his hat-band. 

As we approached, a gipsy girl, with a pair of fine, roguish 
eyes, came up, and, aS’ usual, offered to tell our fortunes. I 
could not but admire a certain degree of slattern elegance cibout 
the baggage. Her long black silken hair was curiously plaited 
in numerous sijii:all braids,' and negligently , put : up" in a pie« 
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turesqae style tliat a painter might have been proud to have 
devised. 

Her dress was of figured chintz, rather ragged, and not over- 
clean but of a variety of most harmonious and agreeable colours ; 
for these beings have a singularly fine eye for colours. Her 
straw hat was in her hand, and a red cloak thrown over one arm. 

The Oxonian offered at once to have his fortune told, and the 
girl began wdth tbe usual volubility of her race; but he drew 
her on one side, near the hedge, as he said he had no idea of 
having his secrets overheard. I saw he was talking to her 
instead of she to him, and by his glancing towards us now and 
then, that he was giving the baggage some private hints. 
When they returned to us, he assumed a very serious air. 
‘^Zounds!” said he, ‘Ht’s very astonishing how these creatures 
come by their knowledge; this girl has told me some things 
that I thought no one knew but myself I” The girl now assailed 
the general: ^^Come, your honour,” said she, ‘H see by your 
face you’re a lucky man ; but you’re not happy in your mind ; 
you’re not, indeed, sir; hut have a good heart, and give me a 
good piece of silver, and I’ll tell you a nice fortune.” 

The general had received all her approaches with a banter, 
and had suffered her to get hold of his hand; but at the 
mention of the piece of silver, he hemmed, looked grave, and, 
turning to us, asked if we had not better continue our walk. 
“Come, my master,” said the girl, archly, “you’d not be in 
such a hurry, if you knew all that I could tell you about a fair 
lady that has a notion for you. Come, sir; old love burns 
strong; there’s many a one comes to see weddings, that go 
away brides themselves.” — Here the giid whispered something 
in a lo w voice, at which the general coloured up, was a little flut- 
tered, and suffered himself to be drawn aside under the hedge, 
where he appeared to listen to her ■with great earnestness, and 
at the end paid her half-a-crown vdth the air of a man that 
has got the worth of his money. The girl next made her attack 
upon Master Simon, who, howevex’, was too old a bird to be 
caught, knowing that it ivould end in an attack upon his purse, 
about which he is a little sensitive. As he has a great notion, 
however, of being considered a royster, he chucked her ' under 
the; chin, played her oft* with rather broad jokes, and put on 
something of the rake-helly air, that we see now and then 
assumed , on. the stage, by the ' sad-boy gentleman of the .old 
school. “ x\b, your honour,” said the girl, with a malicious leer, 
^^you were not in such a tantrmn last year, when I told you 
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about tlie widow, you Imow wlio ; but if yoii had taken a Mend’s, 
advice, you’d never have come away from Doncaster ra.ces with 
a. ilea in your earl’’ There was a seci^et sting in this speech, 
that seemed quite to disconcert Master SIdioil He Jerked 
away his hand in a pet, smacked his whip, whistled to his dogs, 

. and; intimated that it was high time to go home. Tlie giii, how- 
ever, was determined not to lose her harvest. She now turned 
.upon me, and, as I have a weakness of spirit where there is a 
pretty face concerned, she soon wheedled me out of my money, 
and, in return, read me a fortune; which, if it prove true, and I 
* am determined to believe it, will make me one of the luckiest 
men in the chronicles of Cupid. 

I saw that the Oxonian was at the bottom of all this oracular 
mystery, and was disposed to amuse himself witli the general, 
whose tender approaches to the widow have attracted the 
notice of the wag. I was a little curious, however, to know 
the meaning of the dark hints which had so suddenly discon- 
certed Master Simon ; and took occasion to fall in the rear with 
the Oxonian on our way home, when he laughed heartily at my 
questions, and gave me ample information on the subject. 

The truth of the matter is, that Master Simon has met with 
a sad rebuff since my Chiistmas visit to the Hall. He used b ,^- 
that time to he joked about a widow, a fine dashing woman, as 
he privately informed me. I had supposed the pleasure he 
betrayed on these occasions resulted from the usual fondness 
of old bachelors for being teased about getting married, and 
about flirting, and being fickle and false-hearted. I am assured, 
however, that Master Simon had really persuaded himself the 
widow had a kindness for him; in consequence of which he 
had been at some extraordinary expense in new clothes, and had 
actually got Frank Bracehridge to order him a coat from Stiiltz. 
He began to throw out hints about the importance of a man’s 
settling himself in life before he grew old ; he would look grave, 
whenever the widow and matrimony were mentioned in the 
same sentence ; and privately asked the opinion of the Squire 
and parson about the prudence of marrying a widow with a 
rich jointure, but who had several children. 

An important member of a great family connexion cannot 
harp much upon the theme of matrimony, without its taking 
wind; and it soon got buzzed about that Mr. Simon Bracehridge 
was actually gone to Doncaster races, with a new horse; hut 
that he meant to return in a curricle with a lady by his side. 
Master Simon did, indeed, go to the races, and that with a new 
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horse; and the dashing widow did make her appearance ' im a 
cnrriGle; but it was unfortunately driven by a strapping young 
Irish dragoon, with whom even Master Simon’s self-complacency 
would not allow him to ventui*e into competition, and to whom 
she was married shortly after. 

It was a matter of sore chagrin to Master Simon for several 
months, having never before been fully committed. The dull- 
est head in the family had a joke upon Mm; and there is no 
one that likes less to be bantered than an absolute Joker. He 
took refuge for a time at Lady Lilly craft’s, until the matter 
should blow over; and occupied Mmself by looldng over her 
accounts, regulating the village choir, and inculcating loyalty 
into a pet bulfinch, by teacMng Mm to whistle “ God save the 
King.” 

He has now pretty nearly recovered from the mortification ; 
holds up his head, and laughs as much as any one; again affects 
to pity married men, and is particularly facetious about widows, 
when Lady Lillycraft is not by. His only time of trial is when 
the general gets hold of him, who is infinitely heavy and per- 
severing in Ms waggery, and will interweave a dull joke through 
the various topics of a whole dinner-time. Master Simon often 
parries these attacks by a stanza from his old work of ‘‘Cupid’s 
Solicitor for Love:” 

“ ’Tis in vain to wooe a widow over long:, 

In once or twice Iier mind you may perceive; 

Widows are subtle, be they old or young, 

And by their wiles young men they will deceive.’* 


LOVE-CHAEMS. 

Come, do not weep, ray girl, 

Forget him, pretty Pensiveiiess; there wdll 

Come others, every day, as good as he.— Sxb J. Suckling. 

The approach of a wedding in a family is always an event of 
great importance, but particularly so in a household like tMs, 
in a retired part of the country. Master Simon, who is a 
pervading spirit, and, through means of the butler and house- 
keeper, knows every thing that goes forward, tells me that 
the maid-servants are continually trying their fortunes, and 
that the servants’-haH has of late been quite a scene of incan- 
tation. 
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, It is amiijing to notice how the , oddities of the head of a 
family flor" down throiigli all the branches. . The Squire,, in the' 
indulgence of his love of .every thing'that smacks of old trines, 
has lieb'*. so many grave conversationswitli the parson at table, 
about popular superstitions and traditional rites, that ^ .they, 
have been, carried from, the parlour, to the kitchen by . the listen- 
ing domestics, and, being apparently sanctioned by such., high 
authority, the whole house has become infected by them. 

The servants are all versed in the common modes of trying" 
luck, and the .charms to insure constancy. They read their. 

. fortunes by drawing strokes in the ashes, or by repeating 'a 
form .of words,, and looking in a pail of water. .St. llark’s Eve, 
I am told,, was a busy time ^vith them; being an appointed night 
for, certain mystic ceremonies.. Several of them sowed hemp- 
seed to be reaped by their true lovers; and tiie,y even ventured 
upon the solemn and fearful preparation of the dumb-cake. 
This must be done fasting, and in silence. The ingredients are 
handed down, in traditional form: “ An eggshell full of salt, an 
eggshell full of malt, and an eggshell full of barley-meal. ” When 
the cake is ready, it . is put upon a pan over the fire, and the 
future husband will appear, turn the cake, and retire ; but if a 
word is spoken or a fast is broken during, this awful ceremony, 
there is no knowing what horrible consequences would ensue I 

The experiments, in the present instance, came to no result ; 
they that sowed the hemp-seed forgot the magic rhyme that 
they were to pronounce— so the true lover never appeared; and 
as to the dumb-cake, what between the awful stillness they had 
to keep, and the awfulness of the midnight hour, their hearts 
failed them when they had put the cake in the pan: so that, on 
the striking of the great house-clock in the servants’-hall, they 
were seized wit.h a sudden panic, and ran out of the room, to 
which they did not return until morning, when they found the 
mystic cake burnt to a cinder. 

The most persevering at these spells, however, is Pheebe 
Wilkins, the housekeeper’s niece. ^ As she is a kind of privi- 
leged personage, and rather idle, she has more time to occupy 
herself with these mabters. She has always had her head full 
of love and matrimony. She knows the dream-book by heart, 
and is quite an oracle among the little girls of the family, 
who always come to her to interpret their dreams in the morn- 
ings. ,' . 

During the present gayety of the house, however, the poor 
girl has worn a face full of trouble ; and, to use the house- 
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keeper’s words, fallen into a sad hystericky way lately.” 
It seems tliat she was born and brought up in the village, 
where her father was parish-clerk, and she was an early play- 
mate and sweetheart of young Jack Tibbets. Since she has 
come to live at the Hail, however, her head has been a little 
turned. Being very pretty, and naturally genteel, she has 
been much noticed and indulged; and being the housekeeper’s 
niece, she has held an equivocal station between a servant and 
a companion. She has learnt something of fashions and notions 
among the young ladies, which have effected quite a metamor- 
phosis; insomuch that her finery at church on Sundays has 
given mortal offence to her former intimates in the village. 
This has occasioned the misrepresentations which have 
awakened the implacable family pride of Dame Tibbets. But 
what is worse, Phoebe, having a spice of coquetry in her dis- 
position, showed it on one or two occasions to her lover, which 
produced a downright quarrel ; and Jack, being very proud and 
fiery, has absolutely turned his back upon her for several suc- 
cessive Sundays. 

The poor girl is fuff of sorrow and lepentance, and would fain 
make up with her lover; but he feels his security, and stands 
aloof. In this he is doubtless encouraged by Ms mother, w^ho 
is continually reminding liim what he ov/es to his family ; for 
this same family pride seems doomed to be the eternal bane of 
lovers. 

As I hate to see a pretty face in trouble, I have felt quite 
concerned for the luckless Phoebe, ever since I heard her story. 
It is a sad thing to be thwarted in love at any time, but par- 
ticularly so at this tender season of the year, when every living 
thing, even to the very butterfly, is sporting with its mate ; and 
the green ffeicls, and the budding groves, and the singing of the 
birds, and the sweet smell of the flowers, are enough to turn the 
head of a love-sick girl. I am told that the coolness of young 
Eeady-Monej^ lies very heavy at poor Phoebe’s heart. Insteacl 
of singing about the house as formerly, she goes about pale and 
sighing, and is apt to break into tears when her companions are 
full of merriment. 

Mrs. Hannah, the vestal gentlewoman of my Lad,v Lillycraft, 
has had long talks and wmiks with Phoebe, up and down tho 
avenue of an evening ; and has endeavoured to squeeze some of 
her owm verjuice into the other’s milky nature. She speaks 
with contempt and abhorrence of the whole sex, and advises 
Phoebe to despise all the men as heartily as she does. But 
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Piioebe^s loving temper is not to be curdled ; sbe bas no such 
tiling as. hatred OF contempt for mankind in lier .wbole^ compo- 
sition. ,, She has all the simple fondness of .heart, of poor,, weak, 
loving 'woman; and her only thoughts at present are iiow to 
conciliate and reclaim her wayward swain. : 

The spells and love-charms, which are matters; of sport to the 
other clomestics, ' are serious concerns with this love-stricken 
damsel.. She is continually trying her, fortune in a variety of 
ways. I am told that she has , absolutely fasted for :six' 
Wednesdays and three , Fridays successively, having under- 
stood that it was a sovereign . charm to insure being married 
to one’s liking within the year. She carries^ about, .also, a lock 
of her sweetheart,’s ,hair, and. a- riband he once gave her, being, 
a mode of producing constancy in a lover. ■ She even, went so 
far as to try. h.er fortune by the ' .moon, which • has always had 
much to do with lovers’ dreams and fancies. For this purpose,' 
she went out in the night of the full moon, knelt on a stone'^ 
in the meadow, and repeated the old traditional rhyme : 

“ All hail to thee, moon, all liail to tliee: 

I pray thee, ^?ood moon, now show to me 
The youth who my future husband shall be,” 

Wlien she came back to tbe bouse, she was faint and pale, 
and went immediately to bed. The next morning she. told the 
porter’s wife that she had seen some one close by the hedge 
in the meadow, which she was sure was young Tibhets ; at any 
rote, she had dreamt of him all night ; both of which, the old 
dame assured her, were most happy signs. It has since turned 
out that the person in the meadow, was old Christy, the hunts- 
man,' who Avas walking .hisnightly rounds" with the great stag-- 
hound ; so . that Phoebe’s faith in the charm is completely 
shaken. ' 


THE LIBBAEY. 

Yistekday the fair Julia made her first appearance down- 
stairs since her accident; and . the sight of her spread an uni- 
versal cheerfulness through the household. She was extremely 
pale, however, and could not walk without pain and difficulty. 
:She was assisted, therefore, to' a sofa in the library, which is 
pleasant and retired, looking out among trees; and so quiet, 
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that the little birds come hopping upon the windows, and peer- 
ing curiously into the apartment. Here several of the family 
gathered round, and devised means to amuse her, and make 
the day pass j^leasantly. Lady Lillycraft lamented the want 
of some new novel to while away the time ; and was almost in 
a pet, because the “ Author of Waverley” had not produced a 
work for the last three months. 

There was a motion made to call on the parson for some of 
his old legends or ghost stories ; but to this Lady Lillycraft ob- 
jected, as they were apt to give her the vapours. General Har- 
bottle gave a minute account, for the sixth time, of the disaster 
of a friend in India, who had his leg bitten off by a tiger, whilst 
he was hunting ; and was proceeding to menace the company 
with a chapter or two about Tippoo Saib. 

At length the captain bethought himself and said, he believed 
he had a manusciipt tale lying in one corner of his campaign- 
ing trunk, which, if he could find, and the company were 
desirous, he would read to them. The offer was eagerly 
accepted. He retired, and soon returned with a roll of blotted 
manuscript, in a very gentlemanlike, but nearly illegible, hand, 
and a great part written on cartridge-paper. 

“It is one of the scrihbHngs,” said he, “ of my poor friend, 
Charles Lightly, of the dragoons. He was a curious, romantic, 
studious, fanciful fellow; the favourite, and often the imcon- 
scious butt of his fellow-officers, who entertained themselves 
with his eccentricities. He was in some of the hardest service 
in the peninsula, and distinguished himself by liis gallantry. 
When the intervals of duty permitted, he was fond of roving 
about the country, visiting noted places, and was extremely 
fond of Moorish ruins. When at his quarters, he was a great 
scribbler, and passed much of his leisure with his pen in his 
hand. 

“ As I was a much younger officer, and a very young man, 
he took me, in a manner, under his care, and we became close 
friends. He used often to read his writings to me, having a 
great confidence in my taste, for I always praised them. 
Poor fellow ! he was shot down close by me, at Waterloo. We 
lay wounded together for some time, during a hard contest 
that took place near at hand. As I was least hurt, I tried to 
relieve him, and to stanch the blood which flowed from a 
wound ill his breast. He lay with his head in my lap, and 
looked up thankfully in my face, but shook his head faintly, 
and made a sign that it was all over with him; and, indeed, ho 
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died.a, few .minutes afterwards, just as our men liad repulsed 
the enemy, and cam.e to our relief.' I have Ms favourite dog and 
Ms pistols to tMs day, and several' of Ms manuscripts, wMcli he 
gave .to me at different times. The one I am now. going to 
read, is a tale wliich he said he wrote in Spain, during the time 
that he lay ill of a wound received at Salamanca.” 

We now arranged ourselves to hear the story. The captain 
seated himself on the sofa, beside the fair Julia, who I had 
noticed to foe somewhat affected by the picture he had care- 
lessly drawn of wounds and dangers in a field of battle. She 
now leaned her arm fondly on Ms shoulder, and her eye glis- 
tened as it rested on the manuscript of the poor literary 
dragoon. Lady Lilly craft buried herself in a deep, weli- 
cusMoned elbow-chair. Her dogs were nestled on soft mats at 
her feet; and the gallant general took his station in an arm- 
chair, at her side, and toyed with her elegantly ornamented 
work-bag. The rest of the circle being all equally well accom- 
modated, the caxjtain began Ms story ; a copy of wliich I have 
procured for the benefit of the reader. 


THE STUDENT OP SALAMANCA. 

Wliat a life do I lead with my master; nothing but blowing of bellowes, beating of 
spirits, and scraping of croslets! It is a very secret science, for none almost can 
understand the language of it. Sublimation, almigation, calcination, rubification, 
albification, and fermentation; with as many termes unpossible to be uttered as the 
arte to be compassed.— Lilly’s OaWat/iea. 

Once upon a time, in the ancient city of O-ranada, there 
sojourned a young man of the name of Antonio de Castros. 
He wore the garb of a student of Salamanca, and was pursuing 
a course of reading in the library of the university ; and, at in- 
tervals of leisure, indulging Ms curiosity by examining those 
remains of Moorish magnificence for which Cranada is re- 
nowned. 

Whilst occupied in his studies, he frequently noticed an old 
man of a singular appearance, who was likewise a visitor to 
the library. He was lean and withered, though apparently 
more from study than from age. His e^^'es, though bright and 
visionary, were sunk in Ms head, and thrown into shade by 
oveiiiaiiging eyebrows. His .dress was always the same: a 
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S03Q, to learn,” said lie, ‘^much less to teach, , I 'am Ignorant 
myself of the path of true knowledge; how then can I show, it 
to others?” 

'^fWell, but, father— ” 

^ ‘ Senor,” said the old man, mildly, but earnestly, you must 
see that I have but few steps more to the grave.' In that short 
space have I to accomplish the whole business of my existence. 
I have no time for words; every word is as one grain of sand 
of ray glass wasted. Suffer me to be alone.” 

Th ere was no replying to so complete a closing of the door of 
intimacy. The student found himself calmly but totally 
repulsed. Though curious and inquisitive, yet he was naturally 
modest, and on after-thoughts he blushed at his own intrusion. 
His mind soon became occupied by other objects. He passed 
several days wandering among the mouldering piles of Moorish 
architecture, those melancholy monuments of an elegant and 
voluptuous people. He paced the deserted halls of the zilham- 
bra, the paradise of the Moorish kings. He visited the great 
court of the lions, famous for the perfidious massacre of the 
gallant Abencerrages. He gazed with admiration at its mosaic 
cupolas, gorgeously painted in gold and azure; its basins of 
marble, its alabaster vase, supported by lions, and storied with 
.■inscriptions.. 

His imagination kindled as he wandered among these scenes. 
They ivere calculated to awaken all the enthusiasm of a youth- 
ful mind. Most of the halls have anciently been beautified by 
fountains. The line taste of the Arabs delighted in the spark- 
ling purity and reviving freshness of water; and they erected, 
as it were, altars on every side, to that delicate element. Poe- 
try mingles with architecture in the Alhambra. It breathes 
along* the very walls. Wherever Antonio tuimed his eye, he 
beheld inscriptions in Arabic, 'wherein the perpetuity of Moorish 
power and splendour witliin these walls was confidently pre- 
dicted. Alas! how has the pmphecy been falsified! Many of 
tlie basins, where the fountains had once throwui up their spark- 
ling showers, were dry and dusty. Some of the palaces were 
turned into gloomy convents, and the barefoot monk paced 
throng'll those coui’ts, which had once glittered with the array, 
and eelioed to the music, of Moorish chivalry. 

In the course of his rambles, the student more than once 
encountered the old man of the library. He was always alone, 
and so full of thought as not to notice any one about Mm. He 
appeared to beuntent upon studying ' those half-buried inscrip- 
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tions, wliicli are found, here and there, among the Moorish 
ruins, and seem to murmur from the earth the tale of former 
greatness. The greater part of these have since been trans^ 
lated; but they were supposed by many at the time, to contain 
symbolical revelations, and golden maxims of the Arabian sages 
and astrologers. As Antonio saw the stranger apparently 
deciphering these inscriptions, he felt an eager longing to make 
his acquaintance, and to i)articipate in his curious researches ; 
but the repulse he had met with at the library deterred him 
from making any further advances. 

He had directed his steps one evening to the sacred mount, 
which overlooks the beautiful valley watered by the Darro, the 
fertile plain of the Vega, and all that rich diversity of vale 
and mountain that surrounds Granada with an earthly para- 
dise. It was twilight when he found himself at the place, 
where,' at the present day, are situated the chapels, known by 
the name of the Sacred Furnaces. They are so called from 
grottoes, in which some of the primitive saints are said to have 
been burnt. At the time of Antonio’s visit, the i^lace was an 
object of much curiosity. In an excavation of these grottoes, 
several manuscripts had recently been discovered, engraved 
on plates of lead. They were written in the Arabian language, 
excepting one, which was in unknown characters. The Pope 
had issued a hull, forbidding any one, under pain of excom- 
munication, to speak of these manuscripts. The prohibition 
had only excited the greater curiosity; and many reports 
were whispered about, that these manuscripts contained trea- 
sures of dark and forbidden knowledge. 

As Antonio was examining the place from whence these mys- 
terious manuscripts had been drawn, he again observed the 
old man of the library wandering among the ruins. His 
curiosity was now fuHy awakened; the time and place served 
to stimulate it. He resolved to watch this groper after secret 
and forgotten lore, and to trace him to his habitation. There 
was something like adventure in the thing, that charmed his 
romantic disposition. He followed the stranger, therefore, at 
a little distance; at first cautiously, hut he soon observed him 
to be so wrapped in his own thoughts, as to take httle heed of 
external objects. 

They passed along the skirts of the mountain, and then by 
the shady banks of the Darro, They pursued their way, for 
some distance from Granada, along a lonely road that led 
among the hills. The gloom of evening was gathering, and it 
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was .quite dark when the, stranger stopped at the portal of ,a 
solitary 'mansion. 

It appeared to be a mere wing, or ruined fragment,' of ,wliat 
had once been a pde of some consequence. The walls were of 
'great thickness; the -windows narrow, and generally secured 
by iron bars. The door was of planks, studded with iron 
spikes, and had been of great strength, though at present it 
was much decayed. At one end of the mansion was a ruinous 
tower, in the Moorish style of architecture. The edifice had 
probably been a country retreat, or castle of pleasure, during 
the occupation of Granada by the Moors, and rendered suffi- 
ciently strong to withstand any casual assault in those warlike 
times. 

The old man knocked at the portal. A light appeared at a 
small window just above it, and a female head looked out : it 
might have served as a model for one of Eaphael’s >saints. 
The hair was beautifully braided, and gathered in a silken net ; 
and the com|)iexion, as weU as could be judged from the light, 
was that soft, rich brunette, so becoming in southern beauty. 

‘‘It is I, my child,” said the old man. The face instantly 
disappeared, and soon afte?: a wicket-door in the large portal 
opened. Antonio, who had ventured near to the building, 
caught a transient sight of a delicate female form. A pair of 
fine black eyes darted a look of surprise at seeing a stranger 
hovering near, and the door was precipitately closed. 

There was sometliing in tMs sudden gleam of beauty that 
wonderfully stiaick the imagination of the student. It was 
like a brilliant, flashing from ite dark casket. He sauntered 
about, regarding the gloomy pile with increasing interest, A 
few simple, wild notes, from anciong some rocks and trees at a 
little distance, attracted his attention. He found there a 
group of Gitanas, a vagabond |?ipsy race, which at that time 
abounded in Spain, and lived in hovels and caves of the hills 
about the neighbourhood of Granada. Some were busy about a 
fire, and others were listening to the uncouth music which one 
of their companions, seated on a ledge of the rock, was making 
with a split reed. 

Antonio endeavoured to obtain some information of them, 
concerning the old building and its inhabitants. The one who 
appeared to be their spokesman was a gaunt fellow, with a 
subtle gait, a whispering voice, and a sinister roU of the eye. 
He shrugged his shoulders on the student’s inquiries, and said 
that all was not right in that building. An old man inhabited 
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it, whom nobody knew, and whose family appeared tobe only a 
daughter and a female servant. He and his companions, he 
added, lived up among the neighbouring hills; and as they had 
been about at night, they had often seen strange lights, and 
heard strange sounds from the tower. Some of the country 
people, who worked in the vine^mrds among the hills, believed 
the old man to be one that dealt in the black art, and were not 
over-fond of passing near the tower at night; ‘‘but for our 
parts,” said the G-itano, “ we are not a people that trouble our- 
selves much with fears of that kind.” 

The student endeavoured to gain more precise information, 
but they had none to. furnish him. They began to be solicitous 
for a compensation for what they had already imparted ; and, 
recollecting the loneliness of the place, and the vagabond 
character of his companions, he svas glad to give them a gratu- 
ity, and to hasten homewards. 

He sat down to his studies, but his brain was too full of what 
he had seen and heard; his eye was upon the page, but his 
fancy still returned to the tower; and he was continually 
picturing the little window, with the beautiful head peeping 
out ; or the door hah open, and the nymph-like form within. 
He retired to bed, but the same object haunted his dreams. 
He was young and susceptible; and the excited state of his 
feelings, from wandexing among the abodes of departed grace 
and gallantry, had pi’edisposed him for a sudden impression 
from female beauty. 

The next morning, he strolled again in the direction of the 
tower. It was still more forlorn, by the broad glare of day, 
than in the gloom of evening. The walls were crumbling, and 
weeds and moss were growing in every crevice. It had the 
look of a prison, rather than a dwelling-house. In one angle, 
ho-wever, he reinai’ked a window which seemed an exception 
to the siuTOimding squalidness. There was a curtain drawn 
witliiii it, and flowers standing on the window-stone. Whilst 
he was looking at it, the curtain was partially withdrawn, and 
a delicate vdiite arm, of the most beautifrd roiiiidness, was 
X)iit forth to water the flowers. 

The student made a noise, to attract the attention of the fair 
florist. He succeeded. The curtain was further drawn, and 
he had a ghiiice of the same lovely face he had seen the even-- 
ing before; it v/as but a mex'O glance— the curtain again fell, 
and the casement closed. Ail this was calculated to excite the 
feelings of a romantic, youth. Had he seen the unknown under 
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;otlier circumstances, it is probable that lie would not liaTe been 
■ struck with her beauty; but this appearance, of being' sliiit up 
and kept apart, gave her the value , of -a treasured gem. .. .He 
passed ' .and . repassed before the-, house several times in the 
course of the day, but saw nothing more. . He was there again 
ill the evening. The' whole aspect of the house was, drea3.y. 
The narrow windows emitted no rays of cheerful light, to indi- 
cate that there was social life -within. Antonio listened at the 
portal, but no sound of voices reached his ear. Just then he, 
heard the clapping to of a distant door, and fearing to foe de- 
tected ill the unworthy act of eavesdropping, he precipitately 
drew oft* to the opposite side of the road, and stood in the sha- 
dow of a ruined archway. 

He now remarked a light from a window in the tower. It 
was fitful and changeable ; commonly feeble and yellowish, as 
if from a lamp ; with an occasional glare of some vivid metallic 
coioim, followed by a dusky glow. A column of dense smoke 
would now and then rise in the air, and hang like a canopy 
over the tower. There was altogether such a loneliness and 
seeming mystery about the building and its inhabitants, that 
Antonio was half incHned to indulge the country people’s 
notions, and to fancy it the den of some powerful sorcerer, and 
the fair damsel he had seen to he some spell-bound beauty. 

After some time had elapsed, a Mght appeared in the window 
where he had seen the beautiful arm. The curtain was down, 
but it was so thin that he could perceive the shadow of some 
one passing and repassing between it and the light. He 
fancied that he could distinguish that the form was delicate; 
and, from the alacrity of its movements, it was evidently 
youthful. He had not a doubt but this was the bedc-hamber of 
his beautiful unknown. 

Presently he heard the sound of a guitar, and a female voice 
singing. He drew near cautiously, and listened. It was a 
plaintive Moorish ballad, and he recognized in it the lamenta- 
tions of one of the Abencei*rages on leaving the walls of lovely 
Granada. It was full of passion and tenderness. It spoke of 
the delights of early life; the hours of love it had enjoyed on 
the ]:>aiiks of the Darro, and among the blissful abodes of the 
Alhambra. It bewailed the fallen honours of the Al)oncerrages, 
and imprecated vengeance on. their oppressors. Antonio was 
affected by the music. It singularly coincided vdtli the place. 
It was like the voice of past times echoed in the present, and 
breathing among the monuments of its departed glory. 
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Tlie voice ceased; after a time tiie light disappeared, and all 
was stil. “She sleeps!” said Antonio, fondly. He lingered 
about the building, with the devotion with which a lover 
lingers about the bower of sleeping beauty. The rising moon 
threw its silver beams on the gray walls, and glittered on the 
casement. The late gloomy landscape gradually became 
flooded with its radiance. Finding, therefore, that he could no 
longer move about in obscurity, and fearful that his loiterings 
might be observed, he reluctantly retired. 

The curiosity which had at first drawn the young man to the 
tower, was now seconded by feelings of a more romantic kind. 
His studies were almost entirely abandoned. He maintained a 
kind of blockade of the old mansion; he would take a book 
with him, and pass a great part of the day under the trees in its 
vicinity ; keeping a vigilant eye upon it, and endeavouring to 
ascertain what were the walks of his mysterious charmer. He 
found, however, that she never went out except to mass, when 
she was accompanied by her father. He waited at the door of 
the church, and offered her the holy water, in the hope of 
touching her hand; a little oflflce of gallantry common in 
Catholic countries. She, however, modestly declined without 
raising her eyes to see who made the offer, and always took it 
herself from- the font. She was attentive in her devotion ; her 
eyes were never taken from the altar or the piflest ; and, on 
returning home, her countenance was almost entirely con- 
cealed by her mantilla. 

Antonio had now carried on the pursuit for several days, and 
was hourly getting more and more interested in the chase, but 
never a step nearer to the game. His lurkings about the house 
had probably been noticed, for he no longer saw the fair face 
at the window, nor the white arm put forth to water the 
flowers. His only consolation was to repair nightly to Ms post 
of observation, and listen to her warbling; and if by clianee he 
could catch a sight of her shadow, passing and repassing hefore 
the window, he thought Mmself most fortunate. 

As he was indulging in one of these evening vigils, which were 
complete revels of the imagination, the sound of approaching 
footsteps made him withdraw into the deep shadow of the 
ruined archway opposite to the tower. A cavalier approached, 
wrapped in a large Spanish cloak. He paused under the win- 
dow of the tower, and after a little while began a serenade, 
accompanied by his guitar, in the usual style of Spanish gal- 
lantry. His voice was rich and manly; he touched the instru'^. 
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. rnent mth sldll, and sang with amorous and .impassioned eio* 
quence.- The plume of his hat was" buckled by Jewels. thafs 
sparkled in .the moon-beams; and as he played on the .guitar, 
.his cloak falling off from oneshouldeivshowxHi liim to .bericHj” 

.' dressed. It was evident that he was a person of rank. 

. The .idea now .flashed across Antonio’s mind, that ' the affec- 
tions of his unknown beauty might be engaged. She was 
young, and doubtless susceptible; and it was not in the nature 
of Spanish females to be deaf and insensible to music and admi- 
ration. The surmise brought with it a feeling of dreariness. 
There was a pleasant dream of several days suddenly dispelled. 
He had never before experienced any thing of the tender pas- 
sion; and, as its morning dreams are always delightful, he 
would fain have continued in the delusion. 

But what have I to do with her attachments?” thought he; 
‘‘I have no claim on her heart, nor even on her acquaintance. 
How do I know that she is worthy of affection? Or if she is, 
must not so gallant a lover as this, with his jewels, his rank, 
and his detestable music, have conii)letely captivated her? 
What idle humour is this that I have fallen into? I must again 
to my books. Study, study, will soon chase away aU these idle 
fancies 1” 

The more he thought, however, the more he became entangled 
in the speU which his lively imagination had woven round him ; 
and now that a rival had appeared, in addition to the other 
obstacles that environed this enchanted beauty, she appeared 
ten times more lovely and desirable. It was some sMght conso- 
lation to him to perceive that the gallantry of the unknown 
met with no apparent return from the tower. The light at the 
window was extinguished. The curtain remained undrawn, 
and none of the customary signals were given to intimate that 
the serenade was accepted. 

The cavalier lingered for some time about the place, and sang 
several other tender airs with a taste and feeling that mac^e 
Antonio’s heaii) ache ; at length he slowly retired. The student 
remained with folded arms, leaning against the ruined arch, 
endeavouring to summon up resolution enough to depart ; but 
there was a romantic fascination that still enchained him to the 
place. It is the last time,” said he, willing to compromise 
between Ms feelings and Ms Judgment, ^;it is the last time; 
then let me enjoy the dream a few moments longer.” 

As his eye ranged about the old building to take a farewell 
look, he observed the strange light J|i the tower, wMch he had 
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noticed on a former occasion. It kept bemning up, and declim 
ing, as before. A pillar of smoke rose in the air, and hung in 
sable volumes. It was evid.ent the old man was busied in some 
of those operations that had gained hun the reputation of a 
sorcerer throughout the neighbourhood. 

Suddenly an intense and brilliant glare shone through the 
casement, followed by a loud report, and then a fierce and 
ruddy glow. A figure appeared at the -window, uttering cries 
of agony or alarm, but immediately disappeared, and a body 
of smoke and flame whirled out of the narrow aijerture. An- 
tonio rushed to the portal, and knocked at it with vehemence. 
He Avas only ansAvered by loud shrieks, and found that the 
females Avere already in helpless consternation. With an exer- 
tion of desperate strength he forced the Avicket from its hinges, 
and r ushed into the house. 

He found himself in a small vaulted haU, and, by the light of 
the moon Avhich entered at the door, he saw a staircase to the 
left. He hurried up it to a narrow corridor, through AAhich 
was rolling a. volume of smoke. He found here the t’wo females 
in a frantic state of alarm; one of them clasped her hands, and 
implored him to saA^e her father. 

The corridor termmated in a spii^al flight of steps, leading up 
to the toAver. He sprang up it to a small door, through the 
chinks of which came a gloAv of light, and smoke Avas spuming 
out. He burst it open, and found himself in an antique vaulted 
chamber, furnished Avith a furnace and various chemical appa- 
ratus. A shattered retort lay on the stone floor ; a quantity of 
combustibles, nearly consumed, Avith various half -burnt books 
and papers, AA^ere sending up an expiring flame, and fiUing the 
chamber with stifling smoke. Just Avithin* the threshold lay 
the reputed conjurer. He* was bleeding, liis clothes Avere 
scorched, and he appeared lifeless. Antonio caught him up, and 
bore Mm doAvn the stairs to a chamber, in AAhich there AA^as a 
light, and laid him on a bed. The female domestic was de- 
spatched for such appliances as the house afforded ; but the 
daughter threw herself frantically beside her parent, and could 
not be reasoned out of her alarm. Her dress was all in disor- 
der ; her dishcA’-elled hair hung in rich confusion about her neck 
^nd bosom, and never was there beheld a lovelier iflcture of 
terror and affliction. 

The skilful assiduities of the scholar soon produced signs of 
returning animation in his patient. The old man’s AAmmds, 
though severe, Avere not dangerous. They had eAudently been 
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produced by the burstiag of the retort ; in his bewilderment he 
had been enveloped in the stifling metallic vapours, which had 
overpowered his feeble frame, and had not Antonio arrived to 
his assistance, it is possible he might never have recovered. 

By slow degrees he came to his senses. He looked about 
with a bewildered air at the chamber, the agitated group around, 
and the student who was leaning over him. 

‘‘ Where am I?” said he wildly. 

At the sound of his voice, Ms daughter uttered a faint excla- 
mation of delight. My poor Inez!” said he, embracing her; 
then, putting Ms hand to his head, and taking it away stained 
with blood, he seemed suddenly to recollect himself, and to be 
overcome with emotion. 

‘ ‘ Ah I” cried he, all is over wdth me ! all gone 1 aU vanished 1 
gone in a moment ! the labour of a lifetime lost !” 

His daughter attempted to soothe him, but he became slight- 
ly dehrious, and raved incoherently about malignant demons, 
and about the habitation of the green lion being destroyed. 
His wounds being dressed, and such other remedies adminis- 
tered as his situation requh*ed, he sunk into a state of quiet. 
Antonio now turned Ms attention to the daughter, whose suf- 
fermgs had been little inferior to those of her father. Having 
with great difficulty succeeded in tranquillizing her fears, he 
endeavoured to prevail upon her to retire, and seek the repose 
so necessary to her frame, proffering to remain by her father 
until mormng. am a stranger,” said he, ^4t is true, and 
my offer may appear intrusive ; but I see you are lonely and 
helpless, and I cannot help venturing over the Mmits of mere 
ceremony. Should you feel any scruple or doubt, however, say 
but a word, and I will instantly rethe.” 

There was a frankness, a kindness, and a modesty, mingled 
in Antonio’s deportment, that inspired instant conlidence ; and 
his simple scholar’s garb was a recommendation in the house 
of poverty. The females consented to resign the sufferer to his 
care, as they would be the better able to attend to him on the 
morrow. On retiring, the old domestic was profuse in her 
benedictions; the daughter only looked her thanks; but as 
they shone through the tears that filled her fine black eyes, the 
student thought them a thousand times the most eloquent. 

Here, then, lie was, by a singular turn of chance, completely 
housed within tins mysterious mansion. "When left to himself, 
and the bustle of the scene was over, his heart throbbed as he 
looked round the chamber in wMch he was sitting. It was the 
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daughter’s room, the promised land toward which he had cast 
so many a longing gaze. The furniture was old, and had prob- 
ably belonged to the building in its prosperous days; but 
every thing was arranged with propriety. The flowers that he 
had seen her attend stood in the window; a guitar leaned 
against a table, on wliich stood a cracifix, and before it lay a 
missal and a rosary. There reigned an air of purity and 
serenity about this little nestling-place of innocence ; it was the 
emblem of a chaste and quiet mind. Some few articles of 
female dress lay on the chairs ; and there was the very bed on 
which she had slept —the pillow on which her soft cheek had 
reclined! The poor scholar was treading eiiehaiited ground; 
for what fairy land has more of magic in it, than the bed- 
chamber of innocence and beauty ? 

From various expressions of the old man in his ravings, and 
from what he had noticed on a subsequent visit to the tovfer, 
to see that the fire wars extinguished, Antonio had gatlierci 
that Ills patient was an alchymist. The philosopher’s stoiio 
was an object eagerly sought after by visionaries in those 
days; but in consequence of the superstitious prejudices of the 
times, and the frequent persecutions of its votaries, they were 
apt to pursue their experiments in secret ; in lonely houses, in 
caverns and ruins, or in the privacy of cloistered cells. 

In tho course of the night, the old man had several fits of 
restlessness and deluium; he w’-oulcl cafi out upon Theophras- 
tus, and Geher, and Albertus Magnus, and other sages of his 
art ; and anon vrouid murmur about fermentation and projec- 
tion, until, toward daylight, he once more sunk into a salutary 
sleep. When the morning sun darted his rays into the case- 
ment, the fair Inez, attended by the female domestic, came 
blushing into the chamber. The student now took his leave, 
haiung himself need of repose, but obtaining ready permission 
to return and inquire after the seifferer. 

■Wlien he called again, he found the alchymist languid and in 
pain, but apparently sufiering more in mind than in body. His 
delirium had left him, and he had been informed of the particu- 
lars’ of his deliverance, and of the subsequent attentions of the 
scholar. He could do little more than look his thanks, but 
Antonio did not require them; his own heart rei^aid Mm for 
all that he had done, and he almost rejoiced in the disaster that 
had gained him an entrance into this mysterious habitation. 
The alchymist was so hGlploss as to need much assistance; 
Antonio remained with him, therefore, the greater part of the 
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day. . He, repeated his visit the next day,^ and the next. Every 
.day his conipaiiy seemed '•more pleasing, to the iiivalid; and 
every day he felt his interest in the latter increasing. Pcnliaps 
the presence of the daughter might have been at the bottom of 
this solicitude. 

He had frequent and long conversations vdth the alchymist. 
He found him, as men of his pursuits were apt to be, a mixture 
of enthusiasm and simplicity ; of curious and extensive reading 
on points of little utility, with great inattention to the every- 
day occurrences of life, and profound ignorance of the world. 
He was deeply versed in singular and obscure branches of 
knowledge, and much given to visionary speculations. Anto- 
nio, whose mind was of a romantic cast, had himself given 
some attention to the occult sciences, and he entered upon these 
themes with an ardour that delighted the philosopher. Their 
conversations frequently turned upon astrology, divination, 
and the great secret. The old man would forget his aches and 
wounds, rise up like a spectre in Ms bed, and kindle into elo- 
quence on Ms favourite topics. When gently admonished of Ms 
situation, it would but i)rompt liirn to another sally of thought. 

“ Alas, my son!” he would say, ‘‘is not this very decrepitude 
and suffering another proof of the importance of those secrets 
with wMcli we are surrounded? Why are we traimiielled by 
disease, withered by old age, and our spirits quenched, as it 
were, within iis, but because we have lost those secrets of life 
and youth which were known to our parents before their fall ? 
To regain these, have philosophers been ever since aspiring; 
but just as they are on the ijoint of securing the precious 
secrets for ever, the brief period of life is at an end ; they die, 
and with them all their wisdom and experience. ‘ hTothiiig, ^ as 
De Niiysment observOvS, ‘ nothing is wanting for man’s perfec- 
tion but a longer life, less crossed with sorrows and maladies, 
to the attaining of the full and perfect knowledge of tilings.’ ” 

At length Antonio so far gained on the heart of Ms patient, 
as to draw from him the outlines of Ms story. 

Felix de Vasques, the alchymist, was a native of Castile, and 
of an ancient and honourable line. Early in life he had married 
a beautiful female, a descendant from one of the Moorish fami- 
lies. The marriage displeased Ms father, who considered the 
pure Spanish blood contaminated by this foreign mixture. It 
is true, the lady traced her descent from one of the Abencer- 
rages, the most gallant of Moorish cavaliers, who. had embraced 
the Christian faith on being exiled from the walls of Granada. 
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The injured pride of the father, however, was not to he 
appeased. He never saw his son afterwards, and on dying 
left him but a scanty portion of his estate ; bequeathing the resi- 
due, in the piety and bitterness of his heart, to the erection of 
convents, and the performance of masses for souls in purga- 
tory. Don Felix resided for a long time in the neigliboiuiiood 
of Valladolid, in a state of embarrassment and obscurity. He 
devoted himself to intense study, having, while at the univer- 
sity of Salamanca, imbibed a taste for the secret sciences. He 
was enthusiastic and speculative ; he went on from one branch 
of knowledge to another, until he became zealous in the search 
after the grand Arcanum. 

He had at first engaged in the pursuit with the hopes of rais- 
ing himself from his present obscurity, and resuming the rank 
and dignity to which his birth entitled him; but, as usual, it 
ended in absorbing every thought, and becoming the busi- 
ness of his existence. He was at length aroused from this 
mental abstraction, by the calamities of his household. A 
malignant fever swept ofi his wife and ail his childi*en, except- 
ing an infant daughter. These losses for a time overwhelmed 
and stupefied him. His home had in a manner died away from 
around him, and he felt lonely and forlorn. When his spirit 
revived within him, he detei'mined to abandon the scene of his 
humiliation and disaster; to hear away the child that was still 
left him heyond the scene of contagion, and never to return 
to Castile until he should be enabled to reclaim the honours of 
his line. 

He had ever since been wandering and unsettled in his abode; 
—sometimes the resident of populous cities, at other times of 
alsolute solitudes. He had searched libraries, meditated on 
inscriptions, visited adepts of different countries, and sought 
to gather and concentrate the rays which had been thrown by 
various minds upon the secrets of alchymy. He had at one 
time travelled quite to Padua to search for the manuscripts of 
Pietro d’ Abano, and to inspect an um which had been dug up 
near Este, supposed to have been buried by Maximus Olybius, 
and to have contained the grand elixir.* 

* This uni was found in 1533, It contained a lesser one, in which was a burning' 
lamp betwixt two small vials, the one of gold, the other of silver, both of them full 
of a very clear liquor. On the largest was an inscription, stating that Maximus 
Olybius shut up in this small vessel elements which he had prepared with great toil. 
There were many disquisitions among the learned on tlie subject. It was the most 
received opinion, that this Maximus Olybius was an inhabitant of Padua, that he 
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While at Padua, he had met with an adept yersed in AraMaii 
lore, wdio talked ef the invaluable maniiecripts that niiist re- 
main in the Spanish libraries, preserved from the spoils of, the 
Moorish academies and universities; of the probability of meet- 
ing with precious unpublished writings of Geber, and Alfara- 
bius, and Avicenna, the great physicians of the Arabian schools, 
who, it was well known, had treated much of alchymy ; but, 
above all, he spoke of the Arabian tablets of lead, which had 
recently been dug up in the neighbourhood of Granada, and 
which, it was confidently believed among adepts, contained 
the lost secrets of the art. 

The indefatigable alchymist once more bent Ms steps for 
Spain, full of renovated hope. He had made his way to Gra- 
nada : he had wearied himself in the study of Arabic, in decipher- 
ing inscriptions, in rummaging hhraries, and exploring every 
possible trace left by the Arabian sages. 

In all his vranderings, he had been accompanied by Inez 
thimigli the x'ough and the smooth, the pleasant and the ad- 
verse; never complaining, but rather seeking to soothe his 
cares by her innocent and playful caresses. Her instruction 
had been the employment and the delight of his hours of relax- 
ation. She had grown up wliile they w^ere wandering, and had 
scarcely ever known any home but by Ms side. He was family, 
friends, home, everytMng to her. He had carried her in Ms 
arms, when they first began their wayfaring; had nestled her, 
as an eagle does its young, among the rocky heights of the Sierra 
Morena; she had sported about Mm in childhood, in the soli- 
tudes of the Bateucas; had followed Mm, as a lamb does the 
shepherd, over the rugged Pyrenees, and into the fair plains 
of Languedoc; and now she was grown up to support Ms feeble 
steps among the ruined abodes of her maternal ancestors. 

His property had gradually wasted away, in the course of 
Ms travels and his experiments. Still hope, the constant at- 
tendant of the alchymist, had led Mm on; ever on the point of 
reaping the reward of his labours, and ever disappointed. With 
the credulity that often attended Ms art, he attributed many 
of his disappointments to the macMnation of the malignant 
spirits that beset the paths of the alchymist and torment him 
in his solitaiy labours. ‘ ‘ It is their constant endeavour, ” he ob- 

had discovered the great seci-et. and that these vessels contained liquor, one to 
transmute metals to gold, and other to silver. The peasants who found the urns, 
imagining this precious liquor to be common water, spia every drop, so that the 
art of transmuting metals remains as much a secret as ever. 
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served, ‘Ho close up every avenue to those sublime truths, 
which ivould enable man to rise above the abject state into 
which he has fallen, and to return to Ms original perfection. ’^ 
To the evil offices of these demons, he attributed his late diS' 
aster. He had been on the very verge of the glorious discovery ; 
never were the indications more completely auspicious ; all was 
going on prosperously, when, at the critical moment which 
should have crowned Ms labours with success, and ha%^0 placed 
him at the very summit of human power, and felicity, tlio 
bursting of a retort had reduced Ms laboratory and himself to 
ruins. 

“I must now,” said he, “give up at the very threshold of 
success. My books and impers are burnt; my apparatus is 
broken. I am too old to bear up against these evils. The 
ardour that once inspired me is gone; my poor frame is ex- 
hausted by study and watchfulness, and this last misfortune 
has liiuTied me towards the grave.” He concluded in a tone 
of deep dejection, xintonio endeavoured to comfort and reas- 
sure him; but the poor alchymist had for once awakened to a 
consciousness of the worldly ills that were gathering around 
him, and had sunk into despondency. After a pause, and some 
thoughtfi,ilness and perplexity of brow, Antonio ventured to 
make a proposal. 

“I have long,” said he, “been filled with a love for the secret 
sciences, but have felt too ignorant and diffident to give myself 
up to them. You have acquired experience ; you have amassed 
the knowledge of a hfetime ; it were a pity it should be thrown 
away. You say you are too old to renew the toils of the labo- 
ratory ; suffer me to undertake them. Add your knowledge to 
my youth and activity, and wdiat shall wc not accomplish? As 
a probationar3r fee, and a fund on which to proceed, I will bring 
into the common stock a sum of gold, the residue of a legacy, 
wMch has enabled me to complete my education. A poor scholar 
cannot boast much ; hut I timst we shall soon put ourselves be- 
yond the reach of want; and if we should fail, why, I must 
depend, hke other scholars, upon my brains to carry me through 
thewmrld.” 

The philosopher’s spirits, however, were more depressed thtun 
the student had imagined. TMs last shock, following in the 
rear of so many disappointments, had almost destroyed the 
reaction of his mind. The fire of an enthusiast, however, is 
never so low but that it may be blown again into a flame. By 
degrees, the old man was cheered and reanimated by the buoy- 
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ancy .and ardour, of .Ms sanguine companion. He at lengtli 
agreed to accept of the services of the student, and once more 
to, renew, Ms experiments,. .'He objected,, however, to using the 
studeiit’s gold, notwithstanding that Ms own was nearly ex- 
hausted; but this objection was ..soon overcome; the student 
.insisted, on, unakiiig it a'-common stock and common cause; — 
and then how absurd was any delicacy about such a trifle, with 
men who looked forward to discovering the pMIosopher’s stone ! 

WMie, therefore, the' alehymist was slowly recovering, the 
student busied himself in getting the laboratory once more in 
order. It was strewed with the wrecks of retorts and alembics, , 
with old. crucibles,, boxes and pMals of powders and tinctures', 
and half-burnt bookstand manuscripts. 

■ As soon as the old man was sufficiently recovered, the studies 
and experiments were renewed. The ■ student became, a privi- 
leged and frequent visitor, and was indefatigable in Ms toils in the 
laboratory. The pliilosopher daily derived new' zeal and spirits 
from the animation of Ms disciple. . He was now enabled to pros- 
ecute the enterprise with continued exertion, having so active a 
coadjutor to divide the toil. ' While he was poring over the writ- 
ings of Saiidivogiiis, and PMlalethes, and Domiims de Niiys- 
nient, and endeavouring to comprehend the symbolical language 
in which they have locked up theii* mysteries, Antonio would 
■occupy himself among the, retorts and crucibles, and keep the 
furnace .ill a, perpetual glow. ■ . 

With all Ms zeal, however, for the discovery of the golden 
art, the feelings of. the student, had not cooled as to the object 
that first, drew Mm .to this- ruinous mansion. During the old 
man’s illness, he had frequent opportmiities of being near the 
daughter;, and every .day 'made him' more sensible to her 
charms. , There was a 'pure'.simxfficity, and an almost passive 
gentleness, in her manners ; yet with all ,tMs was mingled some*- 
thing, whether mere maiden shyness, or a consciousness of high 
descent, or a dash of Castilian pride, or perhaps all united, 
that prevented undue, familiarity, and made her difficult of 
approach. The danger of her father, and the measures to be 
taken for Ms relief, had at first overcome this copiess and 
reserve; but as he recovered and her alarm subsided, she 
seemed to shrink from the familiarity she had indulged with 
the youthful stranger, and to. become every day more shy and 
.silent 

Antonio had read many, books,. but this was the first volume 
of womankind that he had ever studied. He had been capti- 
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vateci -with the very title-page; bat the further he read, the 
more ho was delighted. She seemed formed to love; her soft 
black eye rolled languidly under its long silken lashes, and 
wherever it turned, it would linger and repose; there was ten- 
derness ill every bearh. To him alone she was reserved and 
distant. Now that the common cares of the sick-room were at 
an end, he saw little more of her than before his admission to 
the house. Sometimes he met her on his way to and from the 
laboratory, and at such times there was ever a smile and a 
blush ; but, after a simple SEdutation, she ghded on and dis- 
appeared. 

’Tis plain,” thought Antordo, “my presence is indifferent, 
if not irksome to her. She has noticed my admiration, and is 
determined to discourage it ; nothing but a feelhig of gratitude 
prevents her treating me with marked distaste — and then has 
she not another lover, rich, gallant, splendid, musical? how can 
I suppose she would turn her eyes from so brilliant a cavalier, 
to a poor obscure student, raking among the cinders of her 
father’s laboratory?” 

Indeed, the idea of the amorous serenader continually 
haunted his mind. He felt convinced that he was a favoured 
lover; yet, if so, why did he not frequent the tower?— why did 
he not make his approaches by noon-day? There was mystery 
in this eavesdropping and musical courtship. Surely Inez 
could not be encouraging a secret intrigue! Oh! no! she was 
too artless, too pure, too ingenuous! But then the Spanish 
females were so prone to love and intrigue; and music and 
moonlight were so seductive, and Inez had such a tender soul 
languishing in every look, — “Oh!” would the poor scholar 
exclaim, clasping his hands, “ oh, that I could but once behold 
those loving eyes beaming on me with affection !” 

It is incredible to those who have not experienced it, on what 
scanty aliment human life and human love may be supported. 
A. dry crust, thrown now and then to a starving man, will give 
him a new lease of existence ; and a faint sniHe, or a kind look^ 
bestowed at casual intervals, will keep a lover loving on, when 
a man in his sober senses would despair. 

When Antonio found himself alone in the laboratory, his 
mind would be haunted by one of these looks, or smiles, which 
he had received in passing. He would set it in every possible 
light, and argue on it with all the self-pleasing, self-teasing logic 
of a lover. 

The country around him was enough to alvaken that volup* 
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tuousnessGf feeling so- favonrable to tlie growtli .of passion.. 
The windo-w of the tower rose above the trees of the.roiiiaiatic^ 
valley of the Darro, and looked down upon, some of the. love- 
liest scenery of the Yoga, where groves of citron and orange 
were refreshed by cool springs and brooks of the purest water. 
The Xeiiei and the Barro wound their shining streams along 
the plain, and gleamed from among its bowers. The surround- 
ing Mis were covered with vineyards, and the inoimtains, 
crowned with snow, seemed to melt into the blue sky. The 
delicate airs that played about the tower were perfumed by the 
fragrance of myrtle and orange-blossoms, and the ear was 
charmed with the fond warbling of the nightingale, which, in 
these happy regions, sings the whole day long. Sometimes, 
too, there was the idle song of the muleteer, sauntering along 
the solitary road; or the notes of the guitar, from some group 
of peasants dancing in the shade. All these were enough to 
fil the head of the young lover with poetic fancies; and Antonio 
would picture to himself how he could loiter among* tho>se happy 
groves, and wander by those gentle rivers, and love away Ms 
life with Inez. 

He felt at times impatient at his own weakness, and would 
endeavour to brush away these cobwebs of the mind. He would 
turn Ms thoughts, with sudden effort, to his occult studies, or 
occupy himself in some perplexing process ; but often, when he 
had partially succeeded in fixing Ms attention, the sound of 
Inez’s lute, or the soft notes of her voice, would come stealing 
upon the stillness of the chamber, and, as it were, float- 
ing round the tower. There was no great art in her per- 
formance; but Antonio thought he had never heaifi music 
comparable to this. It was perfect witchcraft to hear Iier 
•vfarble forth some other national melodies; those little Spanish 
romances and Moorish ballads, that transport the hearer, in 
idea, to the banks of the Guadalquivir, or the walls of the 
Alhambra, and make him dream of beauties, and balcomes, 
and moonligbt serenades. 

Never was poor student more sadly beset than Antonio. 
Love is a troublesome companion in a study, at the best of 
times; but in the laboratory of an alchymist, his intrusion is 
terribly disastrous. Instead of attending to the retorts and 
crucibles, and watching the process of some experiment 
intrusted to his charge, the student would get entranced in one 
of these love-dreams, from wMch he would often be aroused by 
some fatal catastrophe. The philosopher, on returning from 
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Ms researclies in tlie libraries, would find every tiling gone 
wrong, and Antonio in despair over the ruins of the whole day’s 
work. The old man, however, took all quietly, for Ms had been 
a Mfe of experiment and failure. 

‘‘ We must have patience, my son,” would he say, “ as all the 
great masters that have gone before us have had. Errors, and 
accidents, and delays are what we have to contend with. Did 
not Pontanus err two hundred times, before he could obtain 
even the matter on which to found his experiments? The great 
Elamel, too, did he not lahoiufour-and-twenty years, before he 
ascertained the first agent? What difficulties and hardships 
did not Cartilaceus encounter, at the very threshold of his dis- 
coveries? And Bernard de Treves, even after he had attained 
a knowledge of all the requisites, was he not delayed full three 
years? What you consider accidents, my son, are the machina- 
tions of our invisible enemies. The treasures and golden secrets 
of nature are surrounded by spirits hostile to man. The air 
about us teems -with them. They limk in the fire of the iiu- 
nace, in the bottom of the crucible, and the alembic, and are 
ever on the alert to take advantage of those moments when our 
minds are wandering from intense meditation on the gi'eat 
truth that we are seeking. We must only strive the more to 
purify ourselves from those gross and earthly feelings which 
becloud the soul, and prevent her from piercing into nature’s 
arcana.” 

Alas I” thought Antonio, ‘‘if to he purified from all earthly 
feeling requires that I should cease to love Inez, I fear I shall 
never discover the philosopher’s stone !” 

In this way, matters went on for some time, at the alchy- 
mist’s. Day after day was sending the student’s gold in vapour 
up the chimney, every blast of the furnace made him a ducat 
the poorer, without apparently helping Mm a jot nearer to the 
golden secret. StiU the young man stood by, and saw piece 
afterpiece disappearing without a murmur; he had daily an 
opportunity of seeing Inez, and felt as if her favour would be 
better than silver or gold, and that every smile was worth a 
ducat. 

Sometimes, in the cool of the evening, when the toils of the 
laboratory happened to be suspended, he would walk with the 
alchymist in what had once been a garden belonging to the 
mansion. There were still the remains of terraces and balus- 
trades, and here and there a marble urn, or mutilated statue 
overturned, and buried among weeds and fiowers run wild. It 
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was the favourite resort of the alchymist in his hours of relaxa- 
tion, where he would give full scope to his \’isioiiaiy flights. 
His mind was tinctured ^ vdth the Rosicriician doctrines. He 
believed in elementary beings; some favourable, others adverse 
to his pursuits; and, in the exaltation of his fancy, had often 
imagined that he held communion with them in his solitary 
walks, about the whispering groves and echoing walls of this 
old garden. 

When accompanied by Antonio, he would prolong these 
evening recreations. Indeed, he sometimes did it out of con- 
sideration for Ms disciple, for he feared lest his too close applica- 
tion, and Ms incessant seclusion in the tower, should be injuri- 
ous to his healtli. He was dehghted and surprised by tMs 
extraordinary zeal and perseverance in so young a tyro, and 
looked upon him as destined to be one of the great luminaries 
of the art. Lest the student should repine at the time lost in 
these relaxations, the good alch^^mist would fill them up with 
wholesome knowledge, in matters coimected with their pursuits ; 
and would ivalk up and down the alleys with Ms disciple, im- 
parting oral instruction, like an ancient philosopher. In all his 
visionary schemes, there breathed a spirit of lofty, though cM- 
merical philanthropy, that w'oii the admiration of the scholar. 
Nothing sordid nor sensual, nothing petty nor selfish, seemed 
to enter into his views, in respect to the grand discoveries he was 
anticipating. On tlie contrary, his imagination kindled with 
conceptions of widely dispensated happiness. He looked for- 
ward to the time when he should be able to go about the earth, 
relieving the indigent, comforting the distressed ; and, by his 
unlimited means, devising and executing plans for the com- 
plete extirpation of poverty, and ah. its attendant sufferings 
and crimes. Never were grander schemes for general good, for 
the distribution of boundless -wealth and universal competence, 
devised than by this poor, indigent alchyniist in Ms ruined 
tower. 

Antonio would attend these peripatetic lectures with all the 
ardour of a devotee ;■ but there "was another circmnstance which 
may have given a secret charm to them. The garden was the 
resort also of Inez, v/here she took her walks of recreation ; the 
only exercise that her secluded life permitted. As Antonio was 
duteously pacing by the side of his instructor, ho woiikl often 
catch a glimpse of the daughter, walking pensively about 
the alleys in the soft twilight. Sometimes they would meet her 
unexpectedly, and the heart of the student vroiild throb with 
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agitation. A blusli, too, would crimson the cheek of Inez, but 
still she passed on and never joined them. 

Ho had remained one evening until rather a late hour with 
the alchymist in this favourite resort. It was a delightful night 
alter a sultry day, and the balmy air of the garden was pecu- 
liarly reviving. The old man was seated on a fragment of a 
pedestal, looking like a part of the ruin on which he sat. He 
was edifying his pupil by long lessons of wisdom from the 
stars, as they shone out with brilliant lustre in the dark-blue 
vault of a southern sky; for he was deeply versed in Belunen, 
and other of the Eosicrucians, and talked much of the signa- 
ture of earthly things and passing events, which may be dis- 
cerned in the heavens; of the power of the stars over corporeal 
beings, and their influence on the fortunes of the sons of 
men. 

By degrees the moon rose and shed her gleaming Mght among 
the groves. Antonio apparently listened with flxed attention 
to the sage, but his ear was drinking in the melody of Inez’s 
voice, who was singing to her lute in one of the moonlight 
glades of the garden. The old man, having exhausted his theme, 
sat gazing in silent reverie at the heavens. Antonio could not 
resist an inclination to steal a look at tliis coy beauty, who was 
thus playing the part of the nightingale, so sequestered and 
musical. Leaving the alchymist in his celestial reverie, he 
stole gently along one of the alleys. Tlie music had ceased, and 
he thought he heard the sound of voices. He came to an angle 
of a copse that had screened a kind of green recess, ornamented 
by a marble fountain. The moon shone full upon the place, 
and by its light he beheld his unknown, serenading rival at the 
feet of Inez. He was detaining her by the han^ which he 
covered with kisses; but at sight of Antonio he started up and 
half drew his sword, while Inez, disengaged, fled back to the 
house. 

All the jealous doubts and fears of Antonio were now con- 
firmed. He did not remain to encounter the resentment of his 
happy rival at being thus interrupted, but turned from the 
place in sudden wretchedness of heart. That Inez should love 
another, would have been roisery enough ; but that she should 
be capable of a dishonourable amour, shocked him to the soul. 
The idea of deception in so young and apparently artless a being, 
brought with it that sudden distrust in human nature, so sick- 
ening to a youthful and ingenuous mind; but w'hen lie thought 
of the kind, simple parent she was deceiving, whose affections 
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all centred in her, he felt for a moment a sentiment of indigna- 
tion, and almost of avei'sion. 

He found the alchymist still seated in his visionary contem- 
plation of the moon. ‘^Come hither, my son,” said he, with 
Ms usual enthusiasm, ^^come, read with me in this vast volume 
of wisdom, thus nightly unfolded for our perusal. Wisely did 
the Chaldean sages affirm, that the heaven is as a mystic page, 
utteiing speech to those who can rightly understand; warning 
them of good and evil, and iastmcting them in the secret de- 
crees of fate.” 

The student’s heart ached for his venerable master; and, for 
a moment, he felt the futihty of his occult %visdom. ‘‘Alas! 
poor old man!” thought he, “of what avails all thy study? 
Little dost thou dream, while busied in airy speculations among 
the stars, what a treason against thy happiness is going on 
under tliine eyes; as it were, in thy very bosom!—- Oh Inez! 
Inez ! where shall we look for truth and innocence, where shall 
we repose confidence in woman, if even you can deceive?” 

It was a trite apostrophe, such as every lover makes when 
he finds Ms mistress not quite such a goddess as he had 
painted her. With the student, however, it sprung from 
honest anguish of heart. He retuimed to Ms lodgings, in piti- 
able confusion of mind. He now deplored the infatuation that 
had led him on until Ms feehngs were so thoroughly engaged. 
He resolved to abandon his pursuits at the tower, and trust to 
absence to dispel the fascination by which he had been speii- 
boiind. He no longer tMrsted after the discovery of the grand 
elixir : the dream of alchymy was over ; for, without Inez, 
what was the value of the philosopher’s stone? 

He rose, after a sleepless night, with the determination of 
taking his leave of the alchymist, and tearing himself from 
Granada. For several days did he rise with the same resolu- 
tion, and every night saw him come back to his pillow, to 
repine at Ms want of resolution, and to make fresh determina- 
tions for the morrow. In the meanwhile, he saw less of Inez 
than ever. She no longer walked in the garden, but remained 
almost entirely in her apartment. When she met him, she 
blushed more than usual; and once hesitated, asif she would 
have spoken; but, after a temporary embarrassment, and still 
deeper blushes, she made some casual observation, and retired. 
Antonio i*ead, in tMs confusion, a consciousness of fault, and 
of that fault’s being discovered. “What could she have 
wished to communicate? Perhaps to account for the scene in 
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the gnxclon;— but liow can she accouir/for itj or why should 
slio account for it to me? What am I to her?— or rather, 
what is she to me?” exclaimed he, impatiently, with a new 
resolution to break through these entanglements of the heart, 
and fly from this enchanted spot for ever. 

He was returning that very night to his lodgings, full of this 
excellent determination, when, in a shadowy part of the road, 
he passed a person whom he recognized, by his height and 
form, for his rival: he was going in the direction of the tower. 
If any hngermg doubts remained, here was an opportunity of 
^ settling them completely. He detemiined to follow this un- 
known cavalier, and, under favour of the darkness, observe his 
movements. If he obtained access to the tower, or in any way 
a favourable reception, Antonio felt as if it would be a relief to 
his mind, and would enable him to fix his wavering resolution. 

The unknown, as he came near the tower, was more cautious 
and stealthy in his approaches. Tie was joined under a clump 
of trees by another person, and they had much whisi^ering 
together. A light was biuming in the chamber of Inez; the 
curtahi was down, but the casement was left open, as the 
night was warm. After some time, the light was extinguished. 
A considerable interval elapsed. The cavalier and his com- 
panion remained under covert of the trees, as if keeping 
watch. At length they approached the tower, with silent and 
cautious steps. The cavalier received a dark-lantern from his 
companion, and threw ofi his cloak. The other then softly 
brought something from the clump of trees, which Antonio 
perceived to he a light ladder: he placed it against the wall, 
and the serenader gently ascended. A sickening sensation 
came over Antonio. Here was indeed a confirmation of every 
fear. He was about to leave the place, never to return, when 
he heard a sbified shriek from Inez’s chamber. 

In ail instant, the fellow that stood at the foot of the ladder 
lay prostrate on the ground. Antonio wrested a stiletto from 
his nerveless hand, a, fid-hurried up the ladder. He sprang in 
at the window, and found Inez struggling in the grasp of his 
fancied rival; the latter, disturbed from bis prey, caught up 
his lantern, turned its light full upon Antonio, and, drawing 
his sword, made a furious assault ; luckily the student saw the 
light gleam along the blade, and parried the thrust with the 
stiletto. A fierce, hut unequal combat ensued. Antonio fought 
exposed to the full glare of the light, while his antagonist -was 
in shadow: his stiletto, too, was but a poor defence against 


TEE STEBEET OF . SALAMAEOA. ' 

a rapier. He saw that nothing would save Mm hut closing 
with Ms adversary, and getting within his weapon: he rushed 
furiously upon him, and gave him a severe blow with the 
stiletto; but received a wound in return from the shortened 
sword. At the same moment, a blow was inflicted from be- 
hind, by the confederate, who had ascended the ladder; it 
felled him to the floor, and Ms antagonists made their escape. 

By this time, the cries of Inez had brought her father and 
the domestic into the room. Antonio was found weltering in 
Ms blood, and senseless. He was conveyed to the chamber of 
the alchyniist, who now repaid in kind the attentions whicl 
the student had once bestowed upon Mm. Among his varied 
knowledge he possessed some skill in surgery, which at this 
moment was of more value than even Ms chymical lore. He 
stanched and dressed the wounds of his disciple, which on ex- 
amination proved less desperate than he had at first appre- 
hended. Fora few days, however, his case was anxious, and 
attended with danger. The old man watched over him with 
the affection of a parent. He felt a double debt of gi*atitudc 
towards him, on account of his daughter and himself; he loved 
him too as a faithful and zealous disciple ; and he dreaded lest 
the world should be deprived of the promising talents of so 
aspiring an alchymist. 

An excellent constitution soon medieined his wounds; and 
there was a balsam in the looks and words of Inez, that had a 
healing effect on the still severer wounds which he carried in 
Ms heart. She displayed the strongest interest in his safety; 
she called him her deliverer, her preserver. It seemed as if 
her grateful disposition sought, in the warmth of its acknowl- 
edgments, to repay him for past coldness. But -what most 
contributed to Antonio’s recovery, -was her explanation con- 
cerning his supposed rival. It was some time since he Imci first 
beheld her at church, and he had ever since persecuted her 
with liis attentions. He had beset her in her walks, until site 
had been obliged to confine herself to the house, except when 
accompanied hy her father. He had besieged her witli letters, 
serenades, and every art by which he could urge a vehcmient, 
but clandestine and dishonourable suit. The scene in the gar- 
den was as much of a surprise to her as to Antonio. Her per- 
socuter had boon attracted by her voice, and had; found liis way 
over a ruined part of the wall. He had come upon her una- 
wares; was detaining her by force,- and-, pleading Ms insulting 
passion, when the appearance of the student interrupted Mm, 
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and enabled her to make her escape. She had forborne to men- 
tion to her father the persecution which she suffered; she 
wished to spare him unavailing anxiety and distress, and had 
determined to confine herself more rigorously to the house; 
though it appeared that even here she had not been safe from 
his daring enterprise. 

Antonio inquired whether she knew the name of this impet- 
uous admirer? She replied that he had made his advances 
under a fictitious name; but that she had heard him once 
called by the name of Don Ambrosio de Loxa. 

Antonio knew iiim, by report, for one of the most determined 
and dangerous libertines in all G-ranada. Artful, accomplished, 
and, if he chose to be so, insinuating; but daring and headlong 
in the pursuit of his pleasures ; violent and implacable in Ms 
resentments. He rejoiced to find that Inez had been proof 
against his seductions, and had been inspired with aversion by 
his splendid profligacy ; but he trembled to thinli of the dangers 
she had run, and he felt solicitude about the dangers that must 
yet environ her. 

At present, however, it was probable the enemy had a tem- 
porary quietus. The traces of blood had been foimd for some 
distance from the ladder, until they were lost among thickets; 
and as nothing had been heard or seen of him since, it was con- 
cluded that he had been seriously wounded. 

As the student recovered from his wounds, he was enabled 
to join Inez and her father in their domestic intercourse. The 
chamber in which they usually met had probably been a saloon 
of state in former times. The floor was of marble ; the walls 
partially covered with remains of tapestry ; the chairs, richly 
carved and gilt, were crazed with age, and covered with tar- 
nished and tattered brocade. Against the wall hung a long 
rusty rapier, the only relic that the old man retained of the 
chivalry of his ancestors. There might have been something 
to provoke a smile, in the contrast between the mansion and 
its inhabitants; between present poverty and the graces of 
departed grandeur; but the fancy of the student had thrown 
so much romance about the edifice and its inmates, that every 
thing was clothed with charms. The philosopher, with his 
broken-down pride, and Ms strange pursuits, seemed to com- 
port with the melancholy ruin he inhabited;' and there was a 
native elegance of spirit about the daughter, that showed she 
would have graced the mansion in its happier days. 

What delicious moments were these to the student! Ine^ 
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was no longer coy and reserved. She was naturally artless 
and confiding; thoiigli the kind of persecution she had experi- 
enced from one admirer had rendered her, for a time, suspi- 
cious and circumspect toward the other. She now felt an en- 
tire confidence in the sincerity and worth of Antonio, mingled 
with an overflowing gratitude. When her eyes met his, they 
beamed with sympathy and kindness ; and Antonio, no longer 
haunted by the idea of a favoured rival, once more aspired to 
success. 

At these domestic meetings, however, he had little opportu- 
nity of pa^dng his court, except by looks. The alchy mist, sup- 
posing him, like himself, absorbed in the study of alchvniy, 
endeavoured to cheer the tediousness of Ms recovery by long 
conversations on the art. He even brought several of Ms half- 
burnt volumes, which the student had once rescued from the 
flames, and rewarded him for their preservation, by reading 
copious passages. He would entertain Mm with the great and 
good acts of Flamel, which he effected tM'ough means of tlio 
philosopher’s stone, relieving widows and orphans, founding 
hospitals, building churches, and what not ; or with the inter- 
rogatories of King Kalid, and the answers of Morienus, the 
Boman hermit of Hierusalem ; or the profound questions which 
Elardus, a necromancer of the province of Catalonia, put to 
the devil, touching the secrets of aichymy, and the devil’s 
replies. 

All these were couched in occult language, almost unintelli- 
gible to the unpractised ear of the disciple. Indeed, the old 
man delighted in the mystic phrases and symbolical Jargon in 
which the wiiters that have treated of aichymy have wrapped 
their communications; rendering them incomprehensible ex- 
cept to the initiated. With what rapture would he elevate his 
voice at a triumphant passage, a.nnouncing the grand dis- 
covery ! Thou shalt see,” would he exclaim, in the words of 
Henry Kulinrade,'*'* ‘^the stone of the philosophers (our king) 
go forth of the bed-chamber of Ms glassy sepulchre into the 
threatre of this world; that is to say, regenerated and iiiado 
perfect, a shining carbuncle, a most temperate splendour, whose 
most subtle , and depurated parts are inseparable,, united into 
one with a concordial mixture, exceeding equal, transparent as 
clirystal, shining red lilce a ruby , permanently colouring or ring- 
ing, flxt in all temptations or tryals; yea, in the examination 
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of the burning sulphur itself, and the devGui’*iiig waters, and in 
the most vehement persecution of the fire, always incombusti- 
ble and permanent as a salamander!” 

The student had a high veneration for the fathers of alchyiny , 
and a profound respect for his instructor; but what was Henry 
Ktilini^ade, Geber, Lully, or even Albertus Magnus himself, 
compared to the countenance of Inez, which pi*esented such a 
page of beauty to his perusal? Wiiile, therefore, the good 
aichymist was doling out knowledge by the hour, his disciple 
^rould forget books, alchymy, every tiling but the lovely object 
before him. Inez, too, unpractised in the science of the heart, 
was gradually becoming fascinated by the silent attentions of 
her lover. Day by day, she seemed more and more perplexed 
by the kindling and strangely pleasing emotions of her bosom. 
Her eye was often cast down in thought. Blushes stole to her 
cheek without any apparent cause, and light, half-suppressed 
sighs would follow these short fits of musing. Her little bal- 
lads, though the same that she had always sung, yet breathed 
a more tender sphit. Either the tones of her voice were more 
soft and touching, or some passages were delivered with a feel- 
ing she had never before given them. Antonio, beside his love 
for the abstruse sciences, had a pretty turn for music; and 
never did philosopher toucn the guitar more tastefully. As, by 
degrees, he conquered the mutual embarrassment that kept 
them asunder, he ventured to accompany Inez in some of her 
songs. He had a voice full of fire and tenderness : as he sang, 
one would have thought, from the kindling blushes of his com- 
panion, that he had been pleading his own passion in her ear. 
Let those who would keep two youthful hearts asunder, beware 
of music. Oh 1 this leaning over chairs, and conning the same 
music-hook, and entwining of voices, and melting away in 
harmonies!— the German waltz is nothing to it. 

The worthy aichymist saw nothing of all this. His mind 
could admit of no idea that was not connected with the dis- 
covery of the gi'and arcanum, and he supposed Ms youthful 
coadjutor equally devoted. He was a mere child as to human 
natiue; and, as to the passion of love, whatever he might once 
have felt of it, he had long since foi'gotten that there was such 
an idle passion in existence. But, while he dreamed, the silent 
amour went on. The very quiet and seclusion of the place 
were favourable to the growth of romantic passion. The open- 
ing bud of love was able to put forth leaf by leaf, -without an 
adverse wind to check its growth. There was neither officious 
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friendship to chill hj its advice, nor insidious envy to wither 
by its sneers, nor an observing world to look on and stare it 
out of countenance. There was neither declaration, nor vow, 
nor any other form of Cupid’s canting school. Their hearts 
mingied together, and understood each other without the aid 
of language. They lapsed into the full current of affection, 
unconscious of its depth, and thoughtless of the rocks that 
might link beneath its surface. Happy lovers! who wanted 
nothing to make their fehcity complete, but the discovery of 
the philosopher’s stone ! 

At length, Antonio’s health was sufficiently restored to ena- 
ble him to return to his lodgings in G-ranada. He felt uneasy, 
however, at leaving the tower, while lurking danger might 
sui’round its almost defenceless inmates. He dreaded lest Don 
Ambrosio, recovered from his wounds, might plot some new 
attempt, by secret ai't, or open violence. From ail that he had 
heard, he knew him to be too implacable to suffer his defeat to 
pass unavenged, and too rash and fearless, when his arts were 
unavailing, to stop at any daring deed m the accomplishment 
of his purposes. He urged his apprehensions to the alchymist 
and Ms daughter, and proposed that they should abandon the 
daSigerous vicinity of Granada. 

“I have I’elations,” said he, ^'in Yalentia, poor indeed, but 
worthy and affectionate. Among them you will find friend- 
ship and quiet, and we may there pursue our labours unmo- 
lested. ” He went on to paint the beauties and delights of Ya- 
lentia, with all the fondness of a native, and all the eloquence 
with which a lover paints the fields and groves wffiicli he is 
picturing as the future scenes of his happiness. His eloquence, 
backed by the apprehensions of Inez, was successful -with the 
alchymist, who, indeed, had led too unsettled a life to be par- 
ticular about the place of his residence ; and it was determined, 
that, as soon as Antonio’s health was perfect^ restored, they 
should abandon the tower, and seek the delicious neighbourhood 
of Yalentia.* ■ 


'•'Here are the strongest silks, the sweetest wines, the excellent’st almonds, the 
best oyls, and beantifulPst females of all Spain. The very bruit animals make 
themselves beds of rosemar^% and other fragrant flowers hereabouts; and when one 
is at sea, if the winde blow from the shore, he may smell this soyl before he comes 
in sight of it, many leagues off, by the strong odoriferous scent it casts. As it is the 
most pleasant, so it is also the temperat’st clime of all Spahi, and they commonly 
call it the second Italy; which made the Moors, whereof many thousands were dis- 
terr’d, and banish’d hence to Barbary, to think that Paradise was in that part of 
the heavens which hung over this citie.—HowELL’s Letters. 
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To recruit Ms strength, the student suspended his toils in the 
laboratory, and spent the few remaining clays, before departure, 
in taking a farewell look at the enchanting envMoiis of Grana- 
da. He celt returning health and vigour, as he inhaled the pure 
temperate breezes that play about its hills ; and the happy state 
of his mind contributed to his rapid recovery. Inez was often 
the companion of Ms walks. Her descent, by the mother’s side, 
from one of the ancient Moorish families, gave her an interest 
in this once favourite seat of Arabian power. She gazed with 
enthusiasm upon its magnificent moniunents, and her memory 
was filled -with the traditional tales and ballads of Moorish 
chivalrj^ Indeed, the solitary life she had led, and the vision- 
ary turn of her father’s mind, had produced an effect upon her 
character, and given it a tinge of what, in modern days, would 
bo termed romance. All this was called into Ml force hy this 
new passage; for, when a woman first begins do love, life is all 
romance to her. 

In one of their evening strolls, they had ascended to the 
mountain of the Sun, where is situated the Geiieraliff e, the 
palace of pleasure, in the days of Moorish dominion, hut now a 
gloomy convent of Capuchins. They had wandered about its 
garden, among groves of orange, citron, and cypress, where 
the waters, leaping in torrents, or gushing in fountains, or 
tossed aloft in sparkling jets, fill the air with music and fresh- 
ness. There is a melancholy mingled with all the beauties of 
this garden, that gradually stole over the feelings of the lovers. 
The place is full of the sad story of past times. It was the 
favourite abode of the lovely queen of Granada, where she was 
surrounded by the delights of a gay and voluptuous couid. It 
was here, too, amidst her own bowers of roses, that her slan- 
derers laid the base story of her dishonour, and struck a fata! 
blow’' to the line of the gallant Abencerrages. 

The whole garden has a look of ruin and neglect. Many of 
the fountains are dry and broken; the streams have wandered 
from their marble channels, and are choked by weeds and yel- 
lowy leaves. The reed whistles to the wdnd, where it had once 
sported among roses, and shaken perfume from the orange- 
blossom. The convent-beU fiiiigs its sullen sound, or the 
drow’-sy vesper-hymn fioats along these solitudes, wdiich once 
resounded witli the song, and the dance, and the lover’s sere- 
nade. Well may the Moors lament over the loss of this earthly 
paradise; wnli may they remember it in their prayers, and 
beseech Heaven to restore it to the faithful; weU may their 
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ambassadors smite their breasts when they behold these monii- 
merits of their race, and sit down and weep among the fading 
glories of Granada ! 

It is impossible to wander about these scenes of de|)arted love 
and gayety, and not feel the tenderness of the heart av^akened. 
It was then that Antonio first ventured to breathe Ms passion, 
and to express by words what Ms eyes had long since so elo- 
quently revealed. He made Ms avowal with fervour, but with 
frankness. He had no gay prospects to hold out: he was a 
poor scholar, dependent on Ms “good spirits to feed and clothe 
him.” But a woman in love is no interested calculator. Inez 
listened to him with downcast eyes, but in them was a humid 
gleam that showed her heart was with him. She had no pru- 
dery in her nature; and she had not been sufficiently in society 
to acquire it. She loved Mm with all the absence of worldli- 
ness of a genuine woman; and, amidst timid smiles and 
blushes, he drew from her a modest acknowledgment of her 
affection. 

They wandered about the garden, with that sweet intoxica- 
tion of the soul which none but happy lovers know. The world 
about them was all fairy land; and, indeed, it spi*ead forth one 
of its fairest scenes before their eyes, as if to fulfil their dream 
of eartMy happiness. They looked out from between groves of 
orange, upon the towers of Gi'anada below them ; the magnifi- 
cent plain of the Vega beyond, streaked •with evening sunshine, 
and the distant hills tinted with rosy and purple hues: 
seemed an emblem of the happy future, that love and hope 
were decking out for them. 

As if to make the scene complete, a group of Andalusians 
struck up a dance, in one of the vistas of the garden, to the 
guitars of two wandering musicians. The Spanish music is 
wild and plaintive, yet the people dance to it with spirit and 
enthusiasm. The picturesque figuz’es of the dancers ; the girls 
with their hair in silken nets that hung in knots and tassels 
down their backs, their mantillas fioatiiig round their graceful 
fomis, their slender feet peeping from under their basquinas, 
their arms tossed up in the air to play the castanets, had a 
beautiful effect, on tMs airy height, with the rich evening land- 
scape spreading out below them. 

When the dance was ended, two of the parties ai'iproaclied 
Antonio and Inez;, one of them. began , a" soft and tender Moorish 
ballad, accompanied by the other on the lute. It alluded to 
the story of the garden, the wrongs of the fair queen of Gra- 
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iiacia, and the misfortunes of the Ahencerrages. It was one of 
those old ballads that abound in tliis part of Spain, and live, 
like echoes, about the ruins of Moorish greatness. The heart 
of Inez was at that moment open to every tender impression; 
the tears rose into her eyes, as she listened to the tale. The 
singer approached nearer to her; she was striking in her ap- 
pearance; -young, beautiful, with a mixture of wildness and 
melancholy in her fine black eyes. She fixed them mournfuily 
and expressively on Inez, and, suddenly varying her nianiier, 
sang another ballad, which treated of impending danger and 
treachery. AU this might have passed for a mere accidental 
caprice of the singer, had there not been something in her look, 
manner, and gesticulation that made it pointed and startling. 

Inez was about to ask the meaning of this evidently personal 
application of the song, when she was interrupted by Antonio, 
who gently drew her from the place. Whilst she had been lost 
in attention to the music, he had remarked a group of men, in 
the shadows of the trees, whispering together. They were 
enveloped in the broad hats and great cloaks so much worn by 
the Spanish, and, while they were regarding himself and Inez 
attentively, seemed anxious to avoid observation. Not know- 
ing what might be their character or intention, he hastened to 
quit a place where the gathering shadows of evening might ex- 
pose them to intrusion and insult. On their way down the 
hill, as they passed through the wood of elms, iningled with 
poplars and oleanders, that skiilis the road leading from the 
Alhambra, he again saw these men apparently following at a 
distance: and he afterwards caught sight of them among the 
trees on the banks of the Darro. He said nothing on the sub- 
ject to Inez, nor her father, for he would not awaken unneces- 
sary alarm; but he felt at a loss how to ascertain or to avert 
any machinations that might be devising against the helpless 
inhabitants of the tower. 

He took his leave of them late at night, full of this peridcx- 
ity. As he left the dreary old pile, he saw some one lurking in 
the shadow of the wall, apparently watching his movement;,:. 
He hastened after the figure, but it glided away, and dis- 
appeared among some ruins. Shortly after he heard a low 
whistle, which was answered from a little distance. He had no 
longer a doubt but that some mischief v^as on foot, and turned 
to hasten back to the tower, and put its inmates on their 
guard. lie had scarcely turned, however, bcioro he i'oimd 
himself suddenly seized from behind by some one of Herculean 
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Btmngtli. His struggles were in vain; he was surrounded by 
armed men. One threw a mantle over Mm that stifled Ms 
cries, and enveloped Mm in its folds; and he was hurried off 
with irresistible rapidity. 

The next day passed \vithout the appearance of Antonio at 
the alchymist’s. Another, and another day succeeded, and 
yet he did not come; nor had any tMng been heard of Mm at 
his lodgings. His absence caused, at first, surprise and eon- 
jectui'e, and at length alarm. Inez recollected the singular 
intimations of the ballad-singer upon the mountain, wMch 
seemed to warn her of impending danger, and her mind was 
full of vague forebodings. She sat listemng to every sound at 
the gate, or footstep on the stairs. She would take up her 
guitar and strike a few notes, but it would not do; her heail; 
was sickening with suspense and anxiet^^ She had never be- 
fore felt what it was to be really lonely. She now was con- 
scious of the force of that attachment which had taken posses- 
sion of her breast; for never do we know how much we love, 
never do we know how necossai'y the object of our love is to 
om' happiness, until we experience the weary void of separa- 
tion. 

le philosopher, too, felt the absence of his disciple almost 
sibly as did his daughter. The animating buoyancy of 
ith had inspired Mm with new ardour, and had given to 
om*s the charm of full companionship. However, he bad 
arces and consolations of which his daughter was dcsti- 
ite. His pursuits were of a nature to occupy every thought, 
and keep the spirits in a state of continual excitement. Cer- 
tain indications, too, had lately manifested themselves, of the 
most favourable nature. Forty days and forty nights bad the 
process gone on successfully ; the old man’s hopes were con- 
stantly rising, and he now considered the glorious inomont 
once more at hand, when he should obtain not merely the 
major limaria, but likewise the tinctura Solaris, the moans of 
multiplying gold, and of piMonging existence. He remained, 
therefore, continually shut up in his laboratory, watclxing his 
furnace; for a moment’s inadvertency might once more defeat 
all his expectations. 

Ho was sitting one evening at one of his solitary vigils, 
wrapped up in meditation ; the hour was late, and his neigh: 
hour, the owl, was hooting from the battlement of tbe tower, 
when he heard the door open beMncl Mm. Supposing it to 
be his daughter coming to take her leave of him for the night, 
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as was iiorfrequent practice, he called her by name, but a harsh 
voice me this ear in reply. He was grasped by the arms, and, 
looking up, perceived three stxange men in the chamber. He 
attempted to shake them off, but in vain. He called for help, 
but they scoffed at his cries. Peace, dotard!” cried one; 
'Hliiiik’st thou the servants of the most holy inquisition are 
to be daunted by thy clamours? Comrades, away with him!” 

Without heeding his remonstrances and entreaties, they 
seized upon his books and papers, took some note of the apart- 
ment, and the utensils, and then boi'e him off a prisoner. 

Inez, left to herself, had passed a sad and lonely evening; 
seated by a casement which looked into the garden, she had 
pensi-vely watched star after star sparlde out of the blue depths 
of the sky, and was indulging a crowd of anxious thoughts 
about her lover, until the rising tears began to flow. She was 
suddenly alarmed by the sound of voices, that seemed to come 
from a distant part of the mansion. There was, not long after, 
a noise of several persons descending the stairs. Surprised at 
these unusual sounds in their lonely habitation, she remained 
for a few" moments in a state of trembling, yet indistinct appre- 
hension, when the servant rushed into the room, wdtli terror 
in her countenance, and informed her that her father was car- 
ried off by armed men. 

Inez did not stop to hear further, but flew down-stairs to 
overtake them. She had scarcely passed the threshold, when 
she found herself in the grasp of strangers.— Away I— away i” 
died she, wildly, “do not stop me—let me follow my father.” 

“We come to conduct you to him, senora,” said one of the 
men, respectfully. 

“ Where is he, then?” 

“He is gone to Granada,” replied the man; ‘‘an unexpected 
circumstance requires his presence there immediately; hut he 
is among friends.” 

“We have no friends in Granada,” said Inez, drawing back; 
but then the idea of Antonio rushed into her mind ; something 
relating to him might have call her father thither. “Is senor 
Antonio de Castros with him?” demanded she, with agitation. 

“ I know not, senora,” replied the man. “ It is very possible. 

I only know that your father is among friends, and is anxious 
for you to follow him.” 

“Let us go, then,” cried she, eagerly. The men led her a 
little distance to where a mule was waiting, and, assisting 
her to mount, they conducted her slowly towards the city. 
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Granada was on tiiat evening a, scene of fanciful revel. It 
was one of the festivals of the Maestranza, an' association of 
the nobility to keep up some of the gallant customs of ancient 
chivalry. There had been a representation of a tournament 
in one of the squares; the streets would still occasionally re- 
sound with the beat of a solitary drum, or the bray of a trum- 
pet from some straggling party of revellers. Sometimes they 
were met by cavaliers, richly dressed in ancient costmnes, at- 
tended by their squires; and at one time they passed in sight 
of a palace brilliantly illuminated, from whence came the min- 
gled sounds oi; music and the dance.' Shortly after, they came 
to the square where the mock tournament had been held. It 
was thronged by the populace, recreating themselves among 
booths and stalls where refreshments were sold, and the gl i t) 
of torches showed the temporary galleries, and gay-coloiu*od 
awnings, and armorial trophies, and other prrapliernalia of 
the show. The conductors of Inez endeavoiu‘ed to keep 011(3 of 
observation, and to traverse a gloomy part of the square; but 
tliey were detained at one place by the pressure of a crowd sur- 
rounding a party of wandering musicians, singing one- of those 
ballads of which the Spanish populace are so passionately fond. 
The torches which were held by some of the crowd, threw a 
strong mass of light upon Inez, and the sight of so beautiful a 
being, mthout mantilla or veil, looking so bewildered, and 
conducted by men who seemed to take no gratification in the 
surrounding gayety, occasioned expressions of curiosity. One 
of the ballad-singers approached, and striking her guitar with 
peculiar earnestness, began to sing a doleful air, full of sinister 
forebodings. Inez started with surprise. It was the same bal- 
lad-singer that had addressed her in the garden of the Gene- 
ralise. It was the same air that she had then sung. It spolvo 
of impending dangers; they seemed, indeed, to be thickening 
around her. She was anxious to speak with the girl, and to 
ascertain whether she really had a knowledge of any definite 
evil that was threatening her; hut, as she attempted to address 
her, the mule, on which she rode, was suddenly seized, and led 
forcibly through the throng by one of her conductors, while 
she saw another addressing menacing words to the ballad- 
singer. The latter raised her hand with a warning gesture, as 
Inez lost sight of her. 

Wliile she was yet lost in perplexity, caused by this singular 
occurrence, they stopped at the gate of a large mansion. One 
of her attendants knocked, the door was opened, and they on* 
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tered a paved court. Where are we?” cleinandoci Inez, with 
anxiety. “At the house of a friend, senora,” replied the man. 
'‘Ascend this staircase with me, and in a moment you will 
meet your father.” 

They ascended a staircase, that led to a suite of splendid 
apartments. They passed through several, imtil they came to 
an inner chamber. The door opened— some one approached; 
but what was her terror at perceiving, not her father, but Don 
Ambrosio! * 

The men who had seized upon the alchymist had, at least, 
been more honest in their professions. Tlioy were, indeed, 
familiars of the inquisition. He was conducted in silence to 
the gloomy prison of that horrible tribunal. It was a mansion 
whose very aspect withered joy, and almost shut out hope. It 
was one of those hideous abodes w^hich the bad passions of men 
conjure up in this fair world, to rival the fancied dens of 
demons and the accursed. 

Day after day went heavily by, vdthoiit anything to mark 
the lapse of time, but the decline and reap^pearance of the light 
that feebly glimmered through the narrow- window of the dun- 
geon in which the unfortunate alchymist was buried rather 
than confined. His mind was harassed with uncertainties and 
fears about his daughter, so helpless and inexperienced. He 
endeavoured to gather tidings of her from the man who brought 
his daily portion of food. The fellow stared, as if astonished 
at being asked a question in that mansion of silence and mys- 
teiy, hut departed without saying a word. Every succeeding 
attempt was equally fruitless. 

The poor alchymist was oppressed by many griefs; and it 
was not the least, that he had been again interrupted in his 
labours on the very point of success. Never was alcliTOiist so 
near attaining the golden secret— a little longer, and all his 
hopes would have been realized. The thoughts of these disap- 
pointments afflicted him more even than the fear of all that lio 
might suffer from the merciless inquisition. His waking 
thoughts would follow him into his dreams. He -would bo 
transported in fancy to his laboratory, busied again among re- 
torts and alembics, and surrounded by LuUy, by D’Abano, by 
Olybius, and the other masters of the sublime art. Tne mo- 
ment of projection would arrive; a sei'apihic form would riso 
out of the^ furnace, holding forth a vessel containing the pre- 
cious elixir; but, before he could grasp the prize, he would 
awake, and find himself in a dungeon. 
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All the devices of inqiiisiuorial incenuitj were employed to 
ensnare the old man, and to from hii a evidence that 

might be brought against himself, and might corroborate cer- 
tain secret information that had been given against him. He 
had been accused of practising necromancy and judicial astrol- 
ogy, and a cloud of evidence had been secretly brought forward 
to substantiate the charge. It would be tedious to enumerate 
all the circumstances, apparently corroborative, wliieh had 
been industriously cited by the secret accuser. The silence 
which prevailed about the tower, its desolateness, the very quiet 
of its inhabitants, had been adduced as proofs that something 
sinister vgas perpetrated within. The aichy mist’s conversa- 
tions and soliloquies in the garden had been overheard and mis- 
represented. The lights and strange appearances at night, in 
the tower, were given with violent exaggerations. Shrieks 
and yells were said to have been heard from thence at mid- 
night, ’^hen, it was confidently asserted, the old man raised 
familiar spirits by his incantations, and even compelled the 
dead to rise from their graves, and an.swcr to his questions. 

Th"' alcliymist, according to the custom of the inquisition, 
was kept in complete ignorance of his accuser; of the witnesses 
produced against liim; even of the crimes of which he was ac- 
cused. He was examined generally, whether he knew why he 
wac arrested, and was conscious of any guilt that might de- 
serve the notice of the holy office? He was examined as to his 
country, his life, his habits, his pursuits, his actions, and optii- 
ions. The old man was frank and simple in his replies ; he was 
conscious of no guilt, capable of no art, practised in no dis- 
simulation. After receiving a general admonition to bethink 
himself whether he had not committed any act deserving of 
punishment and to prepare, by confession, to secure the well- 
known mercy of the tribunal, he wms remanded to his ceil. 

He was now visited in Ms dungeon by crafty familiai’s of the 
inquisition, who, under pretence of sympathy and kindness, 
came to beguile the tediousness of his imprisoninent with 
friendly conversation. They casually introduced the subject 
of alchymy, on which they touched with great caution and 
pretended indifference. There was no need of such craftiness. 
The honest enthusiast had no suspicion in his nature : the mo- 
ment they touched upon his favourite theme, he forgot his mis^ 
fortunes and imprisonment, and broke forth into rhapsodies 
about the divine science. 

The conversation wae ^rtfiMy turned co the^^^^^^d of 
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_ elementr-ry beings. The alehymist readily arowcd his 5 -f 
in thorn; and that there had been instances of tiieir attending 
upon philosopher, and adniinisteiing to their xvi.shcs H 
related many miracles said to have been performed le^"’" I,,-, 
lonius Thyaneus, tlmough the aid of spirits or demons -^inso' 
much that he was set up by the heathens in opposition to C" 
Messiah; and was even regarded with reverence br manv 
Christians. The familiars eagerly demanded whether he " be 
heved Apollonius to be a true and worthy philosopher The' 
unaffected piety of the alehymist protected him even in the 
midst of his simpHcity; for he condemned Apollonius as n 
sorcerer and an impostor. No art could draw from Mm' on 
admission that he had ever employed or invoked spmtinl 
agencies in the prosecution of Ms pm, suits, though he believed 
himself to have been frequently impeded by theu- invisible 
mterference. 


The niquisitora we sorely vexed at not being able toinvei°-le 
^m into a coi^cssion of a criminal natm-e ; they attributed their 
failure to craft, to obstinacy, to every cause but the right one 
namely, that the harmless visionary had nothing giiilty to con’ 
tess. Thoy had a.l>uiidant "Droof of a .. 


ux tnuiiiquisiuoiitoendeavourtoDroeiirfl 
confession from the prisoners. An auto da f4was at hand- 
the worthy fathers were eager for Ms conviction, for they were 
always anmous to have a good number of culprits condoned 
to tlm stake, to grace these solemn triumphs. He was at 
length brought to ei final exaroination. 

The (^amber of trial was spacious and gloomy. At one end 
was a tage ci-udfiz, the standard of the inquisition. A lon^ 
table extended through the centre of the room, at wMch sat 
the inquisitors and th’eir secretary; at the other end a stool 
was placed for the prisoner. ’ 

He was brought in, according to custom, bare-headed mid 
bare-legged. He was enfeebled by confinement and 
by constantly brooding over the nnknoi^ fete of Ms S’ 
and the disastrous interruption of Ms exDorinionfQ \ 

Wd do„ a^U^-L head S 

Vaesquez, formerly of Oastfle, to ariwe^ to tb^ r’af ^ 
necromancy and demonology. He was tcld ihM :h; S-L 
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were amply substantiated ; and was asked wlietlier lie was 
read}^, by fuU confession, to throw himself upon the well- 
known mercy of the holy inquisition. 

The philosopher testified some slight surprise at the nature 
of the accusation, but simply replied, I am innocent.” 

What proof have you to give of your innocence?” 

‘^It rather remains for you to prove your charges, ” said the 
old man. “ I am a stranger and a sojourner in the land, and 
know no one out of the doors of my dwelling. I can give 
nothing in my vindication but the word of a nobleman and a 
Castilian.” 

The inquisitor shook his head, and went on to repeat the 
various inquiries that had before been made as to his mode of 
life and pursuits. The poor alchymist was too feeble and too 
weary at heart to make any but brief replies. He requested 
that some man of science might examine his laboratory, and all 
his books and papers, by which it would be made abundantly 
evident that he ivas merely engaged in the study of alchymy. 

To tills the inquisitor observed, that alchymy had become a 
mere covert for secret and deadly sins. That the practisei*s of 
it were apt to scruple at no means to satisfy their mordinate 
greediness of gold. Some had been known to use spells and 
impious ceremonies; to conjure the aid of evil spirits; nay, 
even to sell their souls to the enemy of mankind, so that they 
might riot in boundless wealth while living. 

The poor alchymist had heard all patiently, or, at least, pas- 
sively, Tie had disdained to vindicate his name otherwise 
than by his word ; he had smiled at the accusations of sorcery, 
when applied merely to liimself; but wTien the sublime art, 
which had been the study and passion of his life, was assailed, 
he could no longer listen in silence. His head gTadually rose 
from Ms bosom; a hectic colour came in faint streaks to his 
cheek; played about there, disappeared, returned, and at 
length kindled into a burning glow. The clammy dampness 
dried from his forehead; his eyes, which had nearly been 
extinguished, lighted up again, and burned with their wonted 
and visionary fires. He entered into a -^undication of his fa- 
vourite art. His voice at first was feeble and broken; but it 
gathered strength as he proceeded, until it rolled in a deep and 
sonorous volume. He gradually rose from Ms seat, as he rose 
with Ms subject; he threw back the scanty black mantle 
which had hitherto wrapped Ms limbs; the very imcouthness 
of his form and looks gave an impressive effect to what he 
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elementrTy beings. Tbe alcliymist readily avowed Ms belief 
in thorn; and that there had been instances of their attending 
upon philosophers, and administering to their wishes. Ho 
related many miracles said to have been performed by Apol- 
lonius Thyaneus, through the aid of s|)irits or demons; inso- 
much that he was set up by the heathens in opposition to the 
I\Ie3siah; and was even regarded with reverence by many 
Ohristians. The famihars eagerly demanded whether he be- 
lieved Apollonius to be a true and worthy pMlosopher. The 
unaffected piety of the aichymist protected him even in the 
midst of his simplicity; for he condemned Apollonius as a 
sorcerer and an impostor. No art could draw from him an 
admission that he had ever employed or invoked spiiitual 
agencies in the prosecution of his pursuits, though he believed 
himself to have been frequently impeded by their invisible 
interference. 

The inquisitors were sorely vexed at not being able to inveigle 
him into a confession of a criminal natoe ; they attributed their 
failure to craft, to obstinacy, to every cause but the right one, 
namely, that the harmless visionary had nothing gnilty to con 
fess. They had abundant proof of a secret nature against him ; 
but it was the practice of the inquisition to endeavour to procure 
confession from the prisoners. An auto da fe was at hand; 
the worthy fathers were eager for his conviction, for they were 
always anxious to have a good number of culprits condemned 
to the stake, to grace these solemn triumphs. He was at 
length brought to a final examination. 

The chamber of trial was spacious and gloomy. At one end 
was a huge crucifix, the standard of the inquisition. Along 
table extended through the centre of the room, at wMch sat 
the inquisitors and their secretary ; at the other end, a stool 
was placed for the prisoner. 

He was brought in, according to custom, bare-headed and 
bare-legged. He was enfeebled by confiiiement and afiiiction ; 
by constantly brooding over the unknown fate of Ms child, 
and the disastrous interruption of Ms experiments. He sat 
bowed down and listless; Ms head sunx upon Ms breast; his 
whole appearance that of oneH pas ii hope, abandoned, and by 
Mmself given over.” 

The accusation alleged against Mm was x..ow brought forward 
in a specific form; he was called upon by name, Felix de 
Vasquez, formerly of Castile, to auswe: to the charges of 
necromancy and demonology. He was told Hiat Ihe Chaikas 
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were amply substantiated; and was asked wbetlier lie was 
ready, by full confession, to- throw himself upon the w^eli* 
known mercy of the holy inquisition. 

The philosopher testified some slight surprise at the nature 
of the accusation, but simply replied, '' I am innocent,’’ 

‘'What proof have you to give of your innocence f’ 

“It rather remains for you to prove your charges,” said the 
old man. “ I am a stranger and a sojourner in the land, and 
know no one out of the doors of my dwelling. I can give 
nothing in my vindication but the word of a nobleman and a 
Castilian.” 

The inquisitor shook his head, and went on to repeat the 
various inquiries that had before been made as to his mode of 
life and pursuits. The poor alchymist was too feeble and too 
weary at heart to make any but brief replies. He requested 
that some man of science might examine his laboratory, and all 
his books and papers, by wdiich it would be made abundantly 
evident that he was merely engaged in the study of alchymy. 

To this the inquisitor observed, that alchymy had become a 
mere covert for secret and deadly sins. That the practisers of 
it were apt to scruple at no means to satisfy thek inordinate 
greediness of gold. Some had been known to use spells and 
impious ceremonies; to conjure the aid of evil spirits; nay, 
even to sell their souls to the enemy of mankind, so that they 
roight riot in boundless wealth while living. 

The poor alchymist had heard all patiently, or, at least, pas- 
sively. He had disdained to vindicate Ms name otherwise 
than by his word ; he had smiled at the accusations of sorcery, 
when applied merely to himself; but when the sublime art, 
which had been the study and passion of his life, was assailed, 
he could no longer listen in silence. His head gradually rose 
from Ms bosom; a hectic colour came in faint streaks to Ms 
cheek; played about there, disappeared, returned, and at 
length kindled into a burning glow. The clammy dampness 
dried from his forehead; Ms eyes, wMch had nearly been 
extinguished, lighted up again, and burned with their woiited 
and visionary fires. He entered into a vindication of ills fa- 
vourite art. His voice at first was feeble and broken; but it 
gathered strength as he proceeded, until it rolled in a deep and 
sonorous volume. He gradually rose ■ from his seat,' as he rose 
with his subject;, he. threw back the scanty. black mantle,' 
which had hitherto wrapped his limbs; the very uncouthness 
of Ms form and looks gave, an impressive effect to what he 
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uttered; it- waB as though a corpse had heco-me suddenly ;aii' 
mated- 

He repelled v?ith scorn the aspersions cast upon alclrrinT- by 
the igrioraxit aaid vulgar. He affirmed it to he the luotheirof 
all art and science, , citing the opinions of Paracel^siis, Saadi- 
YogiuSy Raymond Lully, and others, in support of his asser- 
tions. He maintained that it was pure and innocent and 
lionoiirable both in its purposes and means. What were its 
objects? The perpetuation of life and youth, and theprodToc- 
tion of gold. ‘‘The elixir vitae,’’ said he, ‘‘is no charimed 
potion, hut merely a concentration of those elements of vitality 
-which nature kas scattered through her works. The pliilosO' 
pher’s Btoiie, or tincture, or powder, as it is variously called, is 
3.10 necromantic talisman, hut consists simply of tlioso particles 
-which ^old coiifcains within itself for its reproduction; for gold, 
like otluor things, has its seed within itself, though bound nip 
irtconeeivathle firmness, from the vigour of innate fixed 
Balts and sulphurs. In seeking to discover the elixir of life, 
tlien,’^ continued he, “ we seek only to apply some of mtiire’s 
own si)aciiics aga,inst the disease and decay to which out bodies 
are subjected; and what else does the physician, when he tasks 
art. and uses subtle compounds and cunning distillations, 
to revive our languishing powers, and avert the shoke of cleatli 
nor a season^ 

‘ ‘ In seeking to multiply the precious metals, also, we seek birt 
to geriminate an.d multiply, by natural means, a particular 
species of nature’s productions; and what else does the husJ- 
bandmaxi, who consults times and sea,sons, and, hy what irnghf 
be deemed natsural magic, from the mere scattering of Ms 
hand, covers a whole plain with golden vegetation? Tiio mys - 
teriesof our art, it is true, are deeply and darkly hidden, but3 
it> requires so mu< 3 h the more innocence and purity of thought,, 
topenetr-ate unto them. No, father! the true alchymist must; 
b . pure in mind and body; he must be temperate, patient,, 
cliaste, -watcMul, meek, humble, devout. ‘ My son, ’ says 
aCermes Trisniegestes, the great master of our art, my son, I 
recommend you above all things to fear aod.’ And indeed it is. 
only by devout eaistigation of the senses, and purification of tho 
soul that the alchymist is enabled to enter into the sacred 
clnamberB of truth. ‘Labour, pray, and read,’ is the motto of 
opr science. As JDe Nuysment well observes, ‘ These high a.iid 
smgular favours are granted unto none, save only unto the 
sous of Ood, (tlubt is to say, the virtuous and devout,) wiio. 


imder Ms paternal benedicfcioa, have obtained the ' opening: 
of the same, by the lielpiagliiaiid of the queen of arts, divine 
Philosophy.’ Indeed, so sacred bias the nature of this know- 
ledge been considered, that we are told it has four times been 
expressly communicated by tod to man, having made a part of 
that cabalistical wisdom wliie^bwas revealed to Adam to con- 
sole him for the loss of Paradise; and to Moses in the hush, and 
to Solomon in a dream, an<^ to Es(3a-as by the angel. 

‘ ‘ So far from demons and mailigri spirits being the friends and 
abettors of the alcliyDoist, tinejr are the continual foes with 
which he has to contend . Tt is tlieir constant endeavour to shut 
up the avenues to those truths vlnich would enable him to rise 
above the abject state iiitow'hiclilie has fallen, and return to that 
excellence wMch was Ms origioal loirthright. For what would 
be the effect of this length of day:s, and tliis abundant wealth, 
but to enable the possessor to go on from art to art, from science 
to science, with energies iininip»aired by sickness, uninterrupted 
by death ? For this have sages and philosophers shut themselves 
up in cells and solitudes; buried tiaemselves in caves and dens 
of the earth; turning from t3be joys of life, and the pleasance of 
the world ; enduring scorn, pov-eity , persecution. For this was 
Raymond LiiUy stoned to cdeafcluo Mauritania. For tliis did 
the immortal Pietro D ’Abano siiifer persecution at Padua, 
and, when he escaped from h ds o»ppressors by death, was de- 
spitefully burnt in effigy, Por have illustrious men of all 
nations intrepidly suffered martyrdom. For tMs, if immolest- 
ed, have they assiduously eimployed the latest hour of life, 
the expiring throb of existence ; hoping to the last that they 
might yet seize upon the prize for which they had struggled, 
and pluck themselves back: even from, the very jaws of the 
grave! 

For, when once the alcfcijiOList shall have attained the ob- 
ject of his toils; when tlae subldme secret shall be revealed to 
his gaze, how glorious ■will be the change in his condition! 
How -will he emerge from his solitary I'etreat, like the sun 
breaking forth from tbe darksome chamber of the night, and 
darting Ms beams througliou t th*e earth ! Gifted with, pei’petual 
youth and boundless riches, to wtaf} heights of wisdom may lie 
attain! How may he carry on, uminterrupted, the thread of 
knowledge, wMch has hitherto teen snapped at the death of 
each philosopher! And, as the iacrease of wisdom is the in- 
crease of virtue, how may lie l)ecaine the benefactor of Ms 
fellow-men; dispensing, witfa. liberal but cautious and discrimi- 
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nating hand, that inexhaustible wealth which is at his disposal; 
banishing poverty, which is the cause of so much sorrow and 
wickedness; encouraging the arts; promoting discoveries, and 
enlarging all the means of virtuous enjojmient! His life will 
be the connecting band of generations. History will live in his 
recollection ; distant ages will speak with his tongue. The 
nations of the earth will look to him as their preceptor, and 
kings will sit at his feet and learn wisdom. Oh glorious ! oh 
celestial alchymy !”■— 

Here he was interrupted by the inquisitor, who had suffered 
him to go on thus far, in hopes of gathering something from his 
unguarded enthusiasm. “ Senor,” said he, this is aU rambling, 
visionary talk. You are charged with sorcery, and in defence 
you give us a rhapsody about alchymy. Have you nothing 
better than this to offer in your defence?” 

The old man slowly resumed his seat, but did not deign a 
reply. The fire that had beamed in his eye gradually exjjired. 
His cheek resumed its wonted paleness ; but he did not relapse 
into inanity. He sat with .a steady, serene, patient look, like 
one prepared not to contend, but to suffer. 

His trial continued for a long time, with cruel mockery of 
justice, for no witnesses were ever in this court confronted with 
the accused, and the latter had continually to defend himself in 
the dark. Some unknown and powerful enemy had alleged 
charges against the unfortunate alchymist, but who he could 
not imagine. Stranger and sojourner as he was in the land, 
solitary and harmless in his pursuits, how could he have pro- 
voked such hostility? The tide of secret testimony, however, 
was too strong against liini; he was convicted of the crime of 
magic, and condemned to expiate his sins at the stake, at the 
approaching auto da fe. 

While the unhappy alchymist was undergoing Ms trial at 
the inquisition, his daughter was exposed to trials no less 
severe. Hon Ambrosio, into whose hands she had fallen, was, 
as has before been intimated, one of the most daringand lawless 
profligates in all Granada. He was a man of hot blood and 
flery passions, who stopped at nothing in the gratification of 
Ms desires; yet with all this he possessed manners, address, 
and accomplishments, that had made him eminently successful 
among the sex. From the palace to the cottage he had extend- 
ed Ms amorous enterprises; his serenades harassed the slum- 
bers of half the husbands in Granada ; no balcony was too high 
for Ms adventurous attempts, nor any cottage too lowly for Ms 
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perfidious seductions. Yet he was as fickle as he was ardent ; 
success had made him Tain and capricious ; he had no sentiment 
to attach him to the victim of his arts ; and many a pale cheek 
and fading eye, languishing amidst the sparkling of jewels, and 
many a breaking heart, throbbing under the rustic bodice, 
bore testimony to his triumphs and his faitlilessness. 

He was sated, however, by easy conquests, and wearied of a 
life of continual and prompt gratification. There had been a 
degree of difiiculty and enterprise in the pursuit of Inez that he 
had never before experienced. It had aroused Mm from the 
monotony of mere sensual life, and stimulated him with the 
charm of adventure. He had become an epicure in pleaS;iire ; 
and now that he had tMs coy beauty in his power, he was de- 
termined to protract his enjojmient, by the gradual conquest of 
her scruples and downfall of her virtue. He was vain of his 
person and address, which he thought no woman could long 
withstand ; and it was a kind of trial of skill to endeavour to 
gain, by art and fascination, what he was secure of obtaining 
at any time by violence. 

When Inez, therefore, was brought into his presence by Ms 
emissaries, he affected not to notice her terror and surprise, but 
received her with formal and stately courtesy. He was too 
wary a fowler to flutter the bird when just entangled in the 
net. To her eager and void inquiries about her father, he 
begged her not to be alarmed; that he was safe, and had been 
there, but was engaged elsewhere in an affair of moment, 
from wMcIi he would soon return; in the meantime, he had 
left word that she should await his return in patience. After 
some stately expressions of general civility, Hon Ambrosio 
made a ceremonious bow and retired. 

The mind of Inez was full of trouble and perplexity. The 
stately formality of Hon Ambrosio was so unexpected as to 
check the accusations and reproaches that wei'O springing to her 
lips. Had he had evil designs, would he have treated her vnth 
such frigid ceremony when he had her in Ms power? But why, 
then, was she brought to Ms house ? Was not the mysterious 
disappearance of Antonio connected with this? A thought 
suddenly darted into her mind. Antonio had again met with 
Hon Ambrosio— they had fought— Antonio was wounded— per- 
haps dying! It was him to whom her father had gone— it was 
at Ms request that Don Ambrosio had sent for them, to soothe 
his dying moments ! These, and a thousand such horrible sug- 
gestions, harassed her mind;;.,hiit' she tried in 'vain to get in- 
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formation from the domestics; they Imew nothing but that her 
father had been there, had gone, and would soon return. 

Thus passed a night of tumultuous thought, and vague yet 
cruel apprehensions. She knew not what to do or what to 
believe— whether she ought to fly, or to remain; but if to fly, 
how was she to extricate herself? — and where was she to seek 
her father? As the day dawned -without any intelligence of 
him, her alarm increased; at length a message w^as brought 
from Mm, saying that circumstances prevented his return to 
her, but begging her to hasten to him without delay. 

With an eager and throbbing heart did she set forth with the 
men that were to conduct her. She little thought, however, 
that she was merely changing her prison-house. Don Ambro- 
sio had feared lest she should be traced to his residence in 
Granada; or that he might be interrupted there before he could 
accomplish his plan of seduction. He ‘had her now conveyed, 
therefore, to a mansion wMch he possessed in one of the moun- 
tain solitudes in the neighbourhood of Granada ; a lonely, but 
beautitul retreat. In vain, on her arrival, did she look around 
for her father or Antonio; none but strange faces met her eye; 
menials, profoundly respectful, but who knew nor saw any tiring 
but what their master pleased. 

She had scarcely arrived before Don Ambrosio made his ap- 
pearance, less sta-fcely in his manner, but still treating her with 
the utmost delicacy and deference. Inez was too much agitated 
and alarmed to be baffled by his courtesy, and became vehe- 
. ment in her demand to be conducted to her father. 

Don Amhi’osio now put on an appearance of the greatest em- 
barrassment and emotion. After some delay, and much pre- 
tended confusion, he at length confessed that the seizure of her 
father was all a stratagem; a mere false alarm, to procure him 
the present opportunity of having access to her, and endeavour- 
ing to mitigate that obduracy, and conquer that repugnance, 
which he declared had almost driven him to distraction. 

He assured her that her father was again at home in safety, 
and occupied in his usual pursuits ; having been fully satisfied 
that his daughter was in honoura.ble hands, and would soon be 
restored to him. It was in vain that she threw herself at his 
feet, and implored to be set at liberty ; he only replied by gentle 
entreaties, that she would pardon the seeming violence ho ha d to 
use : and that she would trust a little while to Ids honour. ‘ ^ You 
are hero,” said he, absolute mistress of every thing: nothing 
shall be said or done to offend you : I will not even intrude 
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upon' your ear the miliappy passion that is devouring my heart.' 
Should you reqriire it, I will even absent myself from your 
presence; but, to part with you entirely at present, /with your 
mind full of doubts and resentments, would be worse than 
death to me. No, beautiful Inez, you must first know me a 
little better, and know^ by my conduct that my passion for you 
is as delicate and respectful as it is vehement.’’ 

The assurance of her father’s safety had relieved Inez from 
one cause of torturing anxiety, only to render her fears the 
more violent on her own account. Bon Ambrosio, however, 
continued to treat her with artful deference, that insensibly 
lulled her apprehensions. It is true she found herself a captive, 
but no advantage appeared to be taken of her helplessness. She 
soothed herself with the idea that a little w^hile would suffice to 
convince Bon Ambrosio of the fallacy of his hopes, and that 
he would be induced to restore her to her home. Her tran- 
sports of terror and affliction, therefore, subsided, in a few 
days, into a passive, yet anxious melancholy, with wliich she 
awaited the hoped-for event. 

In the meanwhile, all those artifices were employed that are 
calculated to charm the senses, ensnare the feelings, and dis- 
solve the heart into tenderness. Bon Ambrosio was a master 
of the subtle arts of seduction. His very mansion breathed an 
enervating atmosphere of languor and delight. . It was here, 
amidst twilight saloons and dreamy chambers, buried among 
groves of orange and myi’tle, that he shut himself up at times 
from the prying world, and gave free scope to the gratification 
of his pleasures. 

The apartments were furnished in the most sumptuous and 
voluptuous manner ; the sillmn couches swelled to the touch, 
and sunk in downy softness beneath the slightest pressure. 
The paintings and statues, all told some classic tale of love, 
managed, however, with an insidious delicacy ; which, while it 
banished the grossness that might disgust, was the more calcu- 
lated to excite the imagination. There the blooming Adonis 
•was seen, not breaking aw^ay to pursue the boisterous chase, 
but crowned with flowers, and languisiiing in the embraces of 
celestial beauty. There Acis wooed his Galatea in the shade, 
with the Sicilian sea spreading in halcyon serenity before them. 
Thei’e were depicted groups of fauns and dryads, fondly re- 
clining in summer bowers, and listening- to the liquid piping 
of the reed; or the wanton satyrs, surprising some wood- 
nymph during lier noontide slumber. There, too, on tl:io 
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storied tapestry, might be seen the chaste Diana, stealing, in. 
the mystery of moonlight, to kiss the sleeping Endymion; 
while Cupid and Psyche, entwined in immortal marble, 
breathed on each other’s Kps the early kiss of love. 

The ardent rays of the sun were excluded, from these balmy 
halls; soft and tender music from unseen musicians floated 
around, seeming to mingle with the perfumes that were exhaled 
from a thousand flowers. At night, when the moon shed a 
fairy light over the scene, the tender serenade would rise from 
among the bowers of the garden, in -which the fine voice of 
Don Ambrosio might often be distinguished; or the amorous 
flute would be heard along the mountain, breatliing in its 
pensive cadences the very soul of a lover’s melancholy. 

Various entertaimnents were also devised to dispel her lone- 
liness, and to charm away xhe idea of confinement. G-roiips of 
Andalusian dancers performed, in the splendid saloons, the 
various picturesque dances of their country; or represented 
little amorous ballets, which turned upon some pleasing scene 
of pastoral coquetry and courtsliip. Sometimes there were 
bands of singers, who, to the romantic guitar, warbled forth 
ditties full of passion and tenderness. 

Thus all about her enticed to pleasure and voluptuousnesss ; 
but the heart of Inez turned with distaste from this idle 
mockery. The tears would rush into her eyes, as her thoughts 
reverted from this scene of profligate splendour, to the hmnble 
but -virtuous home from whence she had been betrayed ; or if 
the -witching power of music ever soothed her into a tender 
reverie, it was to dwell with fondness on the image of Antonio. 
But ii Don Ambrosio, deceived by this transient calm, should 
attempt at such time to whisper his passion, she would start as 
from a dream, and recoil from him with involuntary shudder- 
ing. 

Bhe had passed one long day of more than ordinary sadness, 
and in the evening a band of these hired performers were 
exerting all the animating powers of song and dance to amuse 
her. But wiiile the lofty saloon resounded with their war- 
blings, and the fight sound of feet upon its marble pavement 
kept time to the cadence of the song, j)oor Inez, -with her face 
buried in the silken couch on which she reclined, was only ren- 
dered more wretched by the sound of gayety. 

At length her attention was caught by the voice of one of the 
singers, that brought with it some indefinite recoUections. 
Bhe raised her head, and cast an anxious look at the perform- 
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ers, who, as usual, were at the lower end of the saloon. One 
of them advanced a little before the others. It was a female, 
dressed in a fanciful, pastoral garb, suited to the character she 
was siistaining; but her countenance was not to be mistaken. 
It was the same ballad-singer that had twice ci'ossed her path, 
and given her mysterious intimations of the lurking miscliief 
that surrounded her. When the rest of the perforinaiices 
were concluded, she seized a tambourine, and, tossing it aloft, 
danced alone to the melody of her own voice. In the course 
of her dancing, she approached to where Inez reclined : and as 
she struck the tambourine, contrived dexterously to throw a 
folded paper on the couch. Inez seized it with a^ddity, and 
concealed it in her bosom. The singing and dancing -were at 
an end ; the motley crew retired ; and Inez, left alone, hastened 
with anxiety to unfold the pax^er thus mysteriously conveyed. 
It was written in an agitated, and almost illegible hand writing : 

‘ ‘ Be on your guard ! you are surrounded by treachery. 
Trust not to the forbearance of Don Ambrosro; you aro 
marked out for his prey. An humble victim to his perfidy 
gives you this warning; she is encomxmssed by too many dan- 
gers to be more explicit.— Your father is in the dungeons of 
the inquisition !” 

The brain of Inez reeled, as she read this dreadful scroll. 
She was less filled with alarm at her own danger, than horror 
at her father’s situation. The moment Don Ainbrosio appeared, 
she rushed and threw herseh at his feet, imploring iiim to 
save her father. Don Ambrosio stared with astonishment ; but 
immediately regaining his self-possession, endeavoured to 
soothe her by his blandishments, and by assurances that her 
father was in safety. She was not to be j^acified; her fears 
were too much aroused to be trifled with. She declared her 
knowledge of her father’s being a prisoner of the inquisition, 
and reiterated her frantic suppHcations that he -would save 
him. 

Don Ambrosio i^aused for a moment in perplexity, but was 
too adroit to be easily confounded. ‘‘That your father is a 
prisoner,” rei)lied he, “I have- long known. I have concealed 
it from you, to save you from fruitless anxiety. You now 
know the real reason of the restraint I have put upon 
liberty: I have been protecting instead of detaining you. 
Every exertion has been made in jmur father s favour; but I 
regret to say, the inwfs of the oflences of which ho stands 
charged liave been too strong to be controverted. Still, ” added 
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he, “I liave it in my power to save Mm; I have influence, I 
have means at my heck; it may involve me, it is true, in diffi- 
culties, perhaps in disgrace; but what would I not do, in the 
hope of being rewarded by your favour ? Speak, beautiful 
Inez,” said he, his eyes kindling with sudden eagerness; ‘'it is 
with you to say the word that seals your father’s fate. One 
kind word~~say but you will be mine, and you will behold me 
at your feet, your father at liberty and in affluence, and we 
shall all be happy !” 

Inez drew back from him with scorn and disbehef. “ My 
father,” e:5cclaimed she, “is too innocent and blameless to be 
convicted of crime; this is some base, some cruel artifice!” 
Don Ambrosio repeated Ms asseverations, and with them also 
his dishonourable proposals; but his eagerness overshot its 
mark : her indignation and her incredulity were alike awakened 
by Ms base suggestions; and he retired from her presence, 
checked and awed by the sudden pride and dignity of her 
demeanour. 

The unfortunate Inez now became a prey to the most har- 
rowing anxieties. Don Ambrosio saw that the mask had f allen 
from his face, and that the nature of his niacliixiations was 
revealed. He had gone too far to retrace Ms steps, and assume 
the affectation of tenderness and respect; indeed, he was mor- 
tified and incensed at her insensibility to his attractions, and 
now only sought to subdue her through her fears. He daily 
represented to her the dangers that threatened her father, and 
that it wms in Ms power alone to avert them. Inez was still 
incredulous. She was too ignorant of the nature of the inqui- 
sition, to know that even innocence was not always a protection 
from its cruelties ; and she confided too surely in the virtue of 
her father, to believe that any accusation could prevail against 
him. 

At length Don Ambrosio, to give an effectual blow to her 
confidence, broixght her the proclamation of the approacMiig 
auto da fe, in which the prisoners were enumerated. She 
glanced her eye over it, and beheld her father’s name, con- 
demned to the stake for sorcery I 

For a moment she stood transfixed with horror. Don 
Ambrosio seized upon the transient calm. “Think, nowg 
beautiful Inez,” said he, with a tone of affected tenderness, 
“his life is still in your hands; one word from you, one kind 
word, and I can yet save Mm.” 

“Monster! wretch!” cried she, coming to herself, and 
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recoiling from Mm with, insuperable abliorrenee: ^^’Tis you 
that are the cause of this— ’tis you that are his murderer !” 
Then, wringing her hands, she broke forth into exclamations of 
the most frantic agony. 

The perfidious Ambrosio saw the torture of her soul; and 
anticipated from it a triumph. He saw that she was in no 
mood, during her present paroxysm, to listen to his words; but 
he trusted that the horrors of lonely rumination would break 
dowui her spirit, and subdue her to his ^vilL In this, however, 
he was disappointed. Many w^ere the vicissitudes of mind 
of the wwetehed Inez; at one time, she would embrace Ms 
knees, with piercing supplications; at another, she wmiild 
shrink -with nervous horror at his very approach; but any 
intmiation of his passion only excited the same emotion of 
loathing and detestation. 

At length the fatal day drew idgh. ^'To-morrow,” said 
Don Ambrosio, as he left her one evening, ‘ * to-morrow is 
the auto da fe. To-morrow you will hear the sound of the bell 
that tolls your father to his death. You will almost see the 
smoke that rises from the funeral pile. I leave you to yourself. 
It is yet ill my power to save Mm. Think whether you can 
stand to-morrow’s horrors without shrinking ! Think whether 
you can e.ndure the after-refiection, that you were the cause of 
Ms death, and that merely through a xierversity in refusing 
proffered happiness.” 

What a night was it to Inez!— her heart already harassed 
and almost broken, by repeated and protracted anxieties ; her 
strength wasted and enfeebled. On every side, horrors 
awaited her; her father’s death, her own dishonour— there 
seemed no escape from misery or perdition. ‘‘Is there no 
relief from man— no pity in heaven?” exclaimed she. “ What 
—what have we done, that we should be thus wretched ?” 

As the daivn approached, the fever of her mind arose to 
agony; a thousand times did she try the doors and wundows of 
her apartment, in the desperate hope of escaping. Alas T with 
all the splendour of her prison, it was too faithfully secured for 
her weak hands to work deliverance. Like a poor bird, that 
beats its wings against its gilded cage, until it sinks panting in 
despair, so she threw herself on the floor in hopeless anguish. 
Her blood grew hot in her veins, her tongue was pa,rched, 
her temples throbbed with violence, she gasped rather than 
breathed; it seemed as if , her brain was on fire. “Blessed Vir- 
gin I” exclaimed she, clasping her hands and tiiriiing up her 
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strained eyes, ^'look down -with pity, and support me in this 
dreadful hour !” 

Just as the day began to dawm, she heard a key turn softly 
in the door of her apartment. She dreaded lest it should be 
Don Ambrosio; and the very thought of him gave her a sick- 
ening pang. It was a female clad in a rustic dress, with her face 
concealed by her mantilla. She stepped silently into the room, 
looked cautiously roimd, and then, uncovering her face, re- 
vealed the well-known features of the ballad-singer. Inez ut- 
tered an exclamation of surprise, almost of joy. The unknown 
started back, pressed her finger on her lips enjoining silence, 
and beckoned her to foUow. She hastily wrapped herself in 
her veil, and obeyed. They passed with quick, but noiseless 
steps through an antechamber, across a spacious hall, and along 
a corridor; all w'as silent; the household was yet locked in 
sleep. They came to a door, to which the unknowm applied 
a key. Inez’s heart misgave her; she Imew^ not but some new 
treachery was menacing her; she laid her cold hand on the 
stranger’s arm: ‘‘Whither are you leading me?” said she, 
“ To liberty,” replied the other, in a whisper. 

“ Do you know the passages about this mansion?” 

“ But too well!” replied the girl, with a melancholy shake of 
the head. There was an expression of sad veracity in her 
countenance, that was not to be distrusted. The door opened 
on a small terrace, which was overlooked by several windows 
of the mansion. 

“We must move across this quickly,” said the girl, “or we 
may be observed.” 

They glided over it, as if scarce touching the ground. A 
flight of steps led down into the garden; a wicket at the bot- 
tom was readily unbolted ; they passed with breathless velocity 
along one of the alleys, still in sight of the mansion, in which, 
however, no person appeared to he stirring. At length they 
came to a low private door in the wall, partly hidden by a flg- 
tree. It was secured by rusty bolts, that refused to yield to 
their feeble efforts. 

‘ ‘ Holy Virgin !” exclaimed the stranger, “ what is to be done? 
one moment more, and we may be discovered.” 

She seized a stone that lay near by : a few blows, and the 
bolt flew back ; the door grated harshly as they opened it, and 
the next moment they found themselves in a narrow road. 

“ Now,” said the stranger, “ for G-ranada as quickly as possi- 
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Mel The nearer we approach it, the safer we shall be; for the 
road will be more frequented.’’ 

The imminent risk they ran of being pursued and taken, 
gave supernatural strength to their limbs; they flew, rather 
than ran. The day had dawned; the crimson streaks on the 
edge of the horizon gave tokens of the approachingsiinrise; 
already the light clouds that floated in the western sky were 
tinged with gold and purple; though the broad plain of the 
Vega, which now began to open upon their viev7, was covered 
with the dark haze of morning. As yet they only passed a few 
struggling peasants on the road, who could have yielded them 
no assistance in case of their being overtaken. They continued 
to hurry forward, and had gained a considerable distance, 
when the strength of Inez, which had only been sustained by 
the fever of her mind, began to yield to fatigue: she slackened 
her pace, and faltered. 

“Alas !” said she, “my limbs fail me 1 I can go no farther 1” 

‘ ‘ Bear up, bear up, ” rephed her companion, cheeringly ; “ a lit- 
tle farther, and we shall be safe: look! yonder is Granada, just 
showing itself in the valley below us. A httle farther, and we 
shall come to the main road, and then we shall And plenty of 
passengers to protect us.” 

Inez, encouraged, made fresh efforts to get forward, but her 
weary limbs were unequal to the eagerness of her mind ; her 
mouth and throat were parched by agony and terror: she 
gasped for breath, and leaned for support against a rock. “ It 
is all in vain!” exclaimed she; “I feel as though I should faint.” 

“ Lean on me,” said the other; “let us get into the shelter of 
yon thicket, that will conceal us from the view; I hear the 
sound of water, which will refresh you.” 

With much difficulty they reached the thicket, which over- 
hung a small mountain-stream, just where its sparkling waters 
leaped over the rock and fell into a natural basin. Here Inez 
sank upon the ground, exhausted. Her companion brought 
waterin the palms of her hands, and bathed her paUid temples. 
Tiie coGling drops revived her; she was enabled to get to the 
margin of the stream, and drink of its crystal current ; then, 
reclining her head on the bosom of her deliverer, she was fir>st 
enabled to mminur forth her heartfelt gratitude. 

‘A41as!” said the other, “I deserve no thanks; I deserve not 
the good opinion you express. In me you behold a victim of 
Don Ambrosio’s arts. In early years he seduced me from the 
cottage of my pai'ents: look! at the foot of yonder blue moun- 
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tain, ill the distance, lies my native village : but it is no longer 
a home for me. From thence he lured me, when I was too 
young for reflection; he educated me, taught me various ac- 
complishments, made me sensible to love, to S|)lendour, to re- 
finement ; then, having gi*own weary of me, he neglected me, 
and cast me upon the world. Happily the accomplishments he 
taught me have kept me from utter want ; and the love with 
which he inspired me has kept me from farther degradation. 
Yes! I confess my weakness; all his perfidy and wrongs can- 
not eflace him from my heart. I have been brought up to love 
him; I have no other idol: I know him to be base, yet I cannot 
help adoring him. I am content to mingle among the hireling 
throng that administer to his amusements, that I may still 
hover about him, and huger in those halls where I once reigned 
mistress. What merit, then, have I in assisting your escape? 
I scarce know whether I am acting from sympathy and a de- 
sire to rescue another victim from his power ; or jealousy, and 
an eagerness to remove too powerful a lival !” 

While she was yet speaking, the sun rose in all its splendour ; 
first lighting up the mountain summits, then stealing down 
height by height, until its rays gilded the domes and towers of 
Granada, which they could partially see from between the 
trees, below them. Just then the heavy tones of a bell came 
sounding from a distance, echoing, in sullen clang, along the 
mountain. Inez turned pale at the sound. She knew it to be 
the great bell of the cathedral, rung at sunxise on the day of 
the auto da fe, to give note of fuiiei-al preparation. Every stroke 
beat upon her heart, and inflicted an absolute, corporeal pang. 
She started up wildly. "'Let us begone!’’ cried she; "thei^e 
is not a moment for delay 1” 

"'Stop!” exclaimed the other; ""yonder are horsemen com- 
ing over the brow of that distant height ; if I mistake not, Bon 
Ambrosio is at their head.— Alas! ’tis he! we are lost. Hold!” 
continued she; ‘"give me your scarf and veil; wrap yourself in 
this mantilla. I will liy up yon footpath that leads to the 
heights. I win let the veil flutter as I ascend; perhaps they 
may mistake me for you, and they must dismount to follow 
me. Bo you hasten forward : you will soon reach the main 
road. You have jewels on your fingers: bribe the fii'st mule- 
teer you meet, to assist you on your way.” 

All this was said with hurried and breathless rapidity. Tlie 
exchange of garments was made in an instant. The girl darted 
up the mountain-path, her white veil fluttering axxiong the dark 
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slimbbery, wMle Inez, inspired with new strength, or rather 
new terror, flew to the road, and trusted to Providence to guide 
her tottering steps to Gi'crnada. 

All Granada was in agitation on the morning of this dismal 
day. The heavy bell of the cathedral continued to utter its 
clanging tones, that pervaded every part of the city, suiiimoii- 
ing ail persons to the tremendous spectacle that was about to 
be exliibited. The streets through which the procession was to 
pass were crowded with the populace. The mndows, the roofs, 
every place that could admit a face or a foothold, were alive 
with spectators. In the great square, a spacious scatfokliiig, 
like an amphitheatre, was erected, where the sentences of the 
prisoners were to be read, and the sermon of faith to be 
preached; and close by were the stakes prepared, where the 
condemned were to be burnt to death. Seats were ari'anged 
for the great, the gay, the beautiful; for such is the horrible 
cmiosity of human nature, that this cruel sacrifice was attended 
with more eagerness than a theatre, or even a bull-feast. 

As the day advanced, the scaffolds and balconies were filled 
with ex|>ecting multitudes; the sun shone brightly upon fair 
faces and gallant dresses; one would have thought it some 
scene of elegant festivity, instead of an exhibition of human 
agony and death. But what a different spectacle and ceremony 
was this, from those which Granada exliibited in the days of 
her Moorish splendour! “Her galas, her tournamentSj her 
sports of the ring, her fetes of St. John, her music, her Zam- 
bras, and admirable tilts of canes I Her serenades, her concerts, 
her songs in Generaliffe ! The costly hveries of the Abencer- 
rages, their exquisite inventions, the skill and valour of the 
Alabaces, the superb dresses of the Zegries, Mazas, and Gome- 
les !” All these were at an end. The days of chivalry were 
over. Instead of the prancing cavalcade, with neighing steed 
and lively trumpet; with burnished lance, and helm, and buck- 
ler ; with rich confusion of plume, and scarf, and banner, where 
purple, and scarlet, and green, and orange, and every gay 
colour,.. were mingled with cloth of gold and fair embroidery; 
instead of this, crept on the gloomy pageant of superstition, in 
cowd and sackcloth; with cross and coffin, and frightful sym- 
bols of human suffering. In place of the frank, hardy knight, 
open and brave, with his lady’s favour in his casque, and 
amorous motto on Ms shield, looking, by gallant deeds, to win 


* Bodd's Civil Wars of Granada. 





1S4 


BBAUEBBimE HALL, 


the smile of beauty, came ine shaven, unmanly monh:, -with 
downcast eyes, and head and heart bleached in the cold cloister, 
secretly exulting in this bigot triumph. 

The sound of the bells gave notice that the dismal procession 
was advancing. It passed slowly through the principal streets 
of the city, bearing in advpvnce the awful banner of the Holy 
Office. The prisoners walked singly, attended by confessors, 
and guarded by familiars of the inquisition. They were clad 
in different garments, according to the nature of their punish- 
ments; those who were to suffer death wore the hideous 
Samarra, painted with flames and demons. The procession 
was swelled by choirs of boys, different religious orders and 
public dignitaries, and above aU, by the fathers of the faith, 
moving ‘‘with slow pace, and profound gi^avity, truly tri- 
umphing as becomes the princii^al generals of that great vic- 
tory.”’*' 

As the sacred banner of the inquisition advanced, the count- 
less throng sunk on their knees before it; they bowed «3heir 
faces to the very earth as it passed, and then slowly rose again, 
hke a great undulating billow. A murmur of tongues prevailed 
as the prisoners approached, and eager eyes were strained, and 
fingers pointed, to distinguish the different orders of penitents, 
whose habits denoted the degree of punishment they were to 
undergo. But as those drew near whose frightful garb marked 
them as destined to the flames, the noise of the rabble subsided; 
they seemed almost to hold in their breath; filled with that 
strange and dismal interest with wiiich we contemplate a human 
being on the verge of suffering and death. 

It is an awful thing— a voiceless, noiseless multitude! The 
hushed and gazing stillness of th^ surrounding thousands, 
heaped on walls, and gates, and roofs, and hanging, as it were, 
in clusters, heightened the effect of the pageant that moved 
drearily on. The low murmuring of the priests could now be 
heard in prayer and exhortation, with the faint responses of 
the prisoners, and now and then the voices of the choir at a 
distance, chanting the litanies of the saints. 

The faces of the prisoners were ghastly and disconsolate. 
Even those who had been pardoned, and wore the Sanbenito, 
or penitential garment, bore traces of the horrors they had 
undergone. Some were feeble and tottering, from long con- 
finement; some crippled and distorted by various torturesf 
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eTerj countenance was a dismal page, on wliicli inigM be read 
tlie secrets of their prison-house. But in the looks of those con- 
demned to death, there was something fierce and eager. They 
seemed men harrowed up by the past, and desperate as to the 
future. They were anticipating, with spirits fevered by despair, 
and fixed and clenched determination, the vehement struggle 
with agony and death which they were shortly to undergo. 
Some cast now and then a wild and anguished look about them, 
upon the shiidng day; the ^‘sun-bright palaces, ’’the gay, the 
beautiful world, wiiich they wei^e soon to quit for ever; or a 
glance of sudden indignation at the thronging thousands, happy 
in liberty and life, who seemed, in contemplating their fright- 
ful situation, to exult in their own comparative security. 

One among the condemned, howeyer, was an exception to 
these remarks. It was an aged man, somewhat bowed do-wn, 
with a serene, though dejected countenance, and a beaming, 
melancholy eye. It was the alchymist. The populace looked 
upon him with a degree of compassion, which they were not 
prone to feel towards criminals condemned by the inquisition; 
but when they were told that he was convicted of the crime of 
magic, they drew back with awe and abhorrence. 

The procession had reached the grand square. The first part 
had already mounted the scaffolding, and the condemned were 
approaching. The press of the populace became excessive, and 
was repelled, as it were, in billows by the guards. Just as the 
condemned were enteidng the square, a shrieking was heard 
among the crowd. A female, pale, frantic, dishevelled, was 
seen struggling through the multitude. “My father! my 
father!” was all the cry she uttered, but it thrilled through 
every heart. The crowd instinctively drew back, and made 
way for her as she advanced. 

The poor alchymisthad made his peace with Heaven, and, 
by a hard struggle, had closed his heart upon the woidd, when 
the voice of his child called him once more back to worldly 
thought and agony. He turned towards the well-l:nown voice ; 
his knees smote together; he endeavoured to stretch forth his 
pinioned arms, and felt himself clasped in the embraces of his 
child. The emotions of both were too agonizing for utterance* 
Convulsive sobs and broken exclamations, and embraces more 
of anguish than tenderness, were all that passed between them. 
The procession was interrupted for a moment. The astonished 
monks and familiars were filled wfith involuntary respect, at 
the agony of natural affection. Ejaculations of pity broke 
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from the crowd, touched by the filial piety, the extraordinary 
and hopeless anguish, of so young and beautiful a being. 

Every attempt to soothe her, and prevail on her to retire, 
was unheeded; at length they endeavoured to separate her 
from her father by force. The movement roused her from her 
temporary abandonment. With a >sudden paroxysm of fury, 
she snatched a sword from one of the familiars. Her late pale 
countenance was fiushed -with rage, and fire flashed from her 
once soft and languishing eyes. The guards shrunk back with 
awe. There was something in this filial frenzy, this feminine 
tenderness wrought up to desperation, that touched even their 
hardened hearts. They endeavoured to pacify her, but in vain. 
Her eye was eager and quick, as the she-wolf’s guarding her 
young. With one arm she pressed her father to her bosom, 
with the other she menaced every one that approached. 

The patience of the guards was soon exhausted. They had 
held back in awe, but not in fear. With all her desperation 
the weapon was soon wrested from her feeble hand, and she 
was borne shrieking and struggling among the crowd. The 
rabble murmured compassion ; but such was the dread inspired 
by the inquisition, that no one attempted to interfere. 

The procession again resmned its march. Inez was ineffect- 
ually struggling to release herself from the hands of the fami- 
liars that detained her, when suddenly she saw Don Ambrosio 
before her. “Wretched girl!” exclaimed he with fury, “why 
have you fled from your friends ? Deliver her,” said he to the 
familiars, “to my domestics; she is under my protection.” 

His creatures advanced to seize her. “Oh, no! oh, no!” 
cried she, with new terrors, and clinging to the familiars, “ I 
have fled from no friends. He is not my protector 1 He is the 
murderer of my father 1” 

The familiars were perplexed ; the crowd pressed on, with 
eager curiosity. “Stand off!” cried the fieiy Ambrosio, dash- 
ing the throng from around him. Then turning to the familiars, 
with sudden moderation, “My friends,” said he, “deliver this 
poor girl to me. Her distress has turned her brain ; she has 
escaped from her friends and protectors this morning; but a 
little quiet and kind treatment wili restore her to tranquillity.” 

“I am not mad! I am not mad!” cried she, vehemently. 

‘ ‘ Oh, save me !— save me from these men ! I have no protector 
on earth but my father, azad him they are murdering!” 

The familiars shook their heads ; her wildness corroborated 
the assertions of Don Ambrosio, and his apparent rank com- 
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mandecl respect and belief. They relinquished their charge to 
him, and he was- consigning the struggling Inez to his creatures. 

“Let go your hold, villain!” cried a voice from among the 
crowd— and Antonio. was seen eagerly tearing his way through 
the press of people. 

‘ ‘ Seize him ! seize him I” cried Lon Anibrosio to the familiars, 
“ ’tis an accomplice of the sorcerer’s.” 

“ Liar !” retorted Antonio, as he thrust the mob to the right 
and left, and forced himself to the spot. 

The sword of Lon Ambrosio flashed in an instant from the 
scabbard; the student was armed, and equally alert. There 
was a fierce clash of weapons : the crowd made way for them 
as they fought, and closed again, so as to hide them from the 
view of Inez. All was tumult and confusion for a moment; 
when there was a kind of shout from the spectators, and the 
mob again opening, she beheld, as she thought, Antonio welter- 
ing in his blood. 

This new shock was too great for her already overstrained 
intellect. A giddiness seized upon her; every thing seemed to 
whirl befpre her eyes; she gasped some incoherent words, and 
sunk senseless upon the ground. 

Lays— weeks elapsed, before Inez returned to consciousness. 
At length she opened her eyes, as if out of a troubled sleep. 
She was lying upon a magnificent bed, in a chamber richly 
furnished with pier-glasses, and massive tables inlaid with 
silver, of exquisite workmanship. The walls were covered 
•with tapestry; the cornices richly gilded; through the door, 
which stood open, she perceived a superb vsaloon, with statues 
and crystal lustres, and a magnificent suite of apartments 
beyond. The casements of the room were open to admit the 
soft breath of summer, which stole in, laden with pei‘f unies 
from a neigiiboiudng garden; from whence, also, the refreshing 
sound of fountains and the sweet notes of birds came in mingled 
music to her ear. 

Female attendants were mo-^dng, with noiseless step, about 
the chamber; but she feared to address them. She doubted 
whether this was not dll delusion, or whether she was not still 
in the palace of Lon Ambrosio, and that her escape, and all its 
circumstances, had not been but a feveiish dream. She closed 
her eyes again, endeavouring to recall the past, and to sepa- 
rate the real from the imaginary. The last scenes of eoii' 
scioiisncss, hov’-ever, rushed too forcibljq with all their hori'ors, 
to her mind to be doubted, and she turned shuddering from 
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the recollection, to gaze once more on the quiet and serene 
magnificence around her. As she again opened her eyes, they 
rested on an object that at once dispelled every alarm. At the 
head of her bed sat a venerable form, watching over her with 
a look of fond anxiety— it was her father! 

I will not attempt to describe the scene that ensued ; nor the 
moments of rapture which moi’e than repaid all the sufferings 
that her affectionate heart had undergone. As soon as their 
feelings had become more calm, the alchymist stepped out of 
the room to introduce a stranger, to whom he was indebted for 
his life and liberty. He returned, leading in Antonio, no 
longer in his poor scholar’s garb, but in the rich di^ess of a 
nobleman. 

The feelings of Inez were almost overpowered by these sud- 
den reverses, and it was some time before she was sufficiently 
composed to comprehend the exj)lanation of this seeming 
romance. 

It appeared that the lover, who had sought her affections in 
the lowly guise of a student, was only son and heir of a power- 
ful grandee of Yalentia. He had been placed at the iiniversity 
of Salamanca; but a lively curiosity, and an eagerness for 
adventure, had induced him to abandon the university, ^vith- 
out his father’s consent, and to visit various parts of Spain. 
His rambling inclination satisfied, he had remained incognito 
for a time at Granada, xmtil, by farther study and self-regula- 
tion, he could prepare himself to return home with credit, and 
atone for his transgressions against paternal authority. 

How hard he had studied, does not remain on record. All 
that we know is his romantic adventure of the tower. It was 
at first a mere youthful caprice, excited by a glimpse of a 
beautiful face. In becoming a disciple of the alchymist, he 
probably thought of nothing more than pursuing a light love 
affair. Farther acquaintance, however, had completely fixed 
his affections; and he had determined to conduct Inez and her 
father to Yalentia, and to trust to her merits to secure Ms 
father’s consent to their union. 

In the meantime, he had been traced to his concealment. 
His father had received intelligence of his being entangled in 
the snares of a mysterious adventurer and Ms daughter, and 
likely to become the dupe of the fascinations of the latter. 
Trusty emissaries had been despatched to seize upon him by 
main force, and convey him without delay •to the paternal 
home. 
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What eloquence he had used with his father, to eonvinee him 
■ of the innocence, the honour, and the high descent of the 
alchymist, and of the exalted worth of Ms daughter, does^ not 
appear. All that we know is, that the father, though a very 
passionate, was a very reasonable man, as appears by his con- 
senting that his son should return to G-ranada, and -conduct 
Inez as his affianced bride to Yalentia. 

Away, then, Don x4.ntomo hurried back, full of joyous antici- 
pations. He still forboi'e to throw off his disguise, fondly pic- 
turing to himself what would be the surprise of Inez, when, 
having won her heart and hand as a poor wandering scholar, 
he sliould raise her and her father at once to opulence and 
splendour. 

On his arrival he had been shocked at finding the tower 
deserted by its inhabitants. In vain he sought for intelligence 
concerning them; a mystery hung over their disappearance 
which he could not penetrate, until he was thunderstruck, on 
accidentally reading a list of the prisoners at the impending 
auto da fe, to find the name of Ms venerable master among the 
condemned. 

It was the very morning of the execution. The procession 
was already on its way to the grand square. Not a moment 
•was to be lost. The grand inquisitor was a relation of Don 
Antonio, though they had never met. His first impulse was to 
make Mmself known ; to exert all his family infiueiice, the 
weight of Ms name, and the power of his eloquence, in vindica- 
tion of the alchymist. But the grand inciirlsitor was already 
proceeding, in all his pomp, to the place where the fatal cere- 
mony was to be performed. . How was he to be approached ? 
Antonio threw himself into the crowd, in a fever of anxiety, 
and was forcing Ms way to the scene of horroiv where he 
arrived just in time to rescue Inez, as has been in<uitioned. 

It was Don Ambrosio that fell in their contest. Being despcj*- 
ately wounded, and thinking his end approaching, he had con- 
fessed to an attending father of the inquisition, that he was the 
sole cause of the alchymist’s condemnation, j:iiid, ' tha-t the evi- 
dence on which it was groimded was altogether false. Tlie 
testimony of Don Antonio came in corroboration of this 
avowal; and Ms relationsMp to the grand inquisitor had, in all 
probability, its proper weight. Thus was the poor alchymist 
snatched, in a manner, from the very flames ; and so great had 
been the sympathy awakened in his case, that for once a popu- 
lace rejoiced at being disappomted of an execution. 
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The residue of the story may readily be imagxned; by every 
one versed in this valuable kind of history. Bon Antonio 
espoused the lovely Inez, and took her and her father with him 
to Valeiitia. As she had been a loving and dutiful daughter, 
so she proved a true and tender wife. It was not long before 
Bon Antonio succeeded to his father’s titles and estates, and 
he and his fair spouse were renowned for being the handsom- 
est and happiest couple in all Yalentia. 

As to Bon Ambrosio, he partially recovered to the enjoyment 
of a broken constitution and a blasted name, and hid liis 
remorse and disgrace in a convent ; while the poor victim of 
his arts, who had assisted Inez in her escape, unable to con- 
quer the early passion that he had awakened in her bosom, 
though convinced of the baseness of the object, retired from 
the world, and became an humble sister in a nunnery. 

The worthy aich^^mist took up his abode with his children. 
A pavilion, in the garden of their palace, was assigned to him 
as a laboratory, where he resumed his researches with reno- 
vated ardour, after the grand secret. He was now and then 
assisted by his son-in-law ; but the latter slackened grievously 
in his zeal and diligence, after maridage. Still he would listen 
with profound gravity and attention to the old man’s rhapso- 
dies, and his quotations from Paracelsus, Sandivogiiis, and 
Pietro B’Abano, which daily gi-ew longer and longer. In this 
way the good alchymist Mved on quietly and comfortably, to 
what is called a good old age, that is to say, an age that is 
good for nothing; and unfortunately for mankind, was hurried 
out of life in his ninetieth year, Just as he was on the point of 
discovering the Philosopher’s Stone. 


Such was the story of the captain’s friend, with which we 
whiled away the morning. The captain was, every now and 
then, interrupted by questions and remarks, which I have not 
mentioned, lest I should break the continuity of the tale. He 
was a little disturbed, also, once or twice, by the general, who 
■fell asleep, and breathed rather hard, to the great horror and 
annoyance of Laay Lillycraft. In a long and tender love 
scene, also, which was particularly to her ladyship’s taste, the 
unlucky general, having his head a Httle sunk upon Ms breast, 
kept making a sound at regular intervals, very much like the 
-woT^pish, long drawn out. At length he made an odd abrupt 
guttural sound, that suddenly awoke liim ; he hemmed, looked 
about with a slight degree of consternation, and then began to 
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play wittL her ladyship’s work-bag, which, however, she rather 
pettishly withdrew. The steady sound of the captain’s voice 
was still too potent a soporific for the poor general ; he kept 
gleaming up and sinking in the socket, until the cessation of 
the tale again roused him, when he started awake, f>ut his 
foot down upon Lady Ldlycraft’s cur, the sleeping Beauty, 
which yelped and seized him by the leg, and, in a moment, 
the whole library resoimded with yelpings and exclamations. 
Never did man more completely mar his fortunes while he was 
asleep. Silence being at length restored, the company expressed 
their thanks to the captain, and gave various opinions of the 
story. The parson’s mind, I found, had been continually run- 
ning upon the leaden manuscripts, mentioned in the beginning, , 
as dug up at Granada, and he put several eager questions to 
the captain on the subject. The general could not well make 
out the drift of the story, but thought it a little confused. 
am glad, however,” said he, “that they burnt the old chap 
of the tower; I have no doubt he was a notorious impostor.” 
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By GEOFFREY CRAYON, Gent. 

VOLUME SECOND. 


Under this cloud I walk, Gentlemen; pardon my rude assault. I am a traveller, 
who, having surveyed most of the terrestrial angles of this globe, am hither 
arrived, to peruse this little spot.— Christmas Ordinary. 

ENGLISH COUNTRY GENTLEMEN. 

His certain life, that never can deceive him, 

Is full of thousand sweets, and rich content; 

The smooth-leaved beeches in the field receive him 
With coolest shade, till noontide’s heat be spent. 

His life is neither tost in boisterous seas 
Or the vexatious veorld; or lost in slothful ease. 

Pleased and fuU blest he lives, when he his God can please. 

— Phineas Fletcher. 

I TAKE great pleasure in accompanying tlie Squire in iiis per- 
ambulations about bis estate, in. wMcb be is often attended by 
a kind of cabinet council. His prime minister, tbe steward, 
is a very worthy and bonest old man, that assumes a riglit of 
way; that is to say, a right to have bis own way, from baying 
lived time out of mind on tbe place. He loves the estate even 
better than be does tbe Squire; and thwarts the latter sadly in 
many of bis projects of improvement, being a little prone to 
disapprove of every plan that does not originate with himself. 

Ill the course of one of these perambulations, I have known 
tbe Squire to point Out some important alteration which be 
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•was contemx^lating, in the disposition or coltiration of the 
grounds; this, of course, would be opposed by the steward, and 
a long argument would ensue, over a stile, or on a rising piece 
of ground, until the Squire, who has a high opinion of the 
other’s ability and integrity, would be fain to give up the 
point. Tins concession, I observed, -would immediately mollify 
the old man ; and, after walking over a field or two in silence, 
with his hands behind his back, chemng the cud of reflection, ^ 
he would suddenly turn to the Squii’e, and observe, that “he 
had been turning the matter over in his mind, and, upon the 
whole, he believed he would take his honour’s advice. ” 

Christy, the huntsman, is another of the Squire’s occasional 
attendants, to vrhom he continually refers in all matters of 
local history, as to a chronicle of the estate, having, in a man- 
ner, been acquainted with many of the trees, from the very 
time that they were acorns. Old Nimrod, as has been shown, 
is rather pragmatical in those points of knowledge on which 
he values himself; hut the Squire rarely contradicts him, and 
is, in fact, one of the most indulgent potentates that ever was 
henpecked by his ministry. 

He often laughs about it himself, and evidently yields to 
these old men more from the bent of his own humour than from 
any want of proper authority. He likes this honest indepen- 
dence of old age, and is well aware that these trusty followers 
love and honour him in their hearts. He is perfectly at ease 
about his own diguity, and the respect of those around him ; 
nothing disgusts him soone"^ than any appearance of fawning 
or sycophancy. 

I really have seen no display of royal state, that could com- 
pare with one of the Squire’s progresses about Ms paternal fields 
and through his hereditary woodlands, with several of these 
faithful adherents about him, and followed by a body-guard of 
dogs. He encourages a frankness and manliness of deport- 
ment among his dependants, and is the personal friend of Ms 
tenants; inquiring into their concerns, and assisting them in 
times of difficulty and hardship. TMs has rendered him one of 
the most popular, and of course one of the happiest, of land- 
lords. 

Indeed, I do not know a more enviable condition of life, 
than that of an English gentleman, of sound judgment and 
good feelings, who passes the greater part of his time on an 
hereditary estate in the country. From the excellence of the 
roads, and the rapidity and exactness of the public convey- 
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ances, lie is enabled to command all tlie comforts and conven- 
iences, all the intelligence and novelties of the capital, ivliile 
he is removed from its hurry and distraction. He has ample 
means of occupation and amusement, within his own domains ; 
he may diversify his time, by rural occupations, by rural 
sports, by study, and by the delights of friendly society col- 
lected within his own hospitable halls. 

Or, if his views and feelings are of a more extensive and 
liberal nature, he has it greatly in his power to do good, and 
to have that good immediately reflected back upon Mmself. 
He can render essential services to Ms country, by assisting in 
the disinterested administration of the la%vs ; by watching ovei! 
the opinions and principles of the lower orders around Mm; by 
diifiising among them those lights which may be important 
to their welfare; by mingling frankly among them, gaining 
their confidence, becoming the immediate auditor of their com- 
plaints, informing MmseK of their wants, making himself a 
channel through which their grievances may be quietly com- 
municated to the proper sources of mitigation and relief ; or 
by becoming, if need be, the intrepid and incormptible guar- 
dian of their liberties — ^the enlightened champion of their 
lights. 

All this, it appears to me, can he done without any sacrifice 
of personal dignity, without any degxading ar^'-s of popularity, 
without any truckling to vulgar prejudices or concurrence in 
vulgar clamour; but by the steady infliionce of sincere and 
friendly counsel, of fair, upright, and geiieroas deportment. 
Whatever may foe said of English mobs and English dema- 
gogues, I have never met with a people more open to reason, 
more considerate in their tempers, more tractable by argument 
in the roughest times, than the English. They are remaikably 
quick at discerning and appreciating whatever is - manly and 
lionoiirable. They are, by nature and habit, methodical and 
orderly; and they feel the value of all that is regular and 
respectable. They may occasionally be deceived by sophistry, 
and excited into turbulence by public distresses and the mis- 
representations of designingmen ; but open their eyes, and they 
will eventually rally round the landmarks of steady truth and 
deliberato good .sense. They are fond of established customs: 
they are fond of long-established names; and that love of order 
and quiet which characterizes the nation, gives a vast influence 
to the descendants of the old families, ywiiose forefathers have 
been lords of the soil from time immeiiiorial 
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It is when the rich and well-educated and highly-privileged 
classes neglect their duties, when they neglect to study the in- 
terests, and conciliate the aif eetions, and instruct the opinions, 
and champion the rights of the people, that the latter become 
discontented and turbulent, and fall into the hands of dema 
gogues: the demagogue always steps in, where the patriot is 
wuuiting. There is a common high-handed cant among the 
high-feeding, and, as they fancy themselves, high-minded men, 
about putting down the mob ; but aH true physicians know that 
it is better to sweeten the blood than attack the tumour, to 
apply the emollient leather than the cautery. , It is absimd, in a 
country like England, where there is so much freedom, and 
such a jealousy of right, for any man to assume an aristocrati- 
cal tone, and to talk superciliously of the common people. 
There is no rank that makes him independent of the opinions 
and aftections of his fellow-men; there is no rank nor distinc- 
tion that severs him from his fellow-subjects ; and if, by any 
gradual neglect or assumption on the one side, and discontent 
and jealousy on the other, the orders of society should really 
separate, let those who stand on the eminence beware that the 
chasm is not mining at their feet. The orders of society, in all 
wcli-coustituted governments, are mutually bound together, 
and important to each other; there can he no such thing in a 
free government as a vacuum; and whenever one is likely to 
take place, by the drawing off of the rich and intelligent from 
the poor, the bad passions of society wiH inisli in to fill the 
space, and rend the whole asunder. 

Though born and brought up in a republic, and more and 
more confirmed in republican principles by every year’s obser- 
vation and experience, yet I am not insensible to the excellence 
that may exist in other forms of government, nor to the fact 
that they may be more suitable to the situation and cheum- 
stances of the countries in which they exist: I have endeav- 
oured rather to look at them as they are, and to observe how 
they are calculated to effect the end wliieh they propose. Con- 
sidering, therefore, the mixed nature of the government of this 
country, and its representative form, I have looked with admi- 
ration at the manncir in -which the wealth and infiiience and 
intelligence w-ere spread over its wdiole surface; not as in some 
monarchies, drained from the country, and coileeted in towns 
and cities. I have considered the gi^eat rural establishments of 
the nobility, and the lesser establishments of the gentry, as so 
many reservoirs of wealth and intelligence distributed about 


MITGLISU COUNTRY GENTLEMEN, 


167 ., 


the kingdom, apart from the towns, to irrigate, freshen, and 
fertilize the surrounding country. I have looked upon them, 
too, as the august retreat of patriots and statesmen, where, in 
the enjoyment of honourable independence and elegant leisure, 
they might train up their minds to appear in those legislative 
assemblies, whose debates and decisions form the study and 
precedents of other nations, and involve the interests of the 
world. 

I have been both surprised and disappointed, therefore, at 
finding that on this subject I was often indulging in an Utopian 
dream, rather than a well-founded opinion. I have been 
concerned at finding that these fine estates were too often in- 
volved, and mortgaged, or placed in the hands of creditors, and 
the owners exiled from their paternal lands. There is an 
extravagance, I am told, that runs parallel mth wealth; a 
lavish expen^ture among the great; a senseless competition 
among the aspiring ; a heedless, joyless dissipation among ail 
the upper ranks, that often beggars even these splendid estab- 
lishments, breaks down the pride and principles of their pos- 
sessors, and makes too many of them mere place-huntei's, or 
shifting absentees. It is thus that so manjr are thiuwn into the 
hands of government ; and a court, -wliicli ought to be the most 
pure and honourable in Europe, is so often degraded by noble, 
but importunate time-servers. It is thus, too, that so many 
become exiles from their native land, crowding the hotels of 
foreign countries, and expending upon thankless strangers the 
wealth so hardly drained from their laborious peasantry. I 
have looked upon these latter with a roixtiire of censure and 
concern. Knowing the almost bigoted fondness of an English- 
man for his native home, I can conceive what must be their 
compunction and regret, when, amidst the sunburnt plains of 
France, they call to mind the green fields of England; tlie 
hereditary gi’oves which they have abandoned; and the liospi- 
‘ table roof of their fathers, which they have left desolate, or to 
be inhabited by strangers. But retrenchment is no plea for 
abandonment of country. They have risen with the prosperity 
of the land; let them abide its fluctuations, and conform to 
its fortunes. It is not for the rich to fly, because the country 
is suffering: let them share, in their relative proportion, the 
common lot; they owe it to the land that has elevated them to 
honour and affluence. When the poor have to diminish their 
scanty morsels; of , bread; when ■ they have to coiiipoiuid with 
the cravings of nature, and study' with how little they can do, 
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and not lie starved; it is not then for the rich to fly, and di”* 
minish still farther the resources of the pooi', that they them- 
selves may live in splendour in a cheaper country. Let them 
rather retire to their estates, and there practise retrenchment. 
Let them return to that noble simplicity, that practical good 
sense, that honest pride, which form the foundation of true 
English character, and from them they may again rear the 
edifice of fair and honourable prosperity. 

On the rural habits of the English nobility and gentry, on 
the manner in which they discharge their duties of their patri- 
monial possessions, depend greatly the virtue and welfare of 
the nation. So long as they pass the greater part of their time 
in the quiet and purity of the country ; surrounded by the 
monuments of their illustrious ancestors ; surrounded by every 
thing that can inspire generous pride, noble emulation, and 
amiable and magnanimous sentiment; so long they are safe, 
and in them the nation may repose its interests and its honour. 
But the moment that they become the semdle throngers of 
court avenues, and give themselves up to the pohtical intrigues 
and heartleSvS dissipations of the metropolis, that moment they 
lose the real nobility of their natures, and become the mere 
leeches of the country. 

That the great majority of nobility and gentry in England 
are endowed with high notions of honour and index^endence, I 
thoroughly believe. They have evidenced it lately on very 
important questions, and have given an example of adherence 
to prineixfle, in preference to party and power, that must have 
astonished many of the venal and obsequious courts of Europe. 
Such are the glorious effects of freedom, when infused into a 
constitution. But it seems to me, that they are apt to forget 
the positive nature of their duties, and to fancy that their emi- 
nent privileges are only so many means of self-mdiilgence. 
They should recollect, that in a constitution like that of Eng- 
land, the titled orders are intended to be as useful as they are 
ornamental, and it is their virtues alone that can render them 
both. Their duties are divided between the sovereign and the 
subjects; surrounding and giving lustre and dignity to the 
throne, and at the same time tempering and mitigating its 
rays, until they are transmitted in mild and genial radiance to 
the people. Born to leisure and oxiulence, they owe the exer- 
cise of their talents, and the expenditure of their wealth, to 
their native country. They may be comi^ared to the clouds; 
which, being drawn up by the sun, and elevated in the heavens, 
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reflect and magnify his splendour; while they repay the earth, 
from which they derive their sustenance, by returning their 
treasures to its bosom in fertilizing showers. 


A BACHELOE’S CONFESSIONS. 

“I’ll live a private, pensive single life.” 

—The Collie}' of Croydon, 

I WAS sitting in my room, a morning or two since, reading, 
Wlien some one tapped at the door, and Master Simon entered. 
lEIe had an unusually fresh appearance ; he had put on a bright 
green riding-coat, with a bunch of violets in the button-hole, 
and had the air of an old bachelor trying to rejuvenate himself. 
He had not, however, liis usual brislaiess and vivacity ; but 
loitered about the room with somewhat of absence of manner, 
humming the old song— “ Go, lovely rose, tell her that wastes 
her time and me;” and then, leaning agfiinst the window, and 
looking upon the landscape, he uttered a very audible sigh. 
As I had not been accustomed to see Master Simon in a pensive 
mood, I thought there might be some vexation preying on his 
mind, and I endeavoured to introduce a cheerful strain of con- 
versation; but he was not in the vein to follow it up, and pro- 
posed that we should take a walk. 

It was a beautiful morning, of that soft vernal temperatui’e, 
that seems to thaw all the frost out of one’s blood, and to sc^t 
all nature in a ferment. The very fishes felt its iiiiiiieiice ; the 
cautious trout ventured out of his dark hole to seek his mate ; 
the roach and the dace rose up to the surface of the brook to 
bask in the sunshine, and the amorous frog piped from among 
■ the rushes.. If ever an oyster can reaUy faU in love, as has 
been said or sung, it must be on such a morning. 

The weather certainly had its effect even upon Master Bimon, 
for he seemed obstinately bent upon the pensive mood. Instead 
of stepping , briskly along, smacking his dog-whip, whistling 
quaint ditties, or telling sporting anecdotes, he leaned on niy 
arm, and talked, about the approaching nuptials; from whence 
he made several digressions upon the character of womankind, 
touched a little upon the tender passion, and made sundry very 
excellent, though rather trite, observations upon disappoint- 
ments in lOve. It , was evident- that he had something on his 
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mind whicli he wished lo impart, hut felt awkward in ap- 
proaching it. ' I was curious to see to what this strain would 
lead ; hut was determined not to assist Mm. Indeed, I mis- 
chievously pretended to turn the conversation, and talked of 
his usual topics, dogs, horses, and hunting; hut he was very 
brief in his replies, and invariably got hack, hj hook or hy 
crook, into the sentimental vein. 

At length we came to a clump of trees that overhung a whis- 
pering brook, with a rustic bench at their feet. The trees 
were grievously scored with letters and devices, which had 
grown out of all shape and size hy the gro^vth of the hark ; and 
it appeared that this grove had served as a kind of register of 
the family loves from time immemorial. Here Master Simon 
made a pause, pulled up a tuft of flowers, threw them one hy 
one into the water, and at length, turning somewhat abruptly 
upon me, asked me it I had ever been in love. I confess the 
question startled me a httle, as I am not over-fond of making 
confessions of my amorous follies ; and above all, should never 
dream of choosing my friend Master Simon for a confidant. 
He did not wait, however, for a reply; the inquiry was merely 
a prelude to a confession on his own part, and after several 
circumlocutions and whimsical preambles, he fairly dishur- 
thened himself of a very tolerable story of Ms having been 
crossed in love. 

The reader wiU, very probably, suppose that it related to the 
gay widow who jilted him not long since at Doncaster races; — 
no such thing. It was about a sentimental passion that he 
once had for a most beautiful young lady, who wrote poetry 
and played on the harp. He used to serenade her; and, in- 
deed, he described several tender and gallant scenes, in which 
he was evidently picturing Mmself in Ms mind’s eye as some 
elegant hero of romance, though, unfortunately for the tale, I 
only saw him as he stood before me, a dapper little old ])ache- 
lor, with a face like an apple that has dried with the bloom on 
■••■■it. . 

What were the particulars of this tender tale, I have already 
forgotten; indeed, I listened to it with a heart like a very 
pebble-stone, having hard work to repress a smile while Master 
Simon was putting on the amorous swain, uttering every now 
and then a sigh, and endeavouring to look sentimental and 
melancholy. 

AH that I recollect is that the lady, according to his account, 
was certainly a little touched; for she used to accept all the 
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niiisic that he copied for her harp, .and all the patterns that, he 
drew for her dresses; and he began to flatter himself, after a 
long course of delicate attentions, that he was gradually fan- 
ning up a gentle flame in her heart, when she suddenly accept- 
ed the hand of a rich, boisterous, fox-hunting baronet, without 
either music or sentiment, who carried her by storm after a 
fortnight’s courtship. 

. Master Simon could not help concluding by some observation 
about ‘‘modest merit,” and the power of gold over the sex. As 
a remembrance of his passion, he pointed out a heart carved 
on the bark of one of the trees; but ■which, in the process of 
time, had grown out into a large excrescence; and he showed 
me a lock' of her hair, which he wore iii ' a triie-lover’s knot, in 
a largo gold brooch. 

I have seldom met with an old bachelor that had not, at some 
time or other, his nonsensical moment, -when he would become 
tender and sentimental, talk about the concerns of the heart,: 
and have some .confession of a delicate nature to make. Al- 
most every man has ■some little trait of romance in his life,, 
which he looks back to with fondness, and about which he is 
apt to grow garrulous: occasionally. He recollects himself as 
he ivas at the time, young and gamesome ; and forgets that his 
hearers have no other idea of the hero of the tale, but such as 
he may appear at the time of telling it; peradventure, a /with- 
ered, whimsical, spindle-shanked old gentleman. With mar- 
ried men, it is true, AMs is.not.^ so .frecinexitlj the case: their 
amorous romance is apt to decline after marriage ; wdiy, I cannot 
for the life of me imagine; but with a bachelor, though it may 
slumber, it never dies.; , It^ is.,,always liable .to , break out again 
in transient flashes, and never so much as on a spring morning 
in the country ; or on a winter evening when seated in his soli- 
tary chamber, stirring up the- Are and talking of matrimony. 

The moment that Master Simon had gone through his con- 
fession, and, to use the common .phrase, “had made a clean 
. breast of ' it, ” he , became, , .quite .■ Mmself ' again. He , had settled 
the point wMch liad been worrying' his mind, and . doubtless 
considered himself established as a man of sentiment in my 
opinion. Before we had flnished our morning’s ■stroll, he was 
..singing as blithe ' as a .grassho.pper, wMstling to .Ms dogs, and 
telling , droll stories; .and I recollect that he , was particularly 
facetious that day at dinner on the subject of matrinioiiy, a;nd 
uttered several excellent Jokes, .not’ to be foimd in.Joe Miller, 
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that made the bride elect blush and look down ; but set all the 
old geiitlemeii at the table in a roar, and absolutely brought 
tears into the general’s eyes. 


ENGLISH GEAVITY. 

“Merrie England !” — Ancient Phrase. 

Thebe is nothing so rare as for a man to ride Ms hobby ■with- 
out molestation. I find the Squke has not so undisturbed an 
indulgence in his humoui-s as I had imagined; but has been 
repeatedly thwarted of late, and has suffered a kind of well- 
meaning persecution from a Mr. Faddy, an old gentleman of 
some ^veigiit, at least of purse, who has recently moved into 
the neighbourhood. He is a w'orthy and substantial manufac- 
turer, who, having accmnuiated a large fortune by dint of 
steam-engines and sxdnning-jemiies, has retired from business, 
and set up for a country gentleman. He has taken an old 
country-seat, and refitted it ; and painted and plastered it, until 
it looks not unlike his own manufactory. He has been par- 
ticularly careful in mending the walls and hedges, and putting 
up notices of spring-guns and man-traps in every part of his 
X)remises. Indeed, he shows great jealousy about his territorial 
rights, having stopped up a footpath that led across his fields, 
and given wurning, in staring letters, that whoever was found 
trespassing on those grounds would be pros(3Cuted with the 
utmost rigour of the law. He has brought into the country 
with him all the practical maxims of town, and the bustling 
habits of business; and is one of those sensible, useful, prosing, 
troublesome, intolerable old geiitfemen, that go about wearying 
and worrying society with excellent plans for public utility. 

He is very much disposed to be on intimate terms with the 
Squire, and calls on him every now and then, with some pro- 
ject for the good of the neighbourhood, which happens to rim 
diametrically opposite to some one or other of the Squire’s 
peculiar notions; hut which is “too sensible a measure” to bo 
openly opposed. He has annoy ed him excessively, by enforc- 
ing the vagrant laws ; persecuting the gipsies, and endeavour- 
ing to suppress country -wakes and holiday games ; which he 
considers great nuisances, and reprobates as causes of the dead- 
ly ^sin of idleness. 
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■ There is evidently in all this a little of the ostentation of newly- 

acquired consequence ; the tradesman is gradually s welling into 
the aristocrat; and he begins to grow excessively intolerant of 
every thing that is not genteel. He. haS' a great deal to say 
about “ the common i)eople ;” talks much of his park, his pre- 
serves, and the necessity of enforcing the game-laws more 
strictly; and makes frequent use of the phrase, ‘‘the gentry 
of the neighbourhood. ” 

He came to the Hall lately, with a face full of business, that 
he and the Squire, to use his own words, “might lay their 
heads together,” to hit upon some mode of putting a stop to the 
frolicking at the village on the approaching May-day. It 
drew, he said, idle people together from all parts of the neigh- 
bourhood, who spent the day fiddling, dancing, and carousing, 
instead of staying at home to work for their families. 

Now, as the Squire, unluckily, is at the bottom of these May- 
day revels, it may be supposed that the suggestions of the 
sagacious Mr. Faddy w’-ere not received with the best grace in 
the world. It is true, the old gentleman is too courteous to 
show any temper to a guest in his own house ; hut no sooner 
was he gone, than the mdignation of the Squire found vent, at 
having his poetical cohw^ebs invaded by this buzzing, blue- 
bottle fly of tz'affic. In bis warmth, he inveighed against the 
whole race of manufacturers, who, I found, w^ere sore dis- 
turbers of his comfort. ‘ ‘ Six*, ” said he, with emotion, ‘ ‘ it makes 
my heart bleed, to see all our fine streams dammed up, and 
bestrode by cotton-mills; our valleys smoking with steam-en- 
gines, and the din of the hammer and the loom scaring away 
all our rural delight. What’s to become of merry old England, 
when its manor-houses are all turned into manufactories, and 
its sturdy peasantry into pin-makers and stocking-weavers? I 
have looked in vain for merry Sherwood, and all the green- 
wood haunts of Eobin Hood; the vrhole country is covered 
ivith manufacturing towns. I have, stood on the ruins of Dud- 
ley Castle, and looked round, with an aching heart, on wdiat 
were once its feudal domains of verdant and beautiful coun- 
try. Sir, I beheld a mere campus phlegrse; a region of lire; 
reeking wnth coal-pits, and furnaces, and smelting-houses, 
vomiting forth flames and smoke. The pale and ghastly peo- 
ple, toiling among ^dle exhalations, looked more like demons 
than human beings; the clanking wheels and engines, seen 
through the murky atmosphere, looked like instruments of 
torture in this pandemonium. What is to become of the coim- 
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try, mtli these evils ra,iils:ling m its very core ? Sir, these iBaBti- 
facturers v41i be the ruin of our rural manners; they will 
destroy the national character; they will not leave materials 
for a single line of poetry !” 

The Squire is apt to wax eloquent bn such themes; and I 
could hardly help smiling at this wliimsicai lamentation over 
national industry and public improvement. I am told, how- 
ever, that he really grieves at the growing spirit of trade, 
as destroying the charm of life. He considers every new 
shorthand mode of doing things, as an tni’oad of snug sordid 
method; and thinks that this whl soon become a mere matter- 
of-fact world, where life will be reduced to a mathematical cal- 
culation of conveniences, and every thing will be done by 
steam. 

He maintains, also, that the nation has declined in its free 
and joyous spirit, in proportion as it has turned its attention to 
commerce and manufactures; and that,' in old times, when 
England was an idler, it was also a merrier little island. In 
support of this opinion, he adduces the frequency and splen- 
dour of ancient festivals and merry-makings, and the hearty 
spirit with which they were kept up by all classes of people. 
His memory is stored with the accounts given by Stow, in his 
Survey of London, or the holiday revels at the inns of court, 
the Christmas mummeries, and the masquings and bonfires 
about the streets. London, he says, in those days, resembled 
the continental cities in its picturesque manners and amuse- 
ments. The court used to dance after dinner, on public occa- 
sions. After the coronation dinner of Eichard II. for example, 
the king, the prelates, the nobles, the knights, and the rest of 
the company, danced in Westminster Hall to the music of the 
minstrels. The example of the court was followed by the inid*- 
dling classes, and so down to the lowest, and the whole nation 
was a dancing, jovial nation. He quotes a lively city picture 
of the times, given by Stow, which resembles the lively scenes 
one may often see in the gay city of Paris ; for he tells us that on 
holidays after evening prayers, the maidens in London used to 
assemble before the door, in sight of their masters and dames, 
and while one played on a timbrel, the others danced for gar- 
lands, hanged athwart the street. 

“Where will we meet with such merry groups now-a-clays?’’ 
the Squire will exclaim, shaking his head mournfully;-- “and 
then as to the gayety that prevailed in dress throughout ah 
ranks of society, and made the very streets so fine and pictur- 
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esqiie: ‘I liave myself,’ says Gervaise Markliam, ‘met an ordi- 
nary tapster in Ms silk stockings, garters deep fringed mtk 
gold lace, the rest of kis apparel suitable, -with cloak lined with 
velvet! ’ Nasbe, too, who wrote in 1598, exclaims at the finery 
nf the nation: ‘England, the player’s stage of gorgeous attire, 
the ape of all nations’ superfluities, the continual masquer in 
outlandish habiliments. ’ ” 

Buell are a few of the authorities quoted by the Sqiiii’e, by 
way of contrasting what he suiiposes to have been the former 
vivacity of the nation with its present monotonous character. 
“John Bull,” he will say, “was then a gay cavalieiy with Ms 
sword by Ms side and a feather in his cap ; but he is now a plod- 
ding citizen, in snuff-coloured coat and gaiters.” 

By the by, there really appears to have been some change in 
the national chaiucter, since the days of w- hich the Squire is so 
fond of talking; fhose days when this little island acquired its 
favouiite old title of ‘ ‘ merry Eiigiand. ” This may be attributeSi 
in pa.rt to the gi*o'wing hardships of the times, and , the necessity 
of tuiiiing the ^Ndioie attention to the means of subsistence; but 
England’s gayest customs prevailed at times when her common 
people enjoyed comparatively few of the comforts and conveni- 
ences that they do at present. It may be still more attributed 
to the univei’sal spirit of gain, and the calculating halhts. that 
commerce has introduced; but I am inclined to attribute it 
chiefly to the gradual increase of the liberty of the subject, and 
the growing freedom and activity of opinion. 

A free people are apt to be grave and thoughtful. They have 
high and important matters to occupy their minds. They feel 
that it is their right, their interest, and their duty, to mingle in 
public concerns, and to watch over the general welfare. The 
continual exercise of the mind on political topics gives iiitenser 
habits of thinking, and a more serious and earnest demeanour. 

A nation becomes less gay, but more intellectually active nml 
vigorous. It evinces less play of the fancy, but more pcorer ei: 
the imagination; less taste and elegance, but more grandeur of 
mind; less animated vivacity, but deeper enthusiasm. 

It is when men are shut out of the regions of manly thought, • 
by a despotic government; when every grave and lofty theme 
is rendered perilous to discussion and almost to reflection; it is 
then that they turn to the safer occupations of taste and a.-muse- 
ment; trifles rise to importance, and occupy the craving ac- 
tivity of intellect. No being is more void of care and reflection 
than the ■ slave *, none dances more gayly, in Ms intervals of 
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labour; but make liiin free, give him rights and iiitorests to 
guard, and he becomes thoughtful and laborious. 

The French are a gayer people than the English. Why? 
Partly from temperament, perliaps; but great!}’- because they 
have been accustomed to govermnents which surrounded the 
free exercise of thought with danger, and where he only -was 
safe who shut his eyes and ears to public events, and enjoyed 
the passing pleasure of the day. Within late years, they liave 
had more opportunity of exei*cising their minds; and within 
late years, the national character has essentially changed. 
Never did the French enjoy such a degree of freedom as they 
do at this moment ; and at this moment the French are com- 
paratively a grave people. 


GIPSIES. 

What’s that to absolute freedom; such a,s the very beggars have; to feast and 
revel here to-day. and yonder to-morrow; next day where they please; and .so on 
still, IVie whole country or kingdom over? Tliere’s liberty ! the birds of the air can 
take no move.— Jovial Crew. 

Since the meeting with the gipsies, which I have related in 
a former paper, I have observed several of them haunting the 
purlieus of the Hall, in spite of a positive interdiction of the 
Squire. They are part of a gang that has long kept about this 
neighbourhood, to the great annoyance of the farmers, whose 
poultry-yards often suffer from their nocturnal invasions. 
They are, however, in some measure pati‘onized by the Squire, 
who considers the race as belonging to the good old times; 
which, to confess the private truth, seem to have ahouiided 
with good-for-nothing characters. 

This roving crew is called “Starlight Tom’s Gang,” from the 
name of its chieftain, a notoidous poacher. I have heard re- 
peatedly of the misdeeds of this “minion of the moon;” for 
every midnight depredation that takes place in park, or fold, 
or farm-yard, is laid to his charge. Starlight Tom, in fact, 
answers to his name; he seems to walk in darkness, and, like a 
fox, to be traced in the morning by the miseiiief he has done. 
He reminds me of that fearful personage in the nursery rhyme : 

Who goes round the house at night? 

None but bloody Tom ! 

Who steals all tlie sheep at nfghtf 
None but one by one ! 
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In shoiii, StarligM Tom is the scapegoat of the neighbourhood, 
but so cimiiing and adroit, that thex’o is no detecting him. Old 
Christy and the game-keeper have 'watched many a night, in 
hopes of entrapping him; and Christy often patrols the park 
with his dogs, for the purpose, but all in vain. It is said that 
the Squire wanks hard at his misdeeds, having an iiidiilgent 
feeling to-wards the vagabond, because of liis being very expert 
at all kinds of games, a great shot with the cross-bow, and the 
best morris-dancer in the country. 

The Squire also suffers the gang to lurk unmolested about 
the skirts of his estate, on condition that they do not come 
about the house. The approacliing wedding,* however, has 
made a kind of Saturnalia at the HaU, and has caused a sus- 
pension of all sober rule. It has produced a great sensation 
throughout the female part of the household ; not a housemaid 
but dreams of wedding favoiii’s, and has a husband running in 
her head. Such a time is a harvest for the gipsies : there is a 
imblic footpath leading across one jxart of the park, by which 
they have free ingress, and they are continually liovering 
about t]}.e grounds, telling the servant-girls’ fortunes, or getting 
smuggled in to the young ladies. 

I believe the Oxonian amuses himself very much by furnish- 
ing them wdth hints in private, and be-wildering all the weak 
brains in the house -wnth their wonderful revelations. The 
general certainly was very much astonished by the communi- 
cations made to him the other e%^ening by the gipsy girl : he 
kept a wary silence towards us on the subject, and affected to 
treat it lightly ; but I have noticed that he has since redoubled 
his attentions to Lady Lillycraft and her dogs. 

I have seen also Phoebe Wilkins, the housekeeper’s pretty 
and love-sick niece, holding a long conference wdtli one of these 
old sibyls behind a large tree in the avenue, and often looking 
round to see that she was not observed. I make no doubt that 
she was endeavouring to get some favourable aii^^-iry about thc^ 
result of her love-quarrel with young Ready-Money, as oracles 
have always been more consulted on love affairs than upon 
any thing else. I fear, however, that in this instance tlie re- 
sponse -was not so favourable as usual; for I perceived poor 
Plioebe returning pensively to^wards. the house, her head liang- 
ing dowui, her hat in her hand, and the riband trailing along 
the ground. 

At another time,.:aS'I tumed.'a corner .Gf a terrace, at the 
bottom of the garden, just .by. a clump of ...trees, and a large 
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stone urn, I came upon a- bevy of the young girls of the family, 
attended by this same Phoebe Willdns. I was at a loss to 
comprehend the meaning of their blushing and giggling, and 
their apparent agitation, until I saw the red cloak of a gipsy 
vanishing among the shrubbery. A few moments after, I 
caught sight of Master Simon and the Oxonioii stealing along 
one of tlie walks of tlie garden, chuckling and laughing at their 
successful waggery; ha\dng evidently put the gipsy up to the 
thing, and instructed her what to say. 

After all, there is something strangely pleasing in these tam- 
perings with the future, even where we are convinced of the 
fallacy of the prediction. It is singular how wdilingly the 
mind will half deceive itself, and vdth what a degree of awe 
we will listen to these babblers about futurity. For my part, 
I cannot feel angry with these poor vagabonds, that seek to 
deceive us into bright hopes and expectations. I have always 
been something of a castle-builder, and have foimd my liveliest 
pleasures to arise from the illusions which fancy has cast over 
commonplace realities. As I get on in life, I find it more diffi- 
cult to deceive myself in this delightful manner; and I should 
he thankful to any prophet, however false, that would conjure 
the clouds which hang over futurity into palaces, and all its 
doubtful regions into fairy-land. 

The Squire, who, as I have observed, has a private good-will 
towards gipsies, has suffered considerable annoyance on their 
account. Not that they requite his indulgence with ingrati- 
tude, for they do not depredate very fiagiuntly on his estate; 
hut because their pilferings and misdeeds occasion loud mur- 
murs in the village. I can readily understand the old gentle- 
man’s humour on this point ; I have a great toleration for all 
kinds of vagrant sunshiny existence, and must confess I take a 
pleasure in observing the ways of gipsies. The English, who 
are accustomed to them from childhood, and often suffer from 
their petty depredations, consider them as mere nuisances; 
but I have been very much struck with their peculiarities. I 
like to behold their clear olive complexions, their romantic 
black eyes, their raven locks, their lithe, slender figures ; and 
hear them in low silver tones dealing forth magnificent prom- 
ises of honours and estates, of world’s wealth, and ladies’ love. 

Their mode of life, too, has something in it very fanciful and 
picturesque. They are the free denizens of nature, and main- 
tain a primitive independence, in spite of law and gospel ; of 
eounty gaols and country magistrates. It is curious in see this 
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obstinate adherence to the wild, unsettled habits of savage life 
transmitted from generation to generation, and preserved in 
the midst of one of the most cultivated, populous, and sys- 
tematic countries in the world. They are totally distinct from, 
the busy, thrifty people about them. They seem to be, like 
the Indians of America, either above or below the ordinary 
cares and anxieties of mankind. Heedless of power, of honours, 
of wealth; and indifferent to the fluctuations of times; the rise 
or fall of grain, or stock, or empires, they seem to laugh at the 
toiling, fretting world around them, and to hve according to 
the philosophy of the old song: 

“ Who would ambition shun, 

And loves to lie i’ the sun, 

Seekiug the food he eats, 

. And pleased with what he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hith^; 

Here shall he see 
No enemy, 

But winter and rough weather.” 

In this way, they wander from county to county; keeping 
about the purheiis of villages, or in plenteous neighbourhoods, 
where there are fat farms and rich country-seats. Their en- 
campments are generally made in some beautiful spot— either 
a gi^een shady nook of a road; or on the border of a common, 
under a sheltering hedge; or on the skirts of a fine spreading 
wood. They are always to be found lurking about fairs, and 
races, and rustic gatherings, wherever there is pleasure, and 
throng, and idleness. They are the oracles of milk-maids and 
simple serving-giiis ; and sometimes have even the honour of 
perusing the white hands of gentlemen’s daughters, when 
rambling about their fathers’ grounds. They are the bane of 
good housewives and thiifty farmers, aud odious in the eyes 
of country justices; hut, like all other vagabond beings, they 
have something to commend them to the fancy. They are 
among the last traces, in these matter-of-fact days, of the 
motley population of former times ; and are whimsically asso- 
ciated in my mind with fairies and witches, Robin Goodfellow, 
Robin Hood, and the other fantastical personages of poetry. 
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MAT-DAY CUSTOMS. 

Happy the age, and harmless M'ere the dayes, 

(For then true love and amity was found,) 

When every village did a May -pole raise. 

And Whitsun ales and May-games did abound: 

And all the lusty yonkers in a rout. 

With merry lasses daunc’d the rod about, 

Then friendship to their banquets bi<l the guests, 

And poore men far’d the better for their feasts, 

— PASi^uiL’s Palinodia. 

The month of April has nearly passed aw^ay, and we are fast 
approaching that poetical day, -which was considered, in old 
times, as the boundary that parted the frontiers of mnter and 
summer. With all its caprices, however, I like the month of 
April. I like these laughing and crying days, when sun and 
shade seem to run in billows over the landscape. I like to see 
the sudden showier coursing over the meadow, and giving all 
nature a greener smile ; and the bright sunbeams chasing the 
flying cloud, and turning all its drops into diamoiids. 

I was enjoying a morning of the kind, in company with the 
Squire, in one of the finest parts of the park. We were skirt- 
dng a beautiful grove, and he was giving me a kind of bio- 
graphical account of several of his favourite forest trees, wdien 
he heard the strokes of an axe from the midst of a thick copse. 
The Squire paused and listened, with manifest signs of uneasi- 
ness. He turned his steps in the direction of the sound. Tlie 
strokes grew louder and louder as w^e advanced; there -^vas 
e-vidently a vigorous arm wielding the axe. The Squire quick- 
ened his pace, but in vain; a loud crack, and a succeeding 
crash, told that the mischief had been done, and some child of 
the forest laid low. When we came to the place, "we found 
Master Simon and several others standing about a tall and 
beautifully straight young tree, which had just been felled. 

The Squire, though a man of most harmonious dispositions, 
•was completely put out of tune by this circimistance. He felt 
hke a monarch -witnessing the murder of one of his liege sub- 
jects, and demanded, -with some asperity, the meaning of the 
outrage. It turned out to be an affair of Master Simon’s, wiio 
had selected the tree, from its height and straightness, for a 
May-pole, the old one -which stood on the village green being un- 
fit for fai'ther service. If any thing could have soothed the ire 
of my worthy host, it would have been the reflection that Ms 
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tree liad fallen in so good a cause; and I saw tliat there was a 
great straggle . between Ms fondnessvfor Ms groves, and Ms 
devotion to May-day. He could not contemplate the prostrate 
tree, however, without indulging in lamentation, and making 
a kind of funeral eulogy, like Mark Antony over the body of 
Ca3sar ; and he forbade that any tree should thenceforward be 
cut down on his estate, without a warrant from Mmself ; being 
determined, he said, to hold the sovereign po-wer of life and 
death in Ms own hands. 

This mention of the May-pole struck my attention, and I in- 
quired whether the old customs connected with it were really ^ 
kept up in tMs part of the country. The Squire shook his 
head mournfully; and I f oimd I had touched on one of his 
tender points, for he grew quite melancholy in bewailing the 
total decline of old May-day. Though it is regularly celebrated 
in the neighbouring village, yet it has been merely resuscitated 
by the worthy Squire, and is kept up in a forced state of exist- 
ence at his expense. He meets wdth continual discourage- 
ments; and finds great difficulty in getting the country bump- 
kins to play their parts tolerably. He manages to have every 
year a “Queen of the May;” but as to Robin Hood, Friar Tuck, 
the Dragon, the Hobby-Horse, and all the other motley crew 
that used to enliven the day with their mummery, he has not 
ventured to introduce them. 

Still I looked forward with some interest to the promised 
shadow of old May-day, even though it be but a shadow; and 
I feel more and more pleased with the wdiimsical yet Iiarmless 
hobby of my host, wMch is surroimding him with agreeable 
associations, and making a little world of poetry about liim. 
Brought up, as I have been, in a new country, I may appre- 
ciate too highly the faint vestiges of ancient customs which I 
now and then meet with, and the interest I express in them 
may provoke a smile from those who are negligently suffering 
them to pass away. But with whatever indifference they ma.y 
fee regarded by those “ to the mamier born,” yet in my mind 
the lingering flavour of them imparts a cha.rm to rustic life, 
which iiotMiig else could readfly supply. 

I shall never forget the delight I felt on first seeing a May- 
pole. It was on the banks of the Dee, close fey the picturesque 
old bridge that' stretches across the iiver from the quaint little 
city of Chester. I had already been carried back into former 
days, by the antiquities of that venerable place; the examina- 
tion of which is equal to turning over the pages of a blaek-iet- 
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ter volume, or gazing on the pictures in Froissart. The I^Iay- 
pole on the margin of that poetic stream completed tlie illusion. 
My fancy adoiiied it with wreaths of flowers, and peopled the 
green banlv with ail the dancing revelry of May-day. The 
mere sight of this May-pole gave a glow to my feelings, and 
spread a charm over the coimtry for the rest of the day ; and 
as I traversed a part o£ the fair plain of Cheshire, and the 
beautiful borders of Wales, and looked from among swelling 
hills down a long green valley, through which the Deva 
wound its wizard stream,” my imagination turned all into a 
perfect Arcadia. 

’ Whether it he owing to such poetical associations early in- 
stilled into my mind, or whether there is, as it were, a sym- 
pathetic revival and budding forth of the feelings at this sea- 
son, certain it is, that I always experience, wherever I may be 
placed, a delightful expansion of the heart at the return of 
May. It is said that birds about this time will become restless 
in their cages, as if instinct with the season, conscious of the 
revelry that is going on in the groves, and impatient to break 
from their bondage, and join in the jubilee of the year. In 
like manner I have felt myseK excited, even in the midst of 
the metropolis, when the windows, which had been chm-iishly 
closed all winter, were again throvm open to receive the balmy 
breath of ]\Iay ; when the sweets of the comitry were breathed 
into the town, and flowers were cried about the streets. I have 
considered the treasui*es of flowers thus poimed in, as so many 
missives from nature, inviting us forth to enjoy the vhgin 
beauty of the year, before its freshness is exhaled by the heats 
of sunny summer. 

One can readily imagine what a gay scone it must have been 
in jolly old London, when the doors were decorated with 
flowering branches, when every hat was decked vdth haw- 
thorn, and Eobin Hood, Friar Tuck, Maid Marian, the morris- 
dancers, and all the other fantastic masks and revellers, were 
performing their antics about the May-pole in ever^" pai't of 
the city. 

I am not a bigoted admirer of old times and old custoixts, * 
merely because of their antiquity: but wliile I rejoice. in tho 
decline of many of the rude usages and coarse amusements of 
foimer days, I cannot but regret that this innocent and fanci- 
ful festival has fallen into disuse. It seemed approx)riate to 
this verdant and pastoral country, and calculated to light up 
the too-pervading gravity of the nation. I value every ciis- 
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tom tliat tends to infuse poetical feeling into tlie common peo- 
ple, and to sweeten and soften the rudeness of rustic manners, 
■without destroying their simphcity.^ Indeed, it is to the decline 
of tliis happy simpMcity, that the decline of this custom may 
he traced; and the rural dance on the green, and the homely 
May-day pageant, have gradually disappeared, in proportion as 
the peasantry have become expensive and artificial in them 
pleasures, and too knowing for simple enjoyment. 

Some attempts, the Squire informs me, have been made of 
late years, by men of both taste and learning, to rally back the 
popular feeling to these standards of primitive simphcity ; but 
the time has gone by, the feeling has become chilled by habits 
of gain and traffic, the country apes the manners and amuse- 
ments of the town, and little is heard of May-day at present, 
except from the lamentations of authors, who sigh after it from 
among the brick walls of the city : 

“ For O, for 0, the Hobby-Horse is forgot.** 


VILLAGE WORTHIES. 

Nay, I tell you, I am so well beloved in our town, that not the worst dog in the 
street will hurt my little finger. —Collier of Croydon. 

As the neighbouring village is one of those out-of-the-way, 
but gossiping, little places where a small matter makes a gi'eat 
stir, it is not to be supposed that the approach of a festival^ike 
that of May-day can be regarded with indifference, especially 
since it is made a matter of such moment by the great folks at 
the Hah.. Master Simon, who is the faithful factotum of the 
worthy Squire, and jumps with his humour in every tiling, is 
frequent just now in his visits to the village, to give directions 
fern the impen and as I have taken the • liberty occa- , 

sionally of accompanying Mm, I have been enabled to get some 
insight' into the characters and internal poMtics of this very 
sagacious little community. 

Master Simon is in fact the Csesar of the village. It is true 
the Squire is the protecting power, .hut his factotxini ;is ' the 
active and busy .agent. He intermeddles, in all its concerns, is 
acquainted with all the inhabitants and their domestic history, ' 
gives counsel to the old folks in their business matters, and the 
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young folks in their love affairs, and enjovs the proud satis- 
faction of being a great man in a little -world. 

He is the dispenser, too, of the 8qune s charity, -wMcli is 
bounteous; and, to do Master Simon justice, he performs this 
part of Ms functions with great alacnty. Indeed, I have been 
entertained with the mixture of bustle, importance, and land- 
heartediiess wliich he displays. He is of too vivacious a tem- 
perament to comfort the afllicted by sitting down, moping and 
whining, and blowing noses in concert; but goes wliiskiiig 
about like a sparrow, chirping consolation into every hole and 
corner of the village. I have seen an old woman, in a red cloak, 
hold him for half an hour together with some long phthisical 
tale of distress, which Master Simon listened to with many a 
bob of the head, smack of his dog-whip, and other symptoms of 
impatience, though he afterwards made a most faitiiful and 
circumstantial report of the case to the Squire. I have watched 
him, too, dming one of his pop visits into the cottage of a 
supGrannuated villager, who is a pensioner of the Squire, where 
he fidgeted about the room without sitting down, made many 
excellent off-hand reflections with the old invahd, wdio was 
propped np in Ms chair, about the shortness of life, the cer- 
tainty of death, and the necessity of preparing for ‘Hhat awful 
change ;” quoted several texts of sciipture very incorrectly, but 
much to the edification of the cottager’s wife ; and on coming 
out, pinched the daughtei^’s rosy cheek, and ^vondered what 
was in the young men that such a pretty face did not get a 
husband. 

lie has also Ms cabinet counsellors in the village, with whom 
he is very busy just no\v, preparing for the May-day ceremonies. 
Among these is the village tailor, a pale-faced fello^v, that plays 
the clarionet in the church choir; and, being a great musical 
genius, has frequent meetings of the band at bis house, where 
they make night hideous” by theii* concerts. He is, in conse- 
quence, high in favour with Master Simon; and, through his 
influence, has the making, or rather marring, of all the liveries 
of the Hall ; which generally look as though they had been cut 
out by one of those scientific tailors of the Flying Island of 
Lnputa, who took measure of their customers with a quadrant. 
The tailor, in fact, might rise to be one of the moneyed men of 
the village, were he not rather too prone to gossip, and keep 
holidays, and give concerts, and blow all his substance, real 
and personal, through his clarionet; which literally keeps Mm 
poor, both in body and estate. He has for the present thrown 
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by all Ms regular work, and suffered the breeches of the village 
to go unmade and mimended, while he' is occupied inrnakiiig 
garlands of party-coloured rags, in imitation of flowers, for the 
decoration of the May-pole. ' ■ 

An other of Master Simon’s ■ counsellors is the apothecary, a 
short and rather fat man, with a pair of prominent eyes, that 
diverge like those of a lobster. He is the village "wise man ; 
very sententious, and full of profound remarks on shallow 
subjects. Master Smion often quotes' Ms sayings, and mentions 
Mm as rather an extraordinary man ; and even coimilts him: 
occasionally, in desperate cases of the dogs and horses. Indeed, 
he seems to have been overwhelmed by the apothecary’s philo- 
sophy, wbicli is exactly one- observation deep, - consisting of 
indisputable ma>xii:iis, such as may be gathered from the mottoes 
of tobacco-boxes. I had a specimen of Ms philosophy, in my 
very first conversation with him ; in the course of which he 
observed, ■ with great solemnity and ■ emphasis, that is . a 

compound of wisdom and folly;” upon which Master Simon, 
who had hold ' of my arm, pressed' very hard 'upon it, and 
whispered in niy ear That’s a devilish shrewd remark !” 


THE SCHOOLMASTER 

There be na mos?se stick to the stone of Sisipbus, no grasse hang on the heeles 
of Mercury, no butter cleave on the bread of a traveller. For as the eagle at every 
flight loselli a feather, wliich raaketh her bank! in her age, so tlie traveller in every 
country I oseth some fleece, which niaketh him a, beggar in his youth, b>' buying 
that for a pound which he cannot sell again for a penny— repentance.— Lilly's 
Euphues. 

Among the worthies of the village that enjoy the peculiar 
confidence of Master Simon, is one who has struck my fancy 
so much that I have thought him worthy of a separate notice. 
It is Slingsby, the schoolmaster, a thin, , elderly man, rather 
threadbare and slovenly, somewhat indolent in manner, and 
with an easy, good-humoured, look, not often met with in Ms 
craft. I liave been interested in Ms favour by a few anecdotes 
which I have picked up concerning Mm. 

.He is a .native of the .village, and was ,a. contemporary and 
playmate of Eeady-Money Jack in the days, .of' their '.boyhood. 
Indeed, they carried .on a .kind of .' league of mutual good 
offices, Slingsby was rather puny, .and withal somewhat of a 
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coward, "but very apt at liis learning; Jack, ontlie contrary, 
was a bully-boy out of doors, but a sad laggard at liis books. 
Siiiigsby helped Jack, therefore, to all his lessons ; Jack fought 
all Sliiigsby’s battles ; and they were insei3arable friends. This 
mutual kindness continued even after they left the school, 
notwithstanding the dissimilarity of their characters. Jack 
took to ploughing and reaping, and prepared himself to till his 
paternal acres ; while the other loitered negligently on in the 
path of learning, until he ^penetrated even into the confines of 
Latin and mathematics. 

Ill an unlucky hour, however, he took to reading voyages 
and travels, and was smitten -with a desire to see the world. 
This desire increased upon him as he grew up ; so, early one 
bright, sunny morning, he put all his effects in a knapsack, 
slung it on Ms hack, took staff in hand, and called in his way to 
take leave of Ms early schoolmate. Jack was just going out 
with the plough : the friends shook hands over the farm-house 
gate; Jack drove his team a-field, and Slingsby whistled, 

‘ ‘ Over the hiUs and far awmy, ” and sallied forth gayly to * ‘ seek 
his fortune.” 

Years and years passed by, and young Tom Slingsby was 
forgotten ; when, one mellow Sunday afternoon in autumn, a 
thin man, somewhat advanced in hfe, with a coat out at elbows, 
a pair of old nankeen gaiters, and a few things tied in a hand- 
kercMef and slung on the end of a stick, was seen loitering 
through tlie village. He appeared to regard several houses 
attentively, to peer into the windows that were open, to eye 
the villagers wistfully as they returned from church, and then 
to pass some time in the church-yard reading the tombstones. 

At length he found his way to the farm-house of Ready- 
Money Jack, but paused ere he attempted the wicket; contem- 
plating the ]picture of substantial independence befoi^e him. In 
the poi’ch of the house sat Ready-Money Jack, in his Sunday 
dress ; wiih. Ms hat upon his head, Ms pipe in his mouth, and 
Ms tankard before him, the monarch of all he surveyed. 
Beside him lay his fat house-dog. The varied sounds of poul- 
try were heard from the well-stocked farm-yard; the bees 
hummed from their Mves in the garden ; the cattled lowed in 
the rich meadow; while the crammed barns and ample stacks 
bore proof of an abundant harvest. 

The stranger opened the gate and advanced dubiously toward 
the house. The mastiff growled at the sight of the suspicious- 
looking intruder; but was immediately silenced by Ms master, 
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wlio, taking Ills pipe from Ms moutli, awaited with inquiring 
aspect the address of this equivocal personage. The stranger 
eyed old Jack for a moment, so portly in his dimensions, and 
decked out in gorgeous apparel; then cast a glance upon Ms 
own thread-bare and starveling condition, and the scanty 
bundle which he held in Ms hand; then glMng his shrunk 
waistcoat a twitch to make it meet its receding waistband, 
and casting another look, half sad, haM humorous, at the sturdy 
3 ’eoman, “ I suppose, ” said he, ^‘Mr. Tibbets, you have forgot 
old times and old playmates.” 

The latter gazed at Mm with scrutinizing look, but acknowl- 
edged that he had no recollection of Mm. 

Like enough, like enough,” said the stranger, “every body 
seems to have forgotten poor Slingsby 1” 

“ Why, no, sure! it can’t be Tom Slingsby?” 

“Yes, but it is, though !” replied the stranger, shaking Ms 
head. # 

Eeady-Money Jack was on his feet in a twinkling, thrust out 
his hand, gave Ms ancient crony the gripe of a giant, and 
slapping the other hand on a bench, “ Sit down there,’* cried he, 
“ Tom Slingsby 1” 

A long conversation ensued about old times, wMle Slingsby 
was regaled with the best cheer that the farm«house afforded; 
for he was hungry as well as wayworn, and had the keen 
appetite of a poor pedestrian. The early pla^rmates then 
talked over their subsequent lives and adventures. Jack 
had but little to relate, and was never good at a long stoiy. 
A prosperous life, passed at home, has liMe incident for narra- 
tive; it is only poor devils, that are tossed about the world, 
tliat are the true heroes of story. Jack had stuck by the 
paternal farm, followed the same plough that Ms forefathers 
had driven, and had waxed richer and richer as he grew older. 
As to Tom. Slingsby, he was an exempMcation of the old 
proverb, “a rolling stone gathers no moss.” He had sought 
his fortune about the world, without ever finding it, being a 
thing oftener found at home than abroad. He had been in all 
kinds of situations, and had learned a dozen different modes 
of making a living; but bad found his way back to his native 
village rather |)oorer than when he left it, his knapsack having 
dwindled down to a scanty bundle. 

As luck would have it, the Squire i/m passing by the farm- 
house that very ■. 'evening,- andmallod ’Chere, ' as iS' ' often Ms 
custom. He fo.und the .two' ;Schooifnates,. still gossiping in the 
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poreli, and according to the good old Scottish song, taking a 
cup of kindness yet, for auld lang syne.” The Squire was 
struck by the contrast in appearance and fortunes of these 
early playmates. Eeady-Money Jack, seated in lordly state, 
surrounded by the good things of this life, with golden guineas 
hanging to Iiis very watch-chain, and the poor pilgrim 
Blingsby, thin as a weasel, with all his worldly effects, Ms 
bundle, hat, and walking-sta:ff, lying on the ground beside 
Mm. 

The good Squire’s heart warmed towards the luckless cosmo- 
polite, for he is a little prone to like such half-vagrant charac- 
ters. He cast about in his mind how he should contrive once 
more to anclior Blingsby in his native village. Honest Jack 
had already offered Mm a present shelter under his roof, 
in spite of the hints, and winks, and half remonstiunces 
of the sM*owd Dame Tibbets; but how to provide for Ms 
perm^inent maintenance, was the question. Luckily the Squire 
bethought himself that the village school was without a 
teacher. A little fimther conversation coiiMiiced him that 
Blingsby was as fit for that as for any thing else, and in a day 
or two he was seen swaying the rod of empire in the very 
school-house where he had often been horsed in the days of Ms 
boyhood. 

Here he has remained for several years, and, being honoured 
by the countenance of the Squire, and the fast frienclsMp of 
Mr. Tibbets, he has gro'^vn into much importance aiid conside- 
ration in the village. I am told, however, that he still shows, 
now and then, a degree of restlessness, and a disposition to 
rove abroad again, and see a little more of the world ; an incli- 
nation wMcli seems particularly to haunt him about spring- 
time. There is nothing so difficult to conquer as the vagrant 
humour, when once it has been fully indulged. 

Since I have heard these anecdotes of poor Blingsby, I have 
more than once mused upon the picture pi*esented him and 
his schoolmate, Beady-Money Jack, on their coming together 
again after so long a separation. It is difficult to determine 
between lots in life, where each one is attended with its peculiar 
discontents. He who never leaves his home repines at Ms 
monotonous existence, and envies the traveller, whose life is a 
constant tissue of wonder and adventure; while he who is 
tossed about the world, looks back with many a sigh to the 
safe and quiet shore which he has abandoned. I cannot help 
tMnking, however, that the man that stays at home, and cul- 
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tivates tlie comforts and pleasures daily springing up around 
him, stands the best chance for lia.ppines>s. There is notliing so 
fascinating to a young mind as the idea of travelling; and there 
is very witt^hcraft in the old phrase found in* every nursery 
tale, of ‘ ‘ going to seek one’s fortune. ” A continual change of 
j^lace, and change of object, promises a continual succession of 
adventure and gratiiication of curiosity. But there is a limit 
to ail our enjoyments, and every desire bears its death in its very 
gratiiication. Curiosity languishes under repeated stiimilaiits, 
novelties cease to excite surprise, until at length we cannot 
wonder even at a miracle. 

He -^^^ho has sallied forth into the world, like poor Slingsby, 
full of sunny anticipations, finds too soon how different the dis- 
tant scene becomes when visited. The smooth place rougliens 
as he approaches ; the wild place becomes tame and barren ; the 
fairy tints that beguiled Mm on, still fiy to the distant Mil, or 
gather upon the land he has left beMnd ; and every part of the 
landscape seems greener than the spot he stands on. 


THE SCHOOL. 

But to come down from great men and higher matters to my little children and 
poor schooldiouse again: I will, God willing, go forward orderly, as I x>nrposed, to 
instruct children and young men both for learning and manners.—RoGER Ascham. 

Having given the reader a slight sketch of the village school- 
master, he may be cimous to learn something concerning his 
school. As the Squire takes much interest in the education of 
the neighbouring children, he put into the hands of the teacher, 
on first installing Mm in office, a copy of Eoger Aseham's 
Schoolmaster, and advised him, moreover, to con over that 
portion of old Peaciiam which treats of the duty of masters, 
Qiid which condemns the favourite method of makingboys wise 
by flagellation. 

He exhorted Slingsby not to bimk down or depress the free 
spirit _ of the boys, by harshness and slavish fear, but to lead 
them freely and joyously on in the path of knowledge, making 
it pleasant and desirable in their eyes. He wished to seethe 
youth trained up in the manners and ..habitudes of the peasantry 
of the good old times, and thus, to lay ,a foundation for the 
accompiishmentof Ms favoiflteebject,' the revival of old English 
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customs and characte^r. He recommended that all the ancient 
holidays should be observed, and that the sports of the boys, in 
their hours of play, should be regulated according to the 
standard authorities laid down in Strutt, a copy of whose 
invaluable work, decorated with plates, was deposited in the 
sehool-liouse. Above all, he exhorted the pedagogue to abstain 
from the use of birch, an instrument of instruction which the 
good Squire regards with abhorrence, as fit only for the coercion 
of brute natures that cannot be reasoned with. 

Ivlr. Slingsby has followed the Squii‘e\s instructions, to the 
best of his disposition and abilities. He never flogs the boys, 
because he is too easy, good-humoured a creature to inflict pain 
on a worm.. He is bountiful in holidays, because he loves holi- 
days himself, and has a sympathy with the urchins’ impatience of 
confinement, from having divers times experienced its irksome- 
ness during the time that he was seeing the world. As to 
sports and pastimes, the boys are faithfiiliy exercised in all that 
are on record, quoits, races, prison-bars, tipcat, trap-ball, bandy- 
ball, '^vrestiing, leaping, and what not. The only misfortune 
is, that having banished the birch, honest Slingsby lias not 
studied Eoger Aseham sufficiently to find out a substitute; or 
rather, he has not the management in Ms nature to apply one ; 
his school, therefore, though one of the happiest, is one of the 
most unruly in the country ; and never was a pedagogue irxore 
liked, or less heeded by Ms disciples, than Slingsby. 

He has lately taken a coadjutor worthy of Mmself, being 
another stray sheep that has returned to the village fold. 
Tills is no other than the son of the musical tailor, who had 
bestowed some cost upon Ms education, hoping to see Mm one 
day arrive at the dignity of an exciseman, or at least of a parish 
clerk. The lad grew up, however, as idle and musical as Ms 
father ; and, being captivated by the drum and fife of a rocruit- 
iiig party, he followed them off to the army. He returned 
not long since, out of money, and out at the elbows, the 
prodigal son of the village. He remained for some time loung- 
ing about the place in half -tattered soldier’s dress, with a 
foraging-cap on one side of his head, jerking stones across the 
brook, or loitering about the tavern-door, a burthen to bis 
father, and regarded with great coldness by all warm house- 
holders. 

Something, however, drew honest Slingsby toivards the 
youth. It might be the kindness he bore to Ms father, who is 
one of the schoohnaster’s great cronies; it might be that secret 
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gympatlij whicli draws men of vagrant propensities towards 
each other; for there is something truly magnetic in the 
vagahond feeling ; or it might be, that he remembered the time 
when he himself had come back, like this youngster, a wreck, 
to his native place. At any rate, whatever the motive, Slingsby 
drew towards the youth. They had many conversations in the 
village tap-room about foreign parts and the various scenes and 
places they had witnessed during their wayfaring about the 
world. The more Slingsby talked with him, the more he found 
him to his taste ; and finding him almost as learned as himself, 
he forthwith engaged him as an assistant, or usher, in the 
school. Under such admirable tuition, the school, as may be 
supposed, fiourishes apace ; and if the scholars do. not become 
versed in all the holiday accomplishments of the good old times, 
to the Squire’s heart’s content, it will not be the fault of their 
teachers. The prodigal son has become almost as popular 
among the boys as the pedagogue himself. His mstr uctions are 
not hmited to school hours ; and having inherited the musical 
taste and talents of his father, he has bitten the whole school 
with the mania. He is a great hand at beating a drum, -which 
is often heard rumbling from the rear of the school-house. He 
is teaching half the boys of the village, also, to play the fife, 
and the pandean pipes ; and they weary the whole neighbour- 
hood with their vague pipings, as they sit perched on stiles, or 
loitering about the barn-doors in the evenings. Among the 
other exercises of the school, also, he has introduced the ancient 
art of archery, one of the. Squire’s favourite themes, with such 
success, that the whipstei's roam in truant bands about the 
neighbourhood, practising with their bows and arrows upon the 
birds of the air, and the beasts of the field ; and not unf requently 
making a foray into the Squire’s domains, to the great indigna 
tion of the gamekeepers. In a word, so completely are the 
ancient English customs and habits cultivated at this school, 
that I should not be surprised if the Squire should live to see 
one of Ms poetic visions realized, and a brood reared up, 
•worthy successors to Eobin Hood and Ms merry gang of out- 
laws. ; 
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A VILLAGE POLITICIAN. 

I am a vogue if I do not think I was designed for the helm of state; l am so full of 
nimble stratagems, that I should have ordered affairs, and carried it against the 
stream of a faction, with as much ease as a skiiiper would laver against the wind. 

— Gohlins. 

^ IiT one of my visits to the village with Master Simon, he pro- 
posed that we should stop at tho inn, wliich he washed to show 
me, as a specimen of a real country inn, the head-quarters of 
village gossips. I had remarked it before, in my perambu- 
lations about the place. It has a deep, old-fashioned porch, 
leading into a large bail, which serves for tap-room and travel- 
lers’-room; having a wide fire-place, wdth high-hacked settles on 
each side, where the wise men of the ^dllage gossip over their 
ale, and hold their sessions during the long muter evenings. 
The landlord is an easy, indolent fellow, shaped a little like one 
of his own beer-barrels, and is apt to stand gossiping at Ms 
door, with his wig on one side, and his hands in Ms pockets, 
whilst his wife and daughter attend to customers. His wife, 
however, is fully competent to manage the establishment; and, 
indeed, from long habitude, iMes over all the foequenters of 
the tap-room as completely as if they were her dependants in- 
stead of her patrons. Not a veteran ale-bibber but pays homage 
to her, having, no doubt, been often in her arrears. I have 
already hinted that she is on very good terms with Eeady- 
Money Jack. He was a sweetheart, of hers in eaily life, and 
has always countenanced the tavern on her account. Indeed, 
he is quite the ‘‘cock of the walk” at the tap-room. 

As we approached the inn, we heard some one talking mth 
great volubility, and distinguished the ominous words, ‘ ‘ taxes, ” 
“poors rates,” and “agricultural distress.” It proved to be a 
tMn, loquacious fellow, who had penned the landlord up in one 
comer of the porch, with Ms hands in his pockets as usual, 
Hstemng with an air of the most vacant acquiescence. 

The sight seemed to have a curious effect on Master Simon, as 
he squeezed my arm, and, altering his course, sheered wide of 
the porch, as though he had not had any idea of entering. TMs 
evident evasion induced me to notice the orator more particu- 
larly. Ho was meagi^e, but active in Ms make, with a long, 
pale, bilious face ; a black beard, so ill-shaven as to bloody his 
shirt-collar, a feverish eye, and a hat sharpened up at the sides, 
into a most pragmaticM shape. He had a newspaper in his 
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Ibtaiid, and seemed to be commenting on its contents, to the 
thorough conviction of mine host. 

At sight of Master Simon, the landlord was evidently a little 
fluiTied, and began to rub his hands, edge away from liis cor- 
ner, and make several profound publican bows; while the 
orator took no other notice of my companion than to talk 
rather louder than before, and with, as I thought, something of 
an ail' of defiance. Master Simon, however, as I have before 
said, sheered off from the porch, and passed on, pressing my 
arm within his, and whispering^ as we got by, in a tone of awe 
and horror, That’s a radical! he reads Cohhettl” 

I endeavoured to get a more particular account of him from 
my companion, hut he seemed unwilling even to talk about 
him, answering only in general terms, that he was “a cursed 
busy fellow, that had a confounded trick of talking, and was 
apt to bother one about the national debt, and such nonsense 
from which I suspected that Master Simon had been rendered 
wary of him by some accidental encounter on the field of argu- 
ment ; for these radicals are continually roving about in quest 
of wordy warfare, and never so happy as when they can tilt a 
gentleman logician out of his saddle. 

On subsequent inquiry, my suspicions have been confirmed. 

I find the radical has but recently found his way into the village, 
where he threatens to commit fearful devastations with his 
doctrines. He has already made two or three complete con- 
vert^ or new lights; has shaken the faith of several others; 
and has grievously puzzled the brains of many of the oldest 
villagers, who had never thought about politics, or scarce any 
thing else, during their whole lives. 

He is lean and meagre from the constant restlessness of mind 
and body ; worrying about with newspapers and pamphlets in 
his pockets, which he is ready to pull out on all occasions. He 
has shocked several of the staunchest viQagers, by talking 
lightly of the Squire and his family; and hinting that it would 
be better the park shoxild be cut into small farms and kitchen- 
gardens, or feed good mutton instead of worthless deer. 

He is a great thorn in the side of the Squire, who is sadly 
afraid that he will introduce politics into the village, and turn 
it into an unliappy, thinking community. He is a still gi^eater 
grievance to Master Simon, who has hitherto been able to sway 
the political opinions of the place, without much cost of learn- 
ing or logic ; but has been much puzzled of late to weed out the 
doubts and heresies already sown by this champion of reform. 
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Indeed, the latter has taken complete command at the tap-room 
of the tavern, not so much because he has convinced, as be- 
cause he has out-talked all the old-established oracles. The 
apothecary, with all his philosophy, was as nought before Mm. 
He has convinced and converted the landlord at least a dozen 
times; who, how^ever, is liable to be convinced and converted 
the other way, by the next person with whom he talks. It is 
true the radical has a violent antagonist in the landlady, who is 
vehemently loyal, and thoroughly devoted to the king, Master 
Simon, and the Squire. She now and then comes out upon the 
reformer with all the fierceness of a cat-o’-mountain, and does 
not spare her own soft-headed husband, for listening to what 
she terms such “low-lived politics.” What makes the good 
woman the more violent, is the perfect coolness with wliich the 
radical listens to her attacks, drawing Ms face up into a pro- 
voldng supercilious smile ; and when she has talked herself out 
of breath, quietly asking her for a taste of her home-brewed. 

The only person that is in any way a match for this redoubt- 
able politician, is Eeady-Money Jack Tibbets, who maintains 
Ms stand in the tap-room, in defiance of the radical and all his 
works. Jack is one of the most loyal men in the country, 
without being able to reason about the matter. He has that 
admirable quality for a tough arguer, also, that he never knows 
when he is beat. He has half-a-dozen old maxims which lie ad- 
vances on all occasions, and though his antagonist may ovex’tum 
them never so often, yet he always brings them anew to the 
field. He is hke the robber in Ariosto, who, though his head 
might be cut off half-a-himdred times, yet whipped it on Ms 
shoulders again in a twinkling, and returned as sotmd a man 
as ever to the charge. 

Whatever does not square with Jack’s simple and obvious 
creed, he sets down for “French politics;” for, notwithstand- 
ing the peace, he cannot be persuaded that the French are not 
stni laying plots to ruin the nation, and to get hold of the Bank 
of England. The radical attempted to overwhelm Mm, ono 
day, by a long passage from a newspaper; but Jack neither 
reads nor believes in newspapers. In reply, he gave him ono 
of the stanzas wMch he has by heart from Ms favourite, and 
indeed only author, old Tusser, and wMch he calls Ms Groldcn 
Rules: 

Leave princes’ affairs tinclescantecl on, 

And tend to snch. doings as stand thee upon; 

Fear God, and offend not the king: nor his laws, 

And keep thyself out of the magistrate’s claws. 
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When Tibbets had pronounced this with great emphasis, he 
pulled out a weli-hlled leathern purse, took out a handful of 
gold and silver, paid his score at the bar with great punctual- 
ity, returned his money, piece by piece, into his pui’se, his 
purse into his pocket, which he buttoned up; and then, giving 
his cudgel a stout thump upon the floor, and bidding the radi- 
cal ‘'good-morning, sir!” with the tone of a man who con- 
ceives he has completely done for his antagonist, he walked 
with lion-like gravity out of the house. Two or tiiree of Jack’s 
admirers who were present, and had been afraid to take the 
field themselves, looked upon this as a perfect triumph, and 
winked at each other when the radical’s back was turned. 
“Ay, ay!” said mine host, as soon as the radical was out of 
hearing, “let old Jack alone; I’ll warrant he’ll give him his 
own!” 


THE HOOKEEY. 

But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime 
In still repeated circles, screaming loud; 

The jay, the pie, and e’en the boding owi, 

That hails the lising moon, have charms for me.—Co'WPBR. 

In' a grove of tail oaks and beeches, that crowns a terrace- 
walk, just on the vskirts of the ^ garden, is an ancient iwkery, 
which is one of the most important provinces in the Squire’s 
rural domains. The old gentleman sets great store by his 
rooks, and will not suffer one of them to be killed: in con- 
sequence of which, they have increased amazingly: the ti’ee- 
t ops are loaded with their nests; they have encroached upon 
the great avenue, and have even established, in times long 
past, a colony among the elms and pines of the church-yard, 
which, like other distant colonies, has already thrown off 
allegiance to the mother country. 

The rooks are looked up by the Squire as a very ancient and 
honourable line of gentry, highly aristocratical in their notions, 
fond of place, and attached to church and state; as their build- 
ing so loftily, keeping about churches and cathedrals, and in 
the venerable groves of old castles and manor-houses, suffi- 
ciently manifests. The good opinion thus expressed by the 
Squire put me upon observing more narrowly these very re- 
spectable birds, for I confess, to my shame, I had been apt to 
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confound them with their cousins-german the crows, to whom, 
at the first glance, they bear so great a family resemblance. 
Nothing, it seems, could be more unjust or injurious than such 
a mistake. The rooks and crows are, among the feathered 
tribes, what the Spaniards and Portuguese are among nations, 
the least loving, in consequence of their neighbourhood and 
similarity. The rooks are old established housekeepers, high- 
minded gentlefolk, that have had their hereditary abodes time 
out of mind ; but as to the poor crows, they are a kind of vaga- 
bond, predatory, gipsy race, roving about the country without 
any settled home; “their hands are against every body, and 
every body’s against them;” and they are gibbeted in every 
corn-field. Master Simon assures me that a female rook, that 
should so far forget herself as to consort with a crow, would 
inevitably bo disinherited, and indeed would be totally dis- 
carded by all her genteel acquaintance. 

The Squire is very watchful over the interests and concerns 
of his sable neighbours. As to Master Simon, he even pretends 
to know many of them by sight, and to have given names to 
them; he points out several, which he says are old heads of 
families, and compares them to worthy old citizens, before- 
hand in the world, that wear cocked hats, and silver buckles 
in their shoes. Notwithstanding the protecting benevolence of 
the Squire, and their being residents in his empire, they seem 
to acknowledge no allegiance, and to hold no intercourse or 
intimacy. Their airy tenements are built almost out of the 
reach of gun-shot ; and, notwithstanding their vicinity to the 
Hall, they maintain a most reserved and distrustful shyness of 
mankind. 

There is one season of the year, however, which brings all 
birds in a manner to a level, and tames the pride of the loftiest 
high-tlyer— 'WMch is the season of building their nests. This 
takes place early in the spring, when the forest trees first begin 
to show their buds; the long, withy ends of the branches to 
turn green; when the wild strawberry,, and other herbage of 
the sheltered woodlands, put forth their tender and tinted 
leaves ; and the daisy and the primrose peep from under the 
hedges. At this time there is a general bustle among the feath- 
ered tribes; an incessant fluttering ahoiit, and a cheerful chirp- 
ing; indicative, like the germination of the vegetable world, 
of the reviving life and fecundity of the year. 

It is then that the rooks forget their usual stateliness and 
their shy and lofty habits. Instead of keeping up in the high 
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regions of tlie air, s winging on tne breezy tree-tops, and look- 
ing down TOtb sovereign contempt upon the humble crawlers 
upon earth, they are fain to throw off for a time the dignity of 
the gentleman, to come down to the ground, and put on the 
pains-taldng and industrious character of a labourer. They 
now lose their natural shyness, become fearless and familiar, 
and may be seen plying about in all directions, with an air of 
great assiduity, in search of building materials. Every now 
and then your path will be crossed by one of these busy old 
gentlemen, worrying about with awkward gait, as if troubled 
with the gout, or with corns on his toes, casting about many a 
prying look, turning down first oile eye, then the other, in 
earnest consideration, upon every straws he meets with; until, 
espying some mighty twig, large enough to make a rafter for 
his air-castle, he will seize upon it wuth avidity, and hurry 
away with it to the tree-top; fearing, apparently, lest you 
should dispute with him the invaluable i>rize. • 

Like other castle-builders, these airy architects seem rather 
fanciful in the materials wuth which they build, and to like 
those most which come from a distance. Thus, though there 
are abundance of dry twigs on the surrounding trees, yet they 
never think of making use of them, but go foraging in distant 
lands, and come sailing home, one by one, from the ends of the 
earth, each hearing in his bill some precious piece of timber. 

Nor must I avoid mentioning what, I grieve to say, rather 
derogates from the grave and honourable character of these 
ancient gentlefolk; that, during the architectural season, they 
ai^e subject to gTeat dissensions among themselves; that they 
make no scruple to defraud and plunder each other ; and that 
sometimes the rookery is a scene of hideous brawl and commo- 
tion, in consequence of some delinquency of the kind. One of 
the partners generally I'emains on the nest, to guai'd it from 
depredation, and I have seen severe contests, when some 
sly neighbour has endeavoured to filch away a tempting rafter 
that has captivated his eye. As I am not willing to admit any 
suspicion hastily, that should throw a stigma on the general 
character of so worsMpful a people, I am inclined to think that 
these larcenies are very much discountenanced by the higher 
classes, and. even rigorously , punished by those in authority; 
for I have now and then seen a whole gang of rooks fall upon 
the nest of some individual, pull it all to pieces, carry off the 
spoils, and even buffet the luckless proprietor. I have con- 
cluded tliis to be some signal punishment inflicted u]>oii him, 
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by tbe officers of tbe police, for some pilfering misdemeanonr; 
or, perliaps, that it was a crew of bailiffs carrying an execution 
into his house. 

I have been amused with another of their movements during 
the building season. The steward has suffered a considerable 
number of sheep to graze on a lawn near the house, somewhat 
to the annoyance of the Squire, who thinics this an innovation 
on the dignity of a park, which ought to be devoted to deer 
only. Be this as it may, there is a green knoll, not far from 
the drawing-room window, where the ewes and lambs are ac- 
customed to assemble towards evening, for the benefit of the 
setting sun. No sooner were they gathered here, at the time 
when these politic birds wore building, than a stately old rook, 
who Master Simon assured me was the cliief magistrate of this 
community, would settle down upon the head of one of the 
ewes, who, seeming conscious of this condescension, would 
desist from graiiing, and stand fixed in motionless reverence of 
her august burthen; the rest of the rookery would then come 
wheeling down, in imitation of their leader, until every ewe 
had two or three of them cawing, and fluttering, and battling 
upon her back. Whether they requited the submission of the 
sheep, by levying a contribution upon their fleece for the bene- 
fit of the rookery, I am not certain; though I presume they 
followed the usual custom of protecting powers. 

The latter iDart of May is the time of great tribulation among 
the rookeries, when the young are Just able to leave their nests, 
and balance themselves on the neighbouring branches. Now 
comes on the season of ‘‘rook shooting;” a terrible slaughter 
of the innocents. The Squire, of course, prohibits all invasion 
of the kind on his territories; but I am told that a lamentable 
havoc takes place in the colony about the old church. Upon 
this devoted commonwealth the village charges “with all its 
chivalry.” Every idle wight that is lucky enough to possess 
an old gun or blunderbuss, together with all the archery of 
Slingsby’s school, take the field on the occasion. In vain does 
the little parson interfere, or remonstrate, in angry tones 
from Ms study window that looks into the churchyard; there 
is a continual popping, from morning till night. Being no great 
marksmen, their shots are not often effective; but every now 
and then, a great shout from the besieging army of bumpkins 
makes known the downfall of some unlucky squab rook, which 
comes to the ground with the emphasis of a squashed applet 
dumj)lmg. 
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Nor is tlie rookery entirely free from other troubles and 
disasters. In so aristocratical and lofty-minded a community, 
which boasts so much ancient blood and hereditary pride, it is 
natural to suppose that questions of etiquette will sometimes 
arise and affairs of honour ensue. In fact, this is very often 
the case; bitter quarrels break out between individuals, which 
produce sad scufflings on tree-tops, and I have more than once 
seen a regular duel take place between two doughty heroes of 
the rookery. Their field of battle is generally the air; and 
their contest is managed in the most scientific and elegant 
manner ; wheeling round and round each other, and towering 
higher and higher, to get the vantage-ground, until they some- 
times disappear in the clouds before the combat is deter- 
mined. 

They have also fierce combats now and then with an invad- 
ing hawk, and will diive him off from their territories by a 
posse comitcdus. They are also extremely tenacious of their 
domains, and will suffer no other bird to inhabit the grove or 
its vicinity. There was a very ancient and respectable old 
bachelor owl, that had long had his lodgings in a corner of the 
grove, but has been fairly ejected by the rooks ; and has re- 
tired, disgusted with the world, to a neighbouring wood, where 
he leads the life of a hermit, and makes nightly complaints of 
his ill-treatment. 

The hootings oi this unhappy gentleman may generally be 
heard in the still evenings, when the rooks are ail at rest ; and 
I have often listened to them of a moonlight night with a kind 
of mysterious gratification. Tliis gray-bearded misanthi'ope, 
of course, is highly respected by the Squire; but the servants 
have superstitious notions about him, and it would be difficult 
to get the dairy-maid to venture after dark near to the wood 
which he inhabits. 

Beside the private quarrels of the rooks, there are other mis- 
fortunes to which they are liable, and which often bring dis- 
tress into the most respectable families of the rookery. Having 
the true haronial spirit of the good old feudal times, they are apt 
now and then to issue foidih from their castles on a foray, and 
to lay the plebeian fields of the neighbouring country under con- 
tribution; in the course of which cliivalrous expeditions, they 
now and tlieii get a shot from the rusty artillery of some re- 
fractory fai-mer. Occasionally, too, while they are quietly 
taking the air beyond the park boundaries, they have the in- 
caution to come within the reach of the truant bowman of 
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Slingsby’s school, and receive a flight shot from some unlucky 
urchin’s arrow. In such case, the wounded adventurer will 
sometimes have j^st strength enough to bring himself home, 
and, giving up the ghost at the rookery, will hang dangling ‘‘all 
abroad ” on a bough, like a thief on a gibbet — an awful warning 
to his friends, and an object of great commiseration to the 
Squire. 

But, maugre all these untoward incidents, the rooks have, 
upon the whole, a happy holiday life of it. When their young 
are reared and fairly launched upon their native element, the 
air, the cares of the old folks seem over, and they resume all 
their aristocratical dignity and idleness. I have envied them 
the enjoyment which they appear to have in their ethereal 
heights, sporting with clamorous exultation about their lofty 
bowers; sometimes hovering over them, sometimes partially 
alighting upon the topmost branches, and there balancing with 
outstretched wings and swinging in the breeze. Sometimes 
they seem to take a fashionable drive to the chimch and amuse 
themselves by circling in airy rings about its spire; at other 
times a mere garrison is left at home to mount guard in their 
stronghold at the grove, while the rest roam abroad to enjoy 
the fine weather. About sunset the garrison gives notice of 
their return; their faint cawing will be heard from a great dis- 
tance, and they will be seen, far off like a sable cloud, and then 
nearer and nearer, until they all come soaring home. Then 
they perform several grand circuits in the air over the Hall 
and garden, wheeling closer and closer until they gradually 
settle down, when a prodigious cawing takes place, as though 
they were relating their day’s adventures. 

I like at such times to walk about these dusky groves, and 
hear the various sounds of these airy people roosted so liigh 
above me. As the gloom increases, their conversation sub- 
sides, and they seem to he gradually dropping asleep; but 
every now and then there is a querulous note, as if some one 
was quarrelling for a pillow, or a little more of the blanket. 
It is late in the evening before they completely sink to repose, 
and then their old anchorite neighbour, the owd, begins his 
^onely ho: ting from Ms bachelor’s-hall in the wood 
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it is the choice time of the year^ 

Foi' the violets now appear; 

Now the rose receives its birth, 

And pretty primrose decks the earth. 

Then to the May-pole come away, 

For it is now a holiday.— •Ac^coa and Diana, 

As I was lying in bed tliis morning, enjoying one of those 
half dreams, half reveries, which are so pleasant in the coun- 
try, when the birds are singing about the window, and the 
sunbeams peeping through the curtains, I was roused by the 
pound of music. On going down-stairs I found a number of 
villagers, dressed in their holiday clothes, bearing a pole orna- 
mented with garlands and ribands, and accompanied by the 
village band of music, under the direction of the tailor, the pale 
fellow who plays on the clarionet. They had all sprigs of haw- 
thorn, or, as it is called, ‘‘the May,” in their hats, and had 
brought green branches and flowers to decorate the Hall door 
and windows. They had come to give notice that the May-pole 
was reared on the green, and to invite the household to witness 
the sports. The Hall, according to custom, became a scene of 
hurry and delighted confusion. The servants were all agog with 
May and music ; and there was no keeping either the tongues or 
the feet of the maids quiet, who were anticipating the sports of 
the green and the evening dance. 

I repaii’ed to the village at an early hour, to enjoy the merry- 
making. The morning was pure and sunny, such as a May 
morning is always described. The fields were white with 
daisies, the hawthorn was covered with its fragrant blossoms, 
the bee hummed about every bank, and the swallow played 
high in the air about the village steeple. It was one of those 
genial days when we seem to draw in pleasure with the very 
air we breathe, and to feel happy we know not why. "Who- 
ever has felt the worth of worthy man, or has doted on lovely 
woman, mil, on such a day, call them tenderly to mind, and 
feel his heart all alive with long-buried recollections. “For 
theiine,” says the excellent romance of King Arthur, “lovers,:: 
call ageyne to their mynde old gentihies and old ser\-"yse, and 
many kind dedes that wei’e forgotten by neglygence.” 

Before reaching the village, I saw the May-pole towering 
above the cottages with .its, gay garlands and streamei’s,..''and '■ 
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heard the sound of music. I found that there had been booths 
set up near it, for the reception of company ; and a bower of 
green branches and flowers for the Queen of May, afresh, rosy- 
cheeked girl of the village. 

A band of morris-dancers were capering on the green in 
their fantastic dresses, jingling with hawks’ bells, with a boy 
dressed up as Maid Mariam, and the attendant fool rattling his 
box to collect contributions from the bystanders. The gipsy- ' 
women too were already plying their mystery in by-corners 
of the village, reading the hands of the simple country girls, 
and no doubt promising them all good husbands and tribes 
of children. 

The Squire made his appearance in the course of the morning, 
attended by the parson, and was received with loud acclama- 
tions. He mingled among the country people throughout the 
day, giving and receiving pleasure wherever he went. The 
amusements of the day werennder the management of Shngsby, 
the schoolmaster, who is not merely lord of misrule in his 
school, but master of the revels to the village. He was bustling 
about, with the perplexed and anxious air of a man who has 
the oppressive burthen oh promoting other people’s merriment 
upon his mind. He had involved himself in a dozen scrapes, 
in consequence of a politic intrigue, which, by-the-by. Master 
Simon and the Oxonian were at the bottom of, which had for 
object the election of the Queen of May. He had met with vio- 
lent opposition from a faction of ale-drinkers, who were in 
favour of a bouncing bai’-maid, the daughter of the innkeeper; 
blithe had been too strongly backed not to carry his point, 
though it shows that these imral crowns, like all others, are 
objects of great ambition and lieaH-burning. I am told that 
Master Simon takes great interest, though in an underhand 
way, in the election of these May-day Queens, and that the 
chaplet is generally secured for some rustic beauty that has 
found favour in his eyes. 

In the course of the day, there were various games of strength 
and agility on the green, at which a knot of village veterans 
presided, as judges of the lists. Among these I perceived that 
Eeady-Money Jack took the lead, looking with a learned and 
critical eye on the merits of the different candidates; and, 
though he was very laconic, and sometimes merely expressed 
himself by a nod, yet it was evident that his opinions far out- 
weighed those of the most loquacious. 

Young Jack Tibbets was the hero of the day, and carried off 


MAY^DAY. 


203 


most of tlie prizes, tliough. in some of tlie feats of agility he was 
rivalled hy the “prodigal son,” who appeared much in his ele- 
ment on this occasion ; hut his most formidable competitor was 
the notorious gipsy, the redoubtable “Starlight Tom.” I was 
rejoiced at having an opportunity of seeing this “minion of the 
moon” in broad daylight. I found him a tall, swarthy, good- 
looking fellow, with a lofty air, something like what I have 
seen in an Indian chieftain; and with a certain lounging, easy, 
and ahnost graceful carriage, which I have often remarked in^ 
beings of the lazzaroni order, that lead an idle loitering life, and 
have a gentlemanlilie contempt of labour. 

Master Simon and the old general reconnoitred the ground 
together, and indulged a vast deal of harmless raking among 
the buxom country girls. Master Simon would give some of 
them a kiss on meeting with them, and would ask after their 
sisters, for he is acquainted with most of the farmers’ families. 
Sometimes he would whisper, and affect to talk mischievously 
with them, and, if bantered on the subject, would turn it off 
with a laugh, though it was evident he liked to be suspected of 
being a gay Lothario amongst them. 

He had much to say to the farmers about their farms ; and 
seemed to know all their horses by name. There was an old 
fellow, with round luddy face, and a night-cap under his hat, 
the village wit, who took several occasions to crack a Joke with 
Mm in the hearing of Ms compamons, to whom he would tuni 
and wink hard when Master Simon had passed. 

The harmony of the day, however, had nearly, at one time, 
been interrupted by the appearance of the radical on the 
gi'ound, with two or three of Ms disciples. He soon got 
engaged in argument in the very thick of the throng, above 
which I could hear Ms voice, and now and then see his meagre 
hand, half a mile out of the sleeve, elevated in the air in vio- 
lent gesticulation, and fiourisMng a pamphlet by way of tnui- 
cheon. He was decrying these idle nonsensical amusements in 
time of pubMc distress, when it was every one’s business to 
think of other matters, and to be miserable. The honest vil- 
lage logicians could make no stand against him, especially as 
he was seconded by Ms proselytes; when, to their gi*eat joy, 
Master Simon and the general came drifting down into the field 
of action. I saw that Master Simon was for making off, as 
soon as he found himself in the neighbourhood of this fire-shij) ; 
but the general was too loyal to suffer such talk in his hearing, 
and thought, no doubt, that a look and a word from a gentle- 
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man would be sufficient to snut up so shabby an orator. The 
latter, however, was no respecter of persons, but rather seemed 
to exult in having such important antagonists. He talked with 
greater volubility than ever, and soon drowned them in 
declamation on the subject of taxes, poor's rates, and the 
national debt. Master Simon endeavoured to brush along in 
his usual excursive maimer, which had always answered 
amazingly well with the villagers; but the radical was one of 
those pestilent fellows that pin a man down to facts; and, 
indeed, he had two or thi*ee pamphlets in his pocket, to sup- 
port every thing he advanced by printed documents. The 
general, too, found himself betrayed into a more serious action 
than Ms dignity could brook ; and looked like a mighty Dutch 
Indiaman, grievously peppered by a petty piivateer. It was 
in vain that he swelled and looked big, and talked large, and 
endeavoured to make up by pomp of manner for poverty of 
matter ; every home-thrust of the radical made him wheeze 
like a bellows, and seemed to let a volume of wind out of him. 
In a word, the two worthies from the Hall were completely 
dumbfounded, and this too in the presence of several of Master 
Simon’s staunch admirers, who had alw'ays looked up to him 
as infallible. I do not Imow how he and the general would 
have managed to draw their forces decently from the field, 
had there not been a match at grinning through a horse-collar 
announced, whereupon the radical retired with great expres- 
sion of contempt, and, as soon as Ms back was turned, the 
argument was carried against Mm all hollow. 

‘‘Did you ever hear such a pack of stuff, general?” said Mas- 
ter Simon; “ there’s no talking Avith one of these chaps, when 
he once gets that confounded Cobbett in his head. ” 

“S’blood, sir !” said the general, wiping his forehead, “such 
fellows ought all to be transported 1” 

In the latter part of the day, the ladies from the Hall paid a 
visit to the green* The fair Juha made her appearance lean 
ing on her lover’s arm, and looking extremely pale and inter- 
esting. As she is a great favourite in the village, where she 
has been known from childhood; and as her late accident had 
been much talked about, the sight of her caused very manifest 
delight, and some of the old Avomen of the viUage blessed her 
sweet face as she passed. - 

While they Avere AAmlking about, I noticed the schoolmaster 
in earnest conversation with the young girl that represented 
the Queen of May, evidently endeavouring to spirit her up to 
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some fonnidafele undertaking. At length, as the party from 
the Hall approached her bower, she came forth, faltering at 
every step, until she reached the spot where the fair Julia 
stood between her lover and Lady Lillycraft. The little Queen 
then took the chaplet of flowers from her head, and attempted 
to put it on that of the bride elect ; but the confusion of both 
was so great, that the wreath would have fallen to the ground, 
had not the officer caught it, and, laughing, placed it upon the 
blushing brows of his mistress. There was something charm- 
ing in the very embarrassment of these two young creatures, 
both so beautiful, yet so different in their kinds of beauty. 
Master Simon told me, afterwards, that the Queen of May was 
to have spoken a few verses wliich the schoolmaster had 
•written for her ; but that she had neither wit to understand, nor 
memory to recollect them. “Besides,” added he, “between 
you and I, she murders the king’s English abominably ; so she 
has acted the part of a wise woman, in holding her tongue, and 
trusting to her pretty face.” 

Among the other characters from the Hall was Mrs. Hannah, 
my Lady Lillycraft’s gentlewoman; to my surprise, she was 
escorted by old Christy, the huntsman, and followed by Ms 
ghost of a grayhound ; but I find they are very old acquaint- 
ances, being drawn together by some sympathy of disposition. 
Mrs. Hannah moved about with starched dignity among the 
rustics, who drew back from her with more awe than they did 
from her mistress. Her mouth seemed shut as with a clasp ; 
excepting that I now and then heard the word “fellows!” 
escape from between her lips, as she got accidentally jostled in 
the crowd. 

But there was one other heart present that did not enter into 
the merriment of the scene, which was that of the simple 
Phoebe Wilkins, the housekeeper’s niece. The poor girl has 
continued to pine and whine for some time past, in consequence 
of the obstinate coldness of her lover; never was a little flirta- 
tion more severely punished. She appeared this day on the 
green, gallanted by a smart servant out of livefy, and had 
evidently resolved to try the liazardous experiment of awaken- 
ing the jealousy of her lover. She was dressed in her very 
best; affected an air of great gayety ; talked loud and girlishly, 
and laughed when there was notMng to laugh at. There was, 
however, an aching, heavy heart- in the poor baggage’s bosom, 
in spite of all her levity. , . Her oye tuimed every- now and then 
in' quest of her reckless lover,, and her cheek grew pale, and 
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her fictitious gayety vanished, on ooeing him paying his rustic 
homage to the little May-day Queen. 

My attention was now diverted by a fresh stir and bustle. 
Music ■was heard from a distance; a banner was seenadvancmg 
up the road, preceded by a rustic band playing something lii:e 
a march, and followed by a sturdy throng of country lads, tlie 
chivalry of a neighbouring and rival -village. 

No sooner had they reached the green, than they challenged 
the heroes of the day to new trials of strength and activity. 
Several gymnastic contests ensued, for the honour of the 
spective v^ages. In the course of these exercises, young Tib- 
bets and the champion of the adverse party had an obstinafe 
match at wrestling. They tugged, and strained, and panted, 
without either getting the mastery, until both came to tine 
ground, and rolled upon the green. Just then, the disconsolai:e 
Phoebe came by. She saw her recreant lover in fierce contest, 
as she thought, and in danger. In a moment pride, pique, amd 
coquetry, were forgotten; she rushed into the ring, seized upon 
the rival champion by the hair, and was on the point of wreak- 
ing on him her puny vengeance, when a buxom, strapping 
country lass, the sweetheart of the prostrate swain, pounced 
upon her like a hawk, and would have stripped her of her 
fine plumage in a twinkling, had she also not been seized im 
her turn. 

A complete tumult ensued. The chivalry of the two villages 
became embroiled. Blows began to be dealt, and sticks to be 
flourished. Phoebe was carried ofi from the field in hysterics. 
In vain did the sages of the village interfere. The sententious 
apothecary endeavoured to pour the soothing oil of liis philo- 
sophy upon this tempestuous sea of passion, hut was tumbled 
into the dust. Slingshy, the pedagogue, who is a great loveT 
of peace, went into the midst of the throng, as marshal of th^ 
day, to put an e^d to the commotion ; but was rent in twain , 
and came out with his garment hanging in two strips from his 
shoulders ; upon which the prodigal son dashed in with fury, 
to revenge the insult which his patron had sustained. The 
tumult thickened; I caught glimpses of the Jockey-cap of old 
Christy, like the helmet of a chieftain, bobbing about in the 
midst of the scuffle ; wMlst Mistress Hannah, separated from, 
her doughty protector, was squalling and striking at right and. 
left with a faded parasol; bemg tossed and tousled about by 
the crowd in such wise as never happened to maiden gentle- 
woman before. 
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At length I Tbelield old Eeady-Money Jack making his way 
into the very thickest of the throng; tearing it, as it were, 
apart, and enforcing peace, vi et armis, ' It was surprising to 
see the sudden quiet that ensued. The storm settled down at 
once into tranquillity. The parties, having no real grounds of 
hostility, were readily pacified, and in fact were a little at a 
loss to know why and how they had got by the ears. Slingsby 
was speedily stitched together again by his friend the tailor, 
and resumed his usual good-humour. Mrs. Hannah drew on 
one side, to plume her rumpled feathers ; and old Christy, hav- 
ing repaired his damages, took her under his arm, and they 
swept back again to the Hall, ten times more bitter against 
mankind than ever. 

The Tibbets family alone seemed slow in recovering from the 
agitation of the scene. Young Jack was evidently very much 
moved by the heroism of the unlucky Phoebe. His mother, 
who had been summoned to the field of action by news of the 
afiray, was in a sad panic, and had need of aU her manage- 
ment to keep him from following his mistress, and coming to 
a perfect reconciliation. 

What heightened the alarm and perplexity of the good 
managing dame was, that the matter had aroused the slow 
apprehension of old Ready-Money himself; who was very 
much struck by the intrepid interference of so pretty and deli- 
cate a girl, and was sadly puzzled to understand the meaning 
of the violent agitation in his family. 

When ah. this came to the ears of the Squire, he was griev- 
ously scandalized that his May-day fete shoidd have been dis- 
graced by such a bi'awl. He ordered Phoebe to appear before 
him; but the girl was so frightened and distressed, that she 
came sobbing and trembling, and, at the first question he 
asked, fell again into hysterics. £ady Liilycraft, who had 
understood that there was an affair of the heart at the bot- 
tom of this distress, iimnediately took the girl into great fa- 
vour and protection, and made her peace with the Squire. 
This was the only thing that disturbed the harmony of the 
day, if we except the discomfiture of Master Simon and the 
general by the radical. Upon the whole, therefore, the Squire 
had very fair reason to be satisfied that he had ridden Ms hobby 
throughout the day without any other molestation. 

The reader, learned in these matters, wiE perceive that all 
this was but a faint shadow of the once gay and fanciful rites 
of May. ' The peasantry have lost the -proper feeling for these - 
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rites, and liave grown almost as strange to them as the boors 
of La Mancha were to the customs of chivalry, in the days of 
the- valorous Don Quixote. Indeed, I considered it a proof of 
the discretion with which the Squire rides his hobby , that ho 
had not pushed the thing any farther, nor attempted to re-\dve 
many obsolete usages of the day, which, in the present matter- 
of-fact times, would appear affected and absurd. I must say, 
though I do it under the rose, the general brawl in which this 
festival had nearly terminated, has made me doubt whether 
these rural customs of the good old times were always so veiy 
loving and innocent as we are apt to fancy them ; and whether 
the peasantry in those times were really so Axcadian as they 
have been fondly represented. I begin to fear— 

“ Those days were ne\"er; airy dream 

Sat for the picture, and the poet’s hand, 

Imparting substance to an empty shade, 

Imposed a gay delirium for a truth. 

Grant it; I still must envy them an age 
That favour’d such a dream.” 


THE MANUSCRIPT. 

Yesterday was a day of quiet and repose, after the bustle of 
May-daj^. During the morning, I joined the ladies in a small 
sitting-room, the windows of which came down to the floor, 
and opened upon a terrace of the garden, which was set out 
with delicate shrubs and flowers. The soft sunshine that fell 
into the room through the branches of trees that overhung the 
windows, the sweet smeU of the flowers, and the singing of the 
birds, seemed to produce a pleasing yet calming effect on the 
whole party; for some time elapsed without any one speaking. 
Lady Lilly craft and Miss Templeton were sitting by an elegant 
work-table, near one of the windows, occupied with some 
pretty lady-like work. The captain was on a stool at his mis- 
tress’ feet, looking over some music ; and poor Phmbe Wilkins, 
who has always been a kind of pet among the ladies, but who 
has risen vastly in favour with Lady Lilly craft, in consequence 
of some tender confessions, sat in one corner of the room, with 
swoln eyes, working pensively at some of the fair Julia’s wed- 
ding ornaments. 

The silence was interrupted by her ladyship, who suddenly 
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proposed a task to the captain. “I am in your debt,” said 
she, “for that tale you read tons the other day; IwiU now 
furnish one in return, if you’ll read it: and it is just suited to 
this sweet May morning, for it is all about love 1” 

The proposition seemed to delight every one present. The 
captain smiled assent. Her ladyship rung for her page, and 
despatched him to her room for the manuscript. “As the 
captain,” said she, “gave us an account of the author of liis 
story, it is but right I should give one of mine. It was written 
by the parson of the parish where I reside. He is a thin, elderly 
man, of a delicate constitution, but positively one of the most 
charming men that ever lived. He lost his wife a few years 
since; one of the sweetest women you ever saw. He has two 
sons, whom he educates himself ; both of whom already write 
delightful poetry. His parsonage is a lovely place, close by 
the church, aJl overrun with ivy and honeysuckles; with the 
sweetest flower-garden about it; for, you know, our country 
clergymen are almost always fond of flowers, and make their 
parsonages perfect pictures. 

“His living is a very good one, and he is very much 
beloved, and does a great deal of good in the neighbourhood, 
and am ong the poor. And then such sermons as he preaches I 
Oh, if you could only hear one taken from a text in Solomon’s 
Song, all about love and matrimony, one of the sweetest things 
you ever heard ! He preaches it at least once a year, in spring- 
time, for he knows I am fond of it. He always dines with me 
on Sundays, and often brings me some of the sweetest pieces 
of poetry, all about the pleasures of melancholy, and such sub- 
jects, that make me cry so, you can’t think. I -wish he would 
publish. I think he has some things as sweet as any thing of 
Moore or Lord Byron. 

“He fen into very ill health some time ago, and was 
advised to go to the continent ; and I gave him no peace until 
he went, and promised to take care of his two boys until he 
returned. 

“He was gone for above a year, and was quite restored. 
When he came back, he sent me the tale I’m going to show 
yon.—Oh, here it is!” said she, as the page put in her hands a 
beautiful box of satinwood. She unlocked it, and from among 
several parcels of notes on embossed paper, cards of charades, 
and copies, of verses, she- drew out a crimson, velvet case, that 
smelt very much of perfumes. From this she took a manu- 
script, daintily written on gilt-edged vellum paper, and stitched 
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with a light blue riband. This she handed to the captain, 
who read the following tale, which I have procured for the 
entertahnnent of the reader. 


ANNETTE DELAKBRIL 

The soldier frae the war returns, 

And the merchant from the main, 

But I hae parted with love. 

And ne'er to meet again, 

My dear, 

And ne’er to meet again. 

When day is gone, and night is come, 

And a’ are boun to sleep, 

I think on them that’s far aw-a 
The lee-iang night, and weep. 

My dear, 

The lee-lang night, and w'eep.— OZd Scotch Ballad, 

Ik the course of a tour that I once made in Lower Normandy, 
I remained for a day or two at the old town of Honfieur, which 
stands near the mouth of the Seine. It was the time of a f^te, 
and all the world was thronging in the evening to dance at the 
fair, held before the cha,pel of Our Lady of Grace. As I like 
all kinds of innocent merry-making, I joined the throng. 

The chapel is situated at the top of a high hill, or promon- 
tory, from whence its hell may be heard at a distance by the 
mariner at night. It is said to have given the name to the port 
of Havi‘e-de-Grace, which lies directly opposite, on the other 
side of the Seine. The road up to the chapel went in a zigzag 
course, along the brow of the steep coast ; it was shaded by 
trees, from between which I had beautiful peeps at the ancient 
towers of Honfieur below, the varied scenery of the opposite 
shore, the white huiMmgs of Havre in the distance, and the 
wide sea beyond. The road was enlivened by groups of pea- 
sant girls, in their bright crimson dresses and tall caps; and I 
found all the flower of the neighbourhood assembled on the 
green that crowns the summit of the hill. 

The chapel of Notre Dame de Grace is a favourite resort of 
the inhabitants of Honfieur and its vicinity, both for pleasure 
and devotion. At this little chapel prayers are put up by . the 
mariners of the port previous to their voyages, and by their 
friends during their absence; and votive offerings are hung 
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about its walls, in fulfilment of vows made during times 
of shipwreck and disaster. The chapel is surrounded by trees. 
Over the portal is an image of the Virgin and child, with an 
inscription which struck me as being quite poetical: 

* Etoile de la mer, priez pour nous I” 

(Star of the sea, pray for us.) 

On a level spot near the chapel, under a grove of noble trees, 
the populace dance on fine summer evenings ; and here are held 
frequent fairs and fetes, which assemble all the rustic beauty 
of the loveliest parts of Lower Normandy. The present was 
an occasion of the kind. Booths and tents were erected among 
the trees ; there were the usual displays of finery to tempt the 
rural coquette, and of wonderful shows to entice the curious ; 
mountebanks were exerting their eloquence; jugglers and 
fortune-tellers astonishing the credulous ; while whole rows of 
grotesque saints, in wood and wax-work, were offered for the 
purchase of the pious. 

The fete had assembled in one view all the xficturesque cos- 
tumes of the Pays d’Auge, and the Cote de Caux. I beheld 
tall, stately caps, and trim bodices, according to fashions which 
have been handed down from mother to daughter for centuries, 
the exact coimterparts of those worn in the time of the Con- 
queror; and which surprised me by their faithful resemblance 
to those wiiich I had seen in the old pictures of Froissart’s 
Chronicles, and in the paintings of illuminated manuscripts. 
Any one, also, that has been in Lower Normandy, must have 
remarked the beauty of the peasantry, and that air of native 
elegance that prevails among them. It is to this country, 
undoubtedly, that the English owe their good looks. It was 
from hence that the bright carnation, the fine blue eye, the 
light auburn hair, passed over to England in the train of the 
Conqueror, and filled the land with beauty. 

The scene before me was T)erfectly enchanting: the assem- 
blage of so many fresh and blooming faces; the gay groups in 
fanciful dresses ; some dancing on the green, others strofiing 
about, or seated on the grass; the fine clumps of trees in the 
foreground, bordering the brow of this airy height, and the 
broad green sea, sleeping in summer tranquillity in the dis- 
tance. 

Whilst I was regarding this animated picture, I was struck 
with the appearance of a beautiful girl, who passed through the 
crowd without seeming to take any interest in their amuse^ 
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meiits. She was slender and deKcate in her form. ; she had not 
the bloom upon her cheek that is usual among the peasantry of 
Normandy, and her blue eyes had a singular and melancholy 
expression. ‘ She was accomx^anied by a venerable-looking 
man, whom I presumed to be her father. There was a whisper 
among the bystanders, and a wistful look after her as she 
passed; the young men touched their hats, and some of the 
cliildreii followed her at a little distance, watching her move- 
ments. She approached the edge of the hill, where there is a 
little platform, from whence the people of Honfleur look out 
for the approach of vessels. Here she stood for some time 
waving her handkerchief, though there was nothing to be 
seen but two or three fishing-boats, like mere specks on the 
bosom of the distant ocean. 

These circumstances excited my curiosity, and I made some 
inquiries about her, which were answered with readiness and 
intelligence by a priest of the neighbouring chapel. Our con- 
versation drew together several of the by-standers, each of 
whom had something to communicate, and from them ah I 
gathered the following particulars. 

Ann ette Delarbre was the only daughter of one of the higher 
order of farmers, or small proprietors, as they are called, who 
hved at Pont I’Eveque, a pleasant village not far from Honfieur, 
in that rich pastoral part of Lower Normandy called the Pays 
d’Auge. Annette was the x)ride and delight of her parents, 
and was brought up with the fondest indulgence. She was gay, 
tender, petulant, and susceptible. All her feelings were quick 
and ardent ; and having never experienced contradiction or 
restraint,- she was little practised in self-control: nothing but 
the native goodness of her heart kept her from running con- 
tinually into error. 

Even while a child, her susceptibility was evinced in an 
attachment which she formed to a playmate, Eugene La 
Porgue, the only son of a widow, who lived in the neighbour- 
hood. Their childish love was an epitome of maturer passion; 
it had its caprices, and Jealousies, and quarrels, and reconcilia- 
tions. It was assuming something of a graver character, as 
Annette entered her fifteenth and Eugene his nineteenth 
year, when he was suddenly carried oif to the army by the 
conscription. 

It was a heavy blow to Ms widowed mother, for he was her 
only pride and comfort ; but it was one of those sudden bereave- 
ments wMch mothers were perpetually doomed to feel in 
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France, during tlie time that continual and Mood j wars were 
incessantly draining her youth. It was a temporary affliction 
also to Annette, to lose her lover. With tender embraces, half 
childish, half womanish, she parted from him. The tears 
streamed from her blue eyes, as she bound a braid of her fair 
hail' round his wiist; but the smiles still broke through; for she 
was yet too young to feel how serious a thing is separation, 
and how many chances there are, when parting in this wide 
woiid, against our ever meeting again. 

Weeks, months, years hew by. Annette increased in beauty 
as she increased in years, and was the reigning belle of the 
neighbourhood. Her time passed innocently and happily. Her 
father was a man of some consequence in the rural community, 
and his house was the resort of the gayest of the village 
Annette held a kind of rural court ; she was always surrounded 
by companions of her own age, among whom she alone 
unrivalled. Much of their time was passed in making lace, the 
prevalent manufacture of the neighbourhood. As they sat at 
this delicate and feminine labour, the merry tale and sprightly 
song went round; none laughed with a lighter heax't than 
Annette ; and if she sang, her voice was perfect melody. Their 
evenings were enlivened by the dance, or by those pleasant 
social games so prevalent among the French; and when she 
appeared at the village baU on Sunday evenings, she was the 
theme of universal admiration. 

As she was a rural heiress, she did not want for suitors. 
Many advantageous offers were made her, but she refused them 
all. She laughed at the pretended pangs of her admirers, and 
triumphed over them with the caprice of buoyant youth and 
conscious beauty. With all her apparent levity, however, 
could any one have read the story of her heart, they might 
have traced in it some fond remembrance of her early play- 
mate, n^ so deeply graven as to be painful, but too deep to be 
easily obliterated ; and they might have noticed, amidst all her 
gayety, the tenderness that marked her manner towards the 
mother of Eugene. She would often steal away from her youth- 
ful companions and their amusements, to pass whole days with 
the good widow; listening to her fond talk about her boy, and 
blushing with secret pleasure, when Ms letters were read, at 
finding herself a constant theme of recollection and inquiry. 

At length the sudden return of peace, which sent many a 
warrior to Ms native cottage, brought back Eugene, a young 
sun-burnt soldier, to the village. I need not ..say howraptur- 
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ously Ms return was greeted by Ms rnotber, wbo saw in Mm 
the pride and staff of ber old age. He had risen in the service 
by Ms merits; but brought away little from the wars, except- 
ing a soldier-like air, a gallant name, and a scar across the 
forehead. He brought back, however, a nature unspoiled by 
the camp. He was frank, open, generous, and ardent. His 
heart was quick and kind in its impulses, and was perhaps a 
little softer from having suffered: it was full of tenderness for 
Annette. He had received frequent accounts of her from Ms 
mother; and the mention of her' kindness to his lonely parent, 
had rendered her doubly dear to Mm. He had been wounded ; 
he had been a prisoner; he had been in various troubles, but 
had always preserved the braid of her hair, wMch she had 
bound round Ms arm. It had been a kind of talisman to Mm; 
he had many a time looked upon it as he lay on the hard 
ground, and the thought that he might one day see Annette 
again, and the fair fields about his native village, had cheered 
Ms heart, and enabled Mm to bear up against every hardship. 

He had left Annette almost a child— -he foimd her a blooming 
woman. If he had loved her before, he now adored her. 
Annette was equally struck with the improvement wMch time 
had made in her lover. She noticed, with secret admiration, 
his superiority to the other young men of the village; the 
frank, lofty, military air, that distinguished him from all the 
rest at their rural gatherings. The more she saw him, the 
more her light, playful fondness of former years deepened into 
ardent and powerful affection. But Annette was a rural beUe. 
She had tasted the sweets of domimon, and had been rendered 
wilful and capricious by constant indulgence at home, and 
admiration abroad. She was conscious of her power over 
Eugene, and dehghted in exercising it. She sometimes treated 
him with petulant caprice, enjoying the pain wMch she inflicted 
by her frowns, from the idea how soon she would chase it away 
again by her smiles. She took a pleasure in alarming Ms fears, 
by affecting a temporary preference to some one or other of Ms 
rivals ; and then would delight in allaying them, by an ample 
measure of returning kindness. Perhaps there was some 
degree of vanity gratified by all tMs ; it might he a matter of 
triumph to show her absolute power over the young soldier, 
who was the imiversal object of female admiration. Eugene, 
however, was of too serious and ardent a nature to be trifled 
with. He loved too fervently not to be filled with doubt. He 
saw Annette surrounded by admirers, and full of animation; 
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tlie gayest among the gay at all their rural festivities, and 
apparently most gay when he was most dejected. Every one 
sawtlirongh this caprice, but himself; everyone saw that in 
reality she doted on him; but Eugene alone suspected the 
sincerity of her affection. For some time he bore this coquetry 
with secret impatience and distrust ; but his feelings grew sore 
and irritable, and overcame his self-command. A slight mis- 
understanding took place; a quarrel ensued. Annette, unac- 
customed to be thwarted and contradicted, and full of the 
insolence of youthful beauty, assumed an air of disdain. She 
refused all explanations to her lover, and they parted in anger. 
That very evening Eugene saw her, full of gayety, dancing with 
one of his rivals; and as her eye caught his, fixed on her with 
unfeigned distress, it sparkled wth more than usual vivacity. 
It was a finishing blow to his hopes, already so much impaired 
by secret distiust. Pride and resentment both struggled in his 
breast, and seemed to rouse his spirit to all its wonted energy. 
He retired from her presence, with the hasty determination 
never to see her again. 

A woman is more considerate in affairs of love than a man; 
because love is more the study and business of her life. An- 
nette soon repented of her indiscretion ; she felt that she had 
used her lover unkindly ; she felt that she had trifled with his 
sincere and generous nature — and then he looked so handsome 
when he parted after their quarrel— his fine features lighted up 
by indignation. She had intended making up with him at the 
evening dance ; but his sudden departure prevented her. She 
now promised herself that when next they met she would am- 
ply repay him by the sweets of a perfect reconciliation, and 
that, thenceforward, she would never— never tease him more ! 
That promise was not to he fulfilled. Day after day passed— 
hut Eugene did not make his appearance. Sunday evening 
came, the usual time when all the gayety of the village assem- 
bled— but Eugene was not there. She inquired after him; he 
had left the village. She now became alarmed, and, forgetting 
all coyness and affected indifference, called on Eugene’s mother 
for an explanation. She found her full, of affliction, and learnt 
with surprise and consternation that Eugene had gone to sea. 

While his feelings were yet smarting with her affected dis- 
dain, and his heart a prey to alternate indignation and despair, 
he had suddenly embraced an invitation which had repeatedly 
been made him by a relation, who was fitting out a ship from 
the port of Honfleiir, and who wished him to be the companion 
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of liis voyage. Absence appeared to mm tiie only cure for Ms 
unlucky passion; and in the temporary transports of his feel- 
ings, there was something gratifying in the idea of having half 
the world intervene between them. The hurry necessary for 
Ms departure left no time for cool reflection; it rendered liim 
deaf to the remonstrances of his afflicted mother. He has- 
tened to Honfleur just in time to make the needful preparations 
for the voyage; and the first news that Annette received of 
this sudden determination was a letter delivered by his mother, 
returning her pledges of afiection, particularly the long-treas- 
ured braid of her hair, and bidding her a last farewell, in terms 
more full of soitow and tenderness than upbraiding. 

This was the first stroke of real anguish that Annette had 
ever received, and it overcame her. The vivacity of her spirits 
was apt to hurry her to extremes; she for a time gave way to 
ungovernable transports of affliction and remorse, and mani- 
fested, in the violence of her grief , the real ardour of her affec- 
tion. The thought occurred to her that the ship might not yet 
have sailed; she seized on the hope with eagerness, and has- 
tened with her father to Honfleur. The ship had sailed that 
very morning. From the heights above the town she saw it 
lessening to a speck on the broad bosom of the ocean, and 
before evening the white sail had faded from her sight. She 
turned full of anguish to the neighbouring chapel of Our Lady 
of Grace, and throwing herself on the pavement, poured out 
prayers and tears for the safe return of her lover. 

When she retmmed home, the cheerfulness of her spirits was 
at an end. She looked back with remorse and self-upbraiding 
at her past caprices; she turned with distaste from the adula- 
tion of her admirers, and had no longer any relish for the 
amusements of the village. With humiliation and diffidence, 
she sought the widowed mother of Eugene; but was received ^ 
by her with an overflowing heart; for she only beheld in An- 
nette one who could sympathize in her doting fondness for her 
son. It seemed some alleviation of her remorse to sit by the 
mother all day, to study her wants, to beguile her heavy hours, 
to hang about her with the caressing endearments of a daugh- 
ter, and to seek by every means, if possible, to supply the place 
of the son, whom she reproached herseh with having driven 
away. 

In the mean time, the ship made a prosperous voyage to her 
destined port. Eugene’s mother received a letter from Mm, in 
^Mch he lamented the precipitancy of his departure. The 
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voyage had given Mm time for sober reflection. If Annette 
had been unkind to hmi, he ought not to have forgotten what 
was due to Ms mother, vrho was now advanced in years. He 
accused himself of selfishness, in only listening to the sugges- 
tions of Ms own inconsiderate passions. He promised to return 
with the ship, to make Ms mind up to his disappointment, and 

to think of nothing but making his mother happy “And 

when he does return,” said Annette, clasping her hands with 
transport, “it shall not be my fault if he ever leaves us again.” 

The time approached for the sMp’s return. She was daily 
expected, when the weather became dreadfully tempestuous. 
Bay after day brought news of vessels foundered, or driven on 
shore, and the coast was strewed with wrecks. Intelligence 
was received of the looked-for ship having been seen dismasted 
in a violent storm, and the greatest fears vrere entertained for 
her safety, 

Annette never left the side of Eugene’s mother. She watched 
every change of her countenance with painful sohcitude, and 
endeavoured to cheer her with hopes, while her own mind was 
racked by anxiety. She tasked her efforts to be gay ; but it 
was a forced and unnatural gayety: a sigh from the mother 
would completely check it ; and when she could no longer re- 
strain the rising tears, she wmuld hurry away and pour out her 
agony in secret. Every anxious look, every anxious inquiry 
of the mother, whenever a door opened, or a strange face 
appeared, was an arrow to her soul. She considered every dis- 
appointment as a pang of her own infliction, and her heart 
sickened under the careworn expression of the maternal eye. 
At length tMs suspense became insupportable. She left the 
village and hastened to Honfieur, hoping every hour, every 
moment, to receive some tidings of her lover. She paced the 
pier, and wearied the seamen of the port with her inquiries. 
She made a daily pilgrimage to the chapel of Our Lady of 
Grace; hung votive garlands on the waU, and passed hours 
either kneeling before the altar, or looking out from the brow 
of the hfll upon the angry sea. 

At length word was brought that the long-wished-for vessel 
was in sight. She was seen standing into the mouth of the 
Seine, shattered and crippled, bearing marks of having been 
sadly tempest-tost. There was a general joy diffused by her 
return; and there was not a blighter eye, nor a lighter heart, 
than Annette’s, in the little port of Honfieur. The ship came 
to anchor in the river, and shortly after a boat put off for the 
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shore. The populate crowded down to the pier-head, to wel- 
come it. Annette stood blushing, and smiling, and trembling, 
and weeping; for a thousand painfully-pleasing emotions agi- 
tated her breast at the thoughts of the meeting and reconcili- 
ation about to take place. 

Her heart throbbed to pour itself . out, and atone to her gal- 
lant lover for all its errors. At one moment she would place 
herself in a conspicuous situation, where she might catch his 
view at once, and surprise him by her welcome ; but the next 
moment a doubt would come across her mind, and she would 
shrink among the throng, trembling and faint, and gasping 
with her emotions. Her agitation increased as the boat drew 
near, until it became distressing; and it wms almost a relief to 
her when she perceived that her lover 'was not there. She 
presumed that some accident had detained him on board of the 
ship; and she felt that the delay woxild enable her to gather 
more self-possession for the meeting. As the boat neared the 
shore, many inquiries were made, and laconic answ’-ers returned. 
At length Annette heard some inquiries after her lover. Her 
heart palpitated— there was a moment’s pause: the reply was 
brief, but awful. He had been washed from the deck, with two 
of the crew, in the midst of a stormy night, when it was im- 
possible to render any assistance. A piercing sliriek broke from 
among the crowd; and Annette had nearly fanen into the 
waves. 

The sudden revulsion of feelings after such a transient gleam 
of happiness, was too much for her harassed frame. Sne was 
carried home senseless. Her life was for some time despaired 
of, and it was months before she recovered her health ; but she 
never had perfectly recovered her mind: it still remainedun- 
settled with respect to her lover’s fate. 

‘ ‘ The subject, ” continued my informant, ‘ ‘ is never mentioned 
ill her hearing; hut she sometimes speaks of it herself, and it 
seems as though there were some vague train of impressions in 
her mind, in which hope and fear are strangely mingled— some 
imperfect idea of her lover’s shipwreck, and yet some expecta- 
tion of his return. 

“ Her parents have tided every means to cheer her, and to 
banish these gloomy images from her thoughts. They assemble 
round her the young companions in whose society she used to 
delight; and they will work, and chat, and sing, and laugh, as 
formerly; but she will sit silently among them, and will some- 
times weep in the midst of their gayety ; and, if spoken to, will 
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make bo reply, but look up -with streaming eyes, and sing 
a dismal little song, -wiiicli she has learned somewhere, about a 
shipwreck. It makes every one’s heart ache to see her in this 
way, for she used to be the happiest creature in the village. 

“ She passes the greater part of the time with Eugene’s 
mother ; whose only consolation is her society, and who dotes 
on her with a mother’s tenderness. She is the only one that 
has perfect influence over Annette in every mood. The poor 
girl seems, as formerly, to make an effort to be cheerful in her 
company; but will sometimes gaze upon her with the most 
piteous look, and then kiss her gray hahs, and fall on her neck 
and weep. 

“She is not always melancholy, however; she has occasional 
intervals, when she will be bright and animated for days to- 
gether; but there is a degree of wildness attending these fits of 
gayety, that pi'events their yielding any satisfaction to her 
friends. At such times she will arrange her room, which is all 
covered with pictmes of ships and legends of saints ; and will 
wreathe a white chaplet, as if for a wedding, and prepare wed- 
ding ornaments. She will listen anxiously at the door, and 
look frequently out at the window, as if expecting some one’s 
arrival. It is supposed that at such times she is looking for 
her lover’s return ; but, as no one touches upon the theme, nor 
mentions his name in her presence, the current of her thoughts 
is mere matter of conjecture. Now and then she will make a 
pilgrimageto the chapel of Notre Dame de Grace ; where she vdll 
pray for hours at the altar, and decorate the images with weaths 
that she had woven; or wiU wave her handkerchief from the 
teri’ace, as you have seen, if there is any vessel in tlire distance. ” 

Upwards of a year, he informed me, had now elapsed with- 
out effacing from her mind this singular taint of insanity; 
still her friends hoped it might gradually wear away. They 
had at one time removed her to a distant part of the country, 
in hopes that absence from the scenes connected with her story 
might have a salutary effect; but, when her periodical melan- 
choly returned, she became more restless and wretched than 
usual, and, secretly escaping from her friends, set out on foot, 
without knowing the road, on one of her pilgrimages to the 
chapel. 

This Mttle story entirely drew my attention from the gay 
scene of the fete, and fixed it upon the beaiffdful Annette. 
While she was yet standing on the terrace, the vesper-bell was 
rung fx-om the neighbouringchapei. '■ Bhe listened for a moment, 
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and then drawing a small rosary from ner bosom, walked in 
that direction. Several of the peasantry followed her in 
silence; and I felt too much interested, not to do the same. 

The chapel, as I said before, is in the midst of a grove, on the 
high promontory. The inside is himg roimd with little models 
of ships, and rude paintings of wrecks and perils at sea, and 
providential deliverances — ^the votive offerings of captains and 
crews that have been saved. On entering, Annette paused for 
a moment before a picture of the virgin, which, I observed, had 
recently been decorated with a wreath of artificial fiowers. 
When she reached the middle of the chapel she knelt down, 
and those who followed her involuntarily did the same at a 
little distance. The evening sun shone softly through the 
checkered grove into , one mndow of the chapel. A perfect 
stillness reigned within; and this stillness was the more impres- 
sive contrasted -with the distant sound of music and merrhnent 
from the fair. I could not take my eyes off from the poor sup- 
pliant; her lips moved as she told her heads, but her prayers 
were breathed in silence. It might have been mere fancy ex- 
cited by the scene, that, as she raised her eyes to heaven, I 
thought they had an expression truly seraphic. But I am 
easily affected by female beauty, and there was something in 
this mixture of love, devotion, and partial insanity, that was 
inexpressibly touching. . 

As the poor girl left the chapel, there was a sweet serenity in 
her looks; and I was told that she would return home, and in 
all probability be calm and cheerful for days, and even -weeks; 
in which time it was supposed that hope predominated in her 
mental malady; and that, when the dark side of her mind, as 
her friends call it, was about to tmn up, it would be known by 
her neglecting her distaff or her lace, singing plaintive songs, 
and weeping in silence. 

She passed on from the chapel without noticing the fete, hut 
smiling and speaking to many as she passed. I followed her 
with my eye as she descended the winding road towards Hon- 
fieur, leaning on her father’s arm. Heaven,” thought I, has 
ever its store of balms for the hurt mind and wounded spirit, 
and may in time rear up this broken flower to be once more 
the pride and joy of the vaUey. The very delusion in which 
the poor girl w^alks, may be one of those mists kindly diffused 
by Providence over the regions of thought, when they become 
too fruitful of misery. The veil may gradually be raised which 
obscures the horizon of her mind, as she is enabled steadily and 
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calmly to contemplate the sorrows at present hidden in mercy 
from, her view. ” . 

On my return from Paris, about a year afterwards, I turned 
off from the beaten route at Rouen, to revisit some of the most 
striking scenes of Lower Normandy. Having passed through 
the lovely country of the Pays d’ Auge, I reached Honfleur on 
a fine afternoon, intending to cross to Havre the next morn- 
ing, and embark for England. As I had no better way of pass- 
ing the evening, I strolled up the hill to enjoy the fine prospect 
from the chapel of Notre Dame de Grace ; and wMle there, I 
thought of inquiring after the fate of poor Annette Delarbre. 
The priest who had told me her story was officiating at vespers, 
after which I accosted him, and learnt from him the remaining 
circumstances. He told me that from the time I had seen her 
at the chapel, her disorder took a sudden turn for the worse, 
and her health rapidly declined. Her cheerful intervals became 
shorter and less frequent, and attended with more incoherency. 
She grew languid, silent, and moody in her melancholy ; her 
form was wasted, her looks pale and disconsolate, and it was * 
feared she would never recover. She became impatient of all 
sounds of gayety, and was never so contented as when Eugene’s 
mother was near her. The good woman watched over her 
with patient, yearning solicitude ; and in seeldng to beguile her 
sorrows, would half forget her own. Sometimes, as she sat 
looking upon her pallid face, the tears would fill heiv eyes, 
which, when Annette perceived, she would anxiously wipe 
them away, and tell her not to grieve, for that Eugene would 
soon return; and then she would affect a forced gayety, as in 
former times, and sing a lively air ; but a sudden recollection 
would come over her, and she would burst into tears, hang 
on the poor mother’s neck, and entreat her not to curse her 
for having destroyed her son. 

Just at this time, to the astonishment of every one, news was 
received of Eugene; who, it appeared, was still living. When 
almost drowned, he had fortunately seized upon a spar which 
had been washed from the ship’s deck. Finding himself nearly 
exhausted, he had fastened himself to it, and floated for a day 
and night, until all sense had left him. On recovering, he had 
found himself on board a vessel bound to India, but so ill as 
not to move without assistance. His health had continued 
precarious throughout the voyage ; ' on arriving in India, he had 
experienced many vicissitudes, and had been transferred from 
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sMp to ship, and hospital to hospital. His constitution had 
enabled him to struggle tlirough eveiy hardship; and he was 
now in a distant port, waiting only for the sailing of a ship to 
return home. 

Great caution was necessary in impai^ting these tidings to 
the mother, and even then she was nearly overcome by the 
transports of her joy. But how to impart them to Annette, 
was a matter of stiU greater perplexity. Her state of mind had 
been so morbid; she had been subject to such violent changes, 
and the cause of her derangement had been of such an incon- 
solable and hopeless kind, that her friends had always forborne 
to tamper with her feelings. They had never even hinted at the 
subject of her griefs, nor encouraged the theme when she ad- 
verted to it, but had passed it over in silence, hoping that time 
would gradually wear the traces of it from her recollection, or, 
at least, would render them less painful. They now felt at a 
loss how to undeceive her even in her misery, lest the sudden 
recurrence of happiness might confirm the esk’angement of her 
reason, or might overpower her enfeebled frame. They veh- 
* tured, however, to probe those wounds which they formerly 
did not dare to touch, for they now had the balm to pour into 
them. They led the conversation to those topics which they 
had hitherto shunned, and endeavoured to ascertain the cur- 
rent of her thoughts in those varying moods that had formerly 
perplexed them. They found, however, that her mind was 
even more affected than they had imagined. All her ideas 
were confused and wandering. Her bright and cheexfful moods, 
which now grew seldomer than ever, were all the effects of 
mental delusion. At such times she had no recollection of her 
lover’s having been in danger, hut was only anticipating his 
arrival. ‘ ‘ When the winter has passed aw^ay, ” said she, “ and 
the trees put on their blossoms, and the swallow comes hack 
over the sea, he will return.” When she was drooping and 
desponding, it was in vain to remind her of what she had said 
in her gayer moments, and to assure her that Eugene would 
indeed return shortly. She wept on in silence, and appeared 
insensible to their words. But at times her agitation became 
violent, when she would upbraid herself with having driven 
Eugene from his mother, and brought soitow on her gray 
hairs. Her mind admitted but one leading idea at a time, 
which nothing could divert or efface ; or if they ever succeeded 
in interrupting the current of her fancy, it only became the 
more incoherent, and increased the feverishness that preyed 
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upon both mind and body. He:.* friends felt more alarm for 
her than ever, for they feared that her senses were irrecovera- 
bly gone, and her constitution completely undermined. 

In the mean time, Eugene returned to the village. He^ was 
violently affected, when the story of Annette was told him. 
With bitterness of heart he upbraided his own rashness and 
infatuation that had hurried him away from her, and accused 
himself as the author of all her woes. His mother would de- 
scribe to him ail the anguish and remorse of poor Annette ; the 
tenderness with which she clung to her, and endeavoured, 
even in the midst of her insanity, to console her for the loss 
of her son, and the touching expressions of affection that were 
mingled with her most incoherent wanderings of thought, until 
his feelings would be wound up to agony, and he would entreat 
her to desist from the recital. They did not dare as yet to 
bring him into Annette’s sight; but he was pei'mitted to see 
her when she was sleeping. The tears streamed down his sun- 
burnt cheeks, as he contemplated the ravages which grief and 
malady had made ; and his heart swelled almost to breaking, 
as he beheld round her neck the very braid of hair which she 
once gave him in token of girlish affection, and which he had 
returned to her in anger. 

At length the physician that attended her determined to ad- 
venture upon an experiment, to take advantage of one of those 
cheerful moods when her mind was visited by hope, and to 
endeavour to engraft, as it were, the reahty upon the delusions 
of her fancy. These moods had now become very rare, for 
nature was sinking under the continual pressure of her mental 
malady, and the principle of reaction was daily growing 
weaker. Every effort was tried to bring on a cheerful interval 
of the kind. Several of her most favourite companions were 
kept continually about her; they chatted gayly, they laughed, 
and sang, and danced; but Annette reclined with languid 
frame and hollow eye, and took no part in their gayety. At 
length the winter was gone; the trees put forth their leaves ; 
the swallows began to hmld in the eaves of the house, and 
the robin and vrren piped all day beneath the window. An- 
nette’s spirits gradually revived. She began to deck her 
person with unusual care ; and biinging forth a basket of arti- 
ficial flowers, she went to work to -wreathe a bridal chaplet of 
white roses. Her companions asked her why she prepared the 
chaplet. ^^What !” said she with a smile, ‘‘ have you not no- 
ticed the trees putting on their wedding dresses of blossoms? 
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Has not tlic swallow flown back over the sea? Bo yoiinot 
know that the time is come for Eugene to return? that he wiil 
be lioiiiG to-moiTow, and that on Sunday we are to be married?” 

Her words were repeated to the physician, and he seized on 
them at once. He directed that her idea should be encouraged 
and acted upon. Her words were echoed through the house. 
Every one talked of the return of Eugene, as a matter of 
course ; they congratulated her upon her approaching happi- 
ness, and assisted her in her x)reparations. The next morning, 
tlie same theme w^as resumed. She was dressed out to receive 
her lover. Every bosom fluttered with anxiety. A cabriolet 
drove into the village. ^‘Eugene is coming!” was the cry. 
She saw him alight at the door, and rushed with a shriek into 
his arms. 

Her friends trembled for the result of this critical experi- 
ment; hut she did not sink under it, for her fancy had pre- 
pared her for his return. She was as one in a dream, to whom 
a tide of milooked-f or prosperity , that would have overwhelmed 
his waking reason, seems but the natural current of circum- 
stances. Her conversation, however, showed that her senses 
were wandering. There was an absolute forgetfulness of all 
past sorrow— a -wild and feverish gay ety, that at times was 
incoherent. 

The next morning, she awoke languid and exhausted. All 
the occurrences of the preceding day had passed away from 
her mind, as though they had been the mere illusions of her 
fancy. She rose melancholy and abstracted, and, as she 
dressed herself, was heard to sing one of her plaintive ballads. 
When she entered the parlour, her eyes were swoln with 
weeping. She heard Eugene’s voice without, and started. She 
passed her hand across her forehead, and stood musing, like 
one endeavoming to recall a dream. Eugene entered the 
room, and advanced towards her; she looked at him with an 
eager, searching look, murmured some indistinct words, and, 
before he could reach her, sank upon the floor. 

She relax^sed into a wild and unsettled state of mind; but 
now that the first shock was over, the physician ordered that 
Eugene should keep continually in her sight. Soiiietiiiies she 
did not know him; at other times she would talk to him as if 
he were going to sea, and would implore him not to part from 
her in anger; and when he was not present, she would speak 
of him as if buried in the ocean, and would sit, with clasped 
hands, looking upon the ground, the picture of despair. 
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As tlie agitation of lier feelings subsided, and lier frame re- 
covered from the shock wMch it had received, she became 
more placid and coherent. Eugene kept almost eontiniiaiiy 
near her. He formed the real object round which her scattered 
ideas once more gathered, and which linked them once more 
with the realities of life. But her changeful disorder now 
appeared to take a new turn. She became languid and inert, 
and would sit for hours silent, and almost in a state of lethargy. 
If roused from this stupor, it seemed as if her mind would 
make some attempts to foUow up a train of thought, but would 
soon become confused. She would regard every one that 
approached her with an anxious and inquiring eye, that seemed 
continually to disappoint itself. Sometimes, as her lover sat 
holding her hand, she would look pensively in Ms face with- 
out saying a word, until his heart was overcome; and after 
these transient fits of intellectual exertion, she would sink 
again into lethargy. 

By degrees, this stupor increased; her mind appeared to 
have subsided into a stagnant and almost death-like calm. 
For the greater part of the time, her eyes were closed ; her face 
almost as fixed and passionless as that of a corpse. She no 
longer took any notice of surrounding objects. There was an 
awfulness in this tranquillity, that filled her friends with 
apprehensions. The ph^’-sician ordered that she should be kept 
perfectly quiet ; or that, if she evinced any agitation, she should 
be gently lulled, like a child, by some favourite tune. 

She remained in tMs state for hoims, hardly seeming to 
breathe, and apparently sinking into the sleep of death. Her 
chamber was profoundly still. The attendants moved about it 
with noiseless tread ; every tiling was communicated by signs 
and whispers. Her lover sat by her side, watcliing her with 
painful anxiety, and fearing that every breath which stole from 
her pale lips would be the last. 

At length she heaved a deep sigh; and, from some convul- 
sive motions, appeared to be troubled in her sleep. Her agita- 
tion increased, accompanied by an indistinct moaning. One 
of her companions, remembering the physician’s instructions, 
endeavoured to lull her by singing, in a low voice, a tender 
little air, which was a particular favourite of Annette’s. Prob- 
ably it had some comiexion in her mind with her own story; 
for every fond girl has some ditty of the kind, linked in her 
thoughts with sweet and sad remembrances. 

As she sang, the agitation of Annette subsided. A streak 
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of faint colour came into her cheeks; her eyelids became swoln 
mth rising tears, ■wiiich trembled there for a moment, and 
then, stealing forth, coursed down her pallid cheek. ‘When 
the song was ended, she opened her eyes and looked about her, 
as one awakening in a strange place. 

‘‘Oh, Eugene 1 Eugene!” said she, “ it seems as if I have had 
a long and dismal dream ; what has happened, and what has 
been the matter with me?” 

The questions were embarrassing ; and before they could be 
answered, the physician, who was in the next room, entered. 
She took him by the hand, looked up in his face, and made the 
same inquiry. He endeavoured to put her off with some evasive 
answer;— ‘‘No, no!” cried she, “I know I have been ill, and I 
have been dreaming strangely. I thought Eugene had left us 
— and that he had gone to sea — and that — and that he was 
drowned!— But he has been to sea!” added she, earnestly, as 
recollection kept flashing upon her, “and he has been wrecked 
— and we were all so wretched— and he came home again one 

bright morning — and Oh!” said she, pressing her hand 

against her forehead, with a sickly smile, “ I see how it is; all 
has not been right here: I begin to recollect— but it is all past 
now — ^Eugene is here ! and Ms mother is happy— and we shall 
never — ^never part again — shall we, Eugene?” 

She sunk back in her chair, exhausted; the tears streamed 
down her cheeks. Her companions hovered round her, not 
knowing what to make of tMs sudden dawn of reason. Her 
lover sobbed aloud. She opened her eyes again, and looked 
upon them with an air of the sweetest acknowledgment, “You 
are all so good to me!” said she, faintly. 

The physician drew the father aside. “Your daughter’s 
mind is restored,” said he; “ she is sensible that she has been 
deranged; she is growing conscious of the past, and conscious 
of the present. All that now remains is to keep her cairn and 
quiet until her health is re-established, and then let her be mar- 
ried in God’s name 1” 

“ The wedding took place, ” continued the good priest, “ but 
a short time since; they were here at the last f^te during their 
honeymoon, and a handsomer and happier couple was not to 
be seen as they danced under yonder trees. The young man, 
his wife, and mother, now live on a fine farm at Pont I’Eveqiie; 
and that model of a ship which you see yonder, with white 
flowers wreathed round it, is Annette’s ofieriiig of thanks to 
Our Lady of Grace, for having listened to. her prayers, and 
protected her lover in the hour of peril.” 
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The captain having finished, there was a momentary silence. 
The tender-hearted Lady Lfilycraft, who Imew the story by 
heart, had led the way in weeping, and indeed had often begun 
to shed tears before they had come to the right place. 

The fair Julia was a little flurried at the passage where wed- 
ding preparations were mentioned ; but the auditor most affected 
was the simple Phoebe Wilkins. She had gradually dropt her 
work in her lap, and sat sobbing through the latter part of the 
rtory, until towards the end, when the happy reverse had 
nearly produced another scene of hysterics. “ Go, take this 
case to my room again, child,” said Lady Lfilycraft, kindly, 
‘‘and don’t cry so much.” 

“I won’t, an’t please yoim ladyship, if I can help it ; — ^but I’m 
glad they made aU up again, and were married.” 

By the way, the case of this lovelorn damsel begins to make 
some talk in the household, especially among certain little 
ladies, not far in their teens, of whom she has made confidants. 
She is a great favourite with them all, but particularly so since 
she has confided to them her love secrets. They enter into her 
concerns with ail the violent zeal and overwhelming sympathy 
with which Mttle boarding-school ladies engage in the politics 
of a love affair. 

I have noticed them frequently clustering about her in private 
conferences, or walking up and down the garden terrace under 
my window, listening to some long and dolorous story of her 
afflictions; of which I could now and then distinguish the ever- 
ecurring phrases, “sayshe,” and “says she.” 

I accidentally interrupted one of these little councils of war, 
when they were all huddled together under a tree, and seemed 
to be earnestly considering some interesting document. The 
flutter at my approach showed that there were some secrets 
under discussion; and I observed the disconsolate Phoebe 
crumpling into her bosom either a love-letter or an old valen- 
tine, and brushing away the tears from her cheeks. 

The girl is a- good girl, of a soft melting nature, and shows 
her concern at the cruelty of her lover only in tears and droop- 
ing looks; hut with the little ladies who have espoused her 
cause, it sparkles up into fiery indignation: and I have noticed 
on Simday many a glance darted at the pew of the Tibbets’s, 
enough even to melt down the silver buttons on old Eeady- 
Money’s jacket. 
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TRAVELLING. 

A citizen, for recreation sake, 

To see the country would a journey take 
Some dozen mile, or very little more ; 

Taking his leave with friends two months before, 

With drinking healths, and sliakiiig by the hand, 

As he had travail’d to some new-found land. 

—^Doctor Merrie-Man, 1600. 

The Squire has lately received another shock in the saddle, 
and been almost unseated by his marplot neighbour, the inde- 
fatigable Mr. Faddy, who rides his jog-trot hobby wdth equal 
zeal; and is so bent upon improving and I'eforming the neigh- 
bourhood, that the Squire thinks, in a little wMle, it will be 
scarce worth living in. The enormity that has thus discom- 
posed my worthy host, is an attempt of the manufacturer to 
have a line of coaches established, that shall diverge from the 
old route, and pass through the neighbouring village. 

I believe I have mentioned that the Hall is situated in a 
retired part of the country, at a distance from any great coach- 
road ; insomuch that the arrival of a traveller is apt to make 
every one look out of the window, and to cause some talk 
among the ale-drinkers at the little inn. I was at a loss, there- 
fore, to account for the Squire’s indignation at a measure 
apparently fraught with convenience and advantage, until I 
found that the conveniences of travelling were among his 
greatest grievances. 

In fact, ]ie rails against stage-coaches, post-chaises, and turn- 
pike-roads, as serious causes of the corruption of English rural 
manners. They have given facilities, he says, to every hum- 
drum citizen to trundle his family about the kingdom, and 
have sent the follies and fashions of town, whirling, in coach- 
loads, to the remotest parts of the island. The whole country, 
he says, is traversed by these flying cargoes ; every by-road is 
explored by enterprising tourists from Ciie'apside and the 
Poultry, and every gentleman’s park and lawns invaded by 
cockney sketchers of both sexes, with portable chairs and port- 
folios for drawing. 

He laments over this, as destroying the charm of privacy, 
and interrupting the quiet of country life ; but more especialiy 
as affecting the simplicity of the peasantry, and filling their 
heads wutli half-city notions. A great coach-inn, he says, is 
enough to ruin the manners of a whole village. It creates a 


TEA YELLING, 


229 


horde of sots and idlers, makes gapers and gazers and news- 
mongers of the common people, and knowing Jockeys of the 
country hmnpkins. 

The Squire has something of the old feudal feeling. He looks 
back with regret to the ‘‘ good old times” when journeys were 
only made on horseback, and the extraordinaiy diiScuities of 
travelling, owing to bad roads, bad accommodations, and high- 
way robbers, seemed to separate each village and hamlet from 
the rest of the world. The lord of the manor was then a kind 
of monarch in the little realm around him. He held his court 
in his paternal hall, and was looked up to with almost as much 
loyalty and deference as the king himself. Every neighbour- 
hood was a little world vithin itself, having its local manners 
and customs, its local history and local opinions. The inhabi- 
tants were fonder of their homes, and thought less of wandering. 
It was looked upon as an expedition to travel out of sight of the 
parish steeple ; and a man that had been to London was a vil- 
lage oracle for the rest of his life. 

What a difference between the mode of travelling in those 
days and at present ! At that time, when a gentleman went on 
a distant visit, he sallied forth like a knight-errant on an enter- 
prise, and every family excursion was a |)ageant. How splendid 
and fanciful must one of those domestic cavalcades have been, 
where the beautiful dames v^ere mounted on palfreys magnifi- 
centiy capaadsoned, with embroidered harness, aU tinkling with 
silver bells, attended by cavaliers ricMy attired on prancing 
steeds, and followed by pages and serving-men, as we see them 
represented in old tapestry! The gentry, as they travelled 
about in those days, were like moving pictures. They delighted 
the eyes and awakened the admiration of the common people, 
and passed before them like superior beings; and, indeed, they 
were SO; there was a hardy and healthful exercise connected 
with tins equestrian style that made them generous and noble. 

In his fondness for the old style of travelling, the Squire 
makes most of his journeys on horseback, though he laments 
the modern deficiency of incident on the road, from the want 
of fellow-wayfarers, and the rapidity with which every one else 
is whirled along in coaches and post-chaises. In the i ‘ good old 
times,” on the contrary, a ca%mlier jogged on through bog and 
niire, from town to to’^vn and harolet to hamlet, conversing 
mth friars and franklins, and all other chance companions of 
the road; beguiling the way with travellers” tales, which then 
were truly wonderful, for every thing beyond one’s neighbour- 



230 BBAOEBEIDQE HAT L, 

hood was MI of marvel and romance; stopping at night at 
some “hostel,” where the bush over the door proclaimed good 
wine, or a pretty hostess made bad wine palatable ; meeting at 
supper with travellers, or Hstening to the song or merry story 
of the host, who was generally a boon companion, and presided 
at Ms own board; for, according to old Tiisser’s “Innholder’s 
Posie,” 

“ At meales mj friend who vitleth here 
And sztteth with his host, 

Shall both be sure of better cheere. 

And ’scape with lesser cost,” 

The Squire is fond, too, of stopping at those inns wMch may 
be met with here and there in ancient houses of wood and 
13laster, or calimanco houses, as they are called by antiquaries, 
with deep porches, diamond-paned bow-mndows, paniielled 
rooms, and great fire-places. He will prefer them to more spa- 
cious and modern inns, and would cheerfully put up mth bad 
cheer and bad accommodations in the gratification of his hu- 
mour. They give him, he says, the feelings of old times, inso- 
much that he almost expects in the dusk of the evening to see 
some party of weary travellers ride ui3 to the door with plumes 
and mantles, trunk-hose, wide boots, and long rapiers. 

The good Squire’s remarks brought to mind a visit that I 
once paid to the Tabbard Inn, famous for being the place of 
assemblage from whence Chaucer’s pilgrims set forth for Can- 
terbury. It is in the borough of Southwark, not far from Lon- 
don Bridge, and hears, at i^resent, the name of “the Talbot.” 
It has sadly declined in dignity since the days of Chaucer, 
being a mere rendezvous and packing-place of the great wagons 
that travel into Kent. The court-yard, which was anciently the 
mustering-place of the pilgrims previous to their departure, 
was now lumbered with huge wagons. Crates, boxes, ham- 
pers, and baskets, containing the good things of town and 
country, were piled about them ; while, among the straw and 
litter, the motherly hens scratched and clucked, with their 
hungry broods at tbeir beels. Instead of Chaucer’s motley and 
splendid throng, I only saw a group of wagoners and stable- 
boys enjoying a circulating pot of ale; while a long-bodied dog 
sat by, wdth head on one side, ear cocked up, and wistful gaze, 
as if waiting for his turn at the tankard. 

Notwithstanding this grievous declension, however, I was 
gratified at perceiving that the present occupants were not un- 
conscious of the poetical renown of their mansion. An insciip- 
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tion over the giiteway proclaimed it to he the inn where Chau- 
cer’s pilgrims slept on the night previous to their departure ; 
and at the bottom of the yard was a magnificent sign represent- 
ing them in the act of sallying forth. I was pleased, too, at 
noticing that though the present inn was comparatively mod- 
ern, yet the form of the old inn was preserved. There were 
galleries round the yard, as in old times, on which opened the 
chambers of the guests. To these ancient inns have antiqua- 
ries ascribed the present forms of our theatres. Plays were 
originally acted in inn-yards. The guests lolled over the gal- 
leries, wliich answered to our modern dress-circle ; the critical 
mob clustered in the yard, instead of the pit ; and the gi'oups 
gazing from the garret- windows were no bad representatives of 
the gods of the siiilling gallery. When, therefore, the dx’aina 
grew important enough to have a house of its own, the arciii- 
tects took a hint for its construction from the yard of the 
ancient ‘4iosteL” 

I was so well pleased at finding these remembrances of 
Chaucer and his poem, that I oi'dered my dinner in the little 
parlour of the Talbot. Whilst it was preparing, I sat at the 
window musing and gazing into the court-yard, and conjuring 
up recollections of the scenes depicted in such lovely colours by 
the poet, until, by degrees, boxes, bales and hampers, boys, 
wagoners and dogs, faded from sight, and my fancy peopled 
the place with the motley throng of Canterbury pilgrims. The 
galleries once more swarmed with idle gazers, in the rich 
di'esses of Chaucer’s time, and the ”whole cavalcade seemed to 
pass before me. There was the stately knight on sober steed, 
who had ridden in Christendom and heathenesse, and had 
“foughten for our faith at Tramissene;”— and his son, the 
young squire, a lover, and a lusty bachelor, with curled locks 
and gay embroidery ; a bold rider, a dancer, and a writer of 
verses, singing and fluting all day long, and ‘Afresh as the 
month of May;”— -and his knot-headed” yeoman; a bold 
forester, in green, ■with horn, and baudrick, and dagger, a 
mighty how in hand, and a sheaf of peacock arrows shining 
benea-fch his belt ; — and the coy, smiling, simple iiiin, -with her 
gray eyes, her small red mouth, and fair forehead, her dainty 
person clad in featly cloak and “ ’ypinched wimple,” her choral 
beads about her arm, her golden brooch with a love motto, and 
her pretty oath by Saint Eloy;— and the merchant, solemn in 
speech and high on horse, with forked beard and ^‘ Elaundrish 
bever hat;”— and the lusty monk, ‘‘full fat and in good point,” 


232 


BmOMBMIBGE MALL. 



with berry bii/yfn palfrey, bis bood fastened witli gold pin, 
wrought mtii a love-knot, Ms bald bead sliiiiiiig lilve glass, and 
Ms face , glistening as though it had been anointed'; .and the 
lean, logical, sententious clerk of Oxenforde, upon Ms half- 
starved, scholar-like horse;— and the bowsing sonipiiouiv with 
fiery cherub face, all knobbed with pimples, an eater of garlic 
and onions, and drinker of ‘' strong wine, red as blood,” that 
carried a cake for a buckler, and babbled Latin in liis cups ; of 
whose brimstone visage “children were sore aferd;’ — and the 
buxom mfe of Bath, the widow of live husbands, upon her 
ambling nag, with her hat broad as a buckler, her red stock- 
ings and sharp spurs;— and the slender, choleric reeve of Nor- 
foM, bestriding Ms good gray stot; with close-shaven beard, 
Ms hah* cropped round his ears, long, lean, calfless legs, and a 
rusty blade by Ms side;— and the jolly Limitoiu*, with lisping 
tongue and twinkling eye, well-beloved franklins and house- 
wives, a great promoter of marriages among young women, 
known at the taverns in every town, and by every “hosteler 
and gay tapstei*e.” In short, before I was roused from my 
reverie by the less poetical but more substantial apparition of a 
smoking beef-steak, I had seen the whole cavalcade issue foT*th 
from the hostel-gate, with the brawny, double- jointed, red- 
hamed miller, playing the bagpipes before them, and the 
ancient host of the Tabhard giving them Ms farewell God-seiid 
to Canterbuiy. 

When I told the Squire of the existence of this legitimate 
descendant of the ancient Tabbard Inn, his eyes absolutely 
glistened with delight. He determined to hunt it u^^ the very 
first time he visited London, and to eat a dinner there, and 
drink a cup of mine host’s best wine in memory of old Chaucer. 
The general, who happened to be present, inunediately begged 
to be of the party; for he liked to encourage these long-estab- 
lished houses, as they are apt to have choice old wines. 
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POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS. 

Farewell re\.’-ards and fairies, 

Good housewives now may say; 

For now fowle sluts in dairies 
Do fare as well as they; 

And though they sweepe their hearths no lesse 
Than maids w^ere wont to doo, 

Yet who of late for cleanlinesse 
Finds sixpence in her shooe?— Bishop Corbet. 

I HAVE mentioned the Squire’s fondness for the marvellous, 
and Ms predilection for legends and romances. His library 
contains a curious collection of old works of this kind, which 
bear evident marks of having been mucjx read. In Ms great 
love for all that is antiquated, he cherishes popular supersti- 
tions, and listens, with very grave attention, to every tale, 
however strange ; so that, through Ms countenance, the house- 
hold, and, indeed, the whole neighbourhood, is well stocked 
with wonderful stories; and if ever a doubt is expressed 
of any one of them, the narrator will generally observe, that 
the Squire tiiinks there’s sometMng in it. ” 

The Hall of coui'se comes in for its share, the common people 
having always a propensity to furnish a great superannuated 
building of the kind with supernatural inhabitants. The 
gloomy galleries of such old family mansions; the stately 
chambers, adorned with grotesque carvings and faded paint- 
ings; the sounds that vaguely echo about them; the moaning 
of the wind ; the cries of rooks and ravens from the trees and 
chimney-tops ; all produce a state of mind f ovourahle to super- 
stitious fancies. 

In one chamber of the Hah, just opposite a door which opens 
upon a dusky passage, there is a full-length portrait of a war- 
rior in armour; when, on suddenly turning into the passage, I 
have caught a sight of the portrait, thrown into strong relief 
by the dark pannelling against wMch it hangs, I have more 
than once been startled, as though it were a figure advancing 
towards me. ; 

To superstitious minds, therefore, predisposed by the strange 
and melancholy stories that are connected with family paint- 
ings, it needs but little stretch of fancy, on a moonlight night, 
or by the flickering light of a candle, to set the old pictures on 
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tlie walls in motion, sweBping in their robes and trains about 
the galleries. ■ 

To tell the truth, the Squke confesses that he used to take a 
pleasure in his younger days in setting marvellous stories 
afloat, and connecting them with the lonely and peculiar 
places of the neighbourhood. Whenever he read any legend 
of a striking nature, he endeavoured to transplant it, and give 
it a local habitation among the scenes of his boyhood. Many 
of these stories took root, and he says he is often amused with 
the odd shapes in which they will come back to him in some 
old woman’s narrative, after they have been circulating for 
years among the peasantry, and undergoing rustic additions 
and amendments. Among these may doubtless be numbered 
that of the crusader’s ghost, which I have mentioned in the 
account of my Christmas visit; and another about the hard- 
riding Squire of yore ; the family Nimrod ; wdio is sometimes 
heard in stormy winter nights, galloping, with hound and horn, 
over a mid moor a few miles distant from the Hall. This I 
apprehend to have had its origin in the famous story of the 
wild huntsman, the favourite goblin in German tales; though, 
by-the-by, as I was talking on the subject with Master Simon 
the other evening in the dark avenue, he hinted that he had 
hunself once or twice heard odd sounds at night, very like a 
pack of hounds in cry; and that once, as he was returning 
rather late from a hunting dinner, he had seen a strange figure 
galloping along this same moor; but as he was ridhig rather 
fast at the time, and in a hurry to get home, he did not stop to 
ascertain what it was. 

Popular superstitions are fast fading away in England, owing 
to the general diffusion of knowledge, and the bustling inter- 
course kept up throughout the country ; still they have their 
strong-holds and lingering places, and a retired neighbourhood 
like this is apt to be one of them. The parson tells me that he 
meets with many traditional beliefs and notions among the 
common people, which he has been able to draw from them in 
the course of familiar conversation, though they are rather shy 
of avowing them to strangers, and particularly to ^ ‘ the gentry, ” 
wdio are apt to laugh at them. He says there are several of his 
old parishioners who remember when the village had its bar- 
guest, or bar-ghost — a spirit supposed to belong to a town or 
village, and to predict any impending misfortune by midnight 
shrieks and wailings. The last time it was heard was just 
before the death of Mr. Bi'acebridge’s father, who was much 
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beloved tliroxiglioiit the rieighbotirhood ; thougli there are not 
wanting some obstinate unbelievers, who insisted that it was 
nothing but the howling of a watch-dog. I have been greatly 
delighted, however, at meeting -with some traces of my old 
favourite, Eobin Goodfellow, though under a different appella- 
tion from any of those by which I have heretofore heard him 
called. The parson assui'es me .that many of the peasantry 
believe in household goblins, called Bubbles, which live about 
particular farms and houses, in the same way that Eobin Good- 
fellowdid of old. Sometimes they haunt the barns and out- 
houses, and now and then will assist the farmer wonderfully, 
by getttug in all his hay or coxm in a single xiight. In general, 
however, they prefer to live within doors, and are fond of 
keeping about the great hearths, and basking, at night, after 
the family have gone to bed, by the glowing embers. When 
put in particular good-humour by the warmth of their lodg- 
ings, and the tidiness of the house-maids, they will overcome 
their natural laziness, and do a vast deal of household work 
before morning; churning the cream, bremng the beer, or 
spinning all the good dame’s flax. All tiiis is precisely the 
conduct of Eobin Goodfellow, described so charmingly by 
Milton: 

“ Tells how the drudging goblin sweat 
To earn his cream-bowl duly set, 

When in one night, ere glimpse of morn, 

His shado\s’y hail had thresh’d the corn 
That ten day-labourers could not end; 

Then lays him down the lubber-fiend, 

And, stretch’d out all the chimney’s length, 

Basks at the fire his hairy strength, 

And crop-full, out of door he flings 
Ere the first cock his matin rings.” 

But beside these household Bubhies, there are others of a 
more gloomy and unsocial nature, that keep about lonely barns 
at a distance from any dwelling-house, or about ruins and old 
bridges. These are full of mischievous and often malignant 
tricks, and are fond of playing pranks upon benighted travellers. 
Tiiex'e is a story, among the old people, of one that haunted a 
ruined .mill, just by a hiddge that crosses a small stimm ; how 
that, late one night, as a traveller was passing on horseback, 
the Bubble jumped up behind Mm, and gi'asped him so close 
round the body that he had no powrer to help himself, but ex- 
pected to be squeezed to death: luckily his heels were loose, 
with whichhe plied the sides of his steed, and was carried, 
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witli tlie wonderful instinct of a traveller’s horse^ straight to 
the village inn. Had tht mil been at any greater distance, 
there is no doubt but he would have been strangled to death; 
as it was, the good people were a long time in bringing him to 
his senses, and it was remarked that the first sign he showed 
of returning consciousness was to call for a bottom of brandy. 

These mischievous Dubbies bear much resemblance in their 
natures and habits to those sprites which Hey wood, in his 
Heharchie, calls pugs or hobgoblins: 

“ Their dwellings be 

In corners of old houses least frequented 
Or beneath stacks of wood, and these convented, 

Make fearfuli noise in. butteries and in dairies; 

Robin Goodfellow some, some call them fairies. 

In solitarie rooms these uprores keep, 

And beate at doores, to wake men from their slepe. 

Seeming to force lockes, be they nere so strong, 

And keeping Christmasse gambols all night long. 

Pots, glasses, trenchers, dishes, pannes and kettles, 

They will make dance about the sheires and settles, 

As if about the kitchen tost and cast, 

Yet in the morning nothing found misplac’t. 

Otliers such houses to their use have fitted, 

In which base murthers have been once committed. 

Some have their fearful habitations taken 
In desolate houses, ruin’d and forsaken.'’ 

In the account of our unfortunate hawking expedition, I 
mentioned an instance of one of these sprites, supposed to 
haunt the ruined grange that stands in a lonely meadow, and 
has a remarkable echo. The parson informs me, also, that the 
belief was once very prevalent, that a household Bubble kept 
about the old farm-house of the Tibbets. It has long been 
traditional, he says, that one of these good-natoed goblins is 
attached to the Tibbets family, and came with them when they 
moved into this part of the country; for it is one of the pecu- 
liarities of these household sprites, that they attach themselves 
to the fortunes of certain families, and follow them in all their 
removals. 

There is a large old-fashioned fire-place in the farm-house, 
which affords fine quarters for a chimney-corner sprite that 
likes to lie warm; especially as Beady -Money Jack keeps up 
rousing fires in the winter-time. The old people of the village 
recollect many stories about this goblin, that were current in 
their young days. It was thought to have brought good luck 
to the house, and to be the reason why the Tibbets were ahvays 
beforehand in the world, and why their farm was always in 
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better order, tlieir Ii,ay got in sooner, and their corn better 
stacked, than that of tlieir neighbours. The present Mrs. Tit^- 
bets, at the time of her courtship, had a iiiimber of these stories 
told her by the country gossips; and when married, w^as a, 
little fearful about living in a' house where such a hobgoblin 
was said to haunt: Jack, however, who has always treated this 
story with gi’eat contempt, assured her that there was no spirit 
kept about Ms house that he could not at any time lay in the 
Eed Sea with one flourish of Ms cudgel. Still Ms wife has 
never got completely over her notions on the subject, but has a 
horseshoe nailed on the threshold, and keeps a branch of raim- 
try, or mountain ash, with its red berries, suspended from one 
of the great beams in the parloui'— a sure protection from all 
evil spirits. 

These stories, however, as I before observed, are fast fading 
away, and in another generation or two will probably be com- 
pletely forgotten. There is something, however, about these 
rural superstitions, that is extremely pleasing to the imagina- 
tion; particularly those wMch relate to the good-humoured 
race of household demons, and indeed to the whole fairy my- 
thology. The English have given an inexplicable charm to 
these superstitions, by the manner in which they have asso- 
ciated them with whatever is most homefelt and delightful in 
nature. I do not know a more fascinating race of beings than 
these little fabled people, that haunted the southern sides of 
hills and mountains, lurked in flowers and about fountain-heads, 
glided through key-holes into ancient halls, watched over 
farm-houses and dairies, danced on the green by summer moon- 
light, and on: the, ■ Mtchen-hearth in winter. ' They seem to 
accord with the nature of English housekeeping and English 
scenery. I always have them in mind, when I see ' a fine old 
English mansion, with its wide hall and spacious kitchen; or a 
venerable farm-house, , in wMch there is so much fireside com- 
fort and good housewifery. There was something of , national 
character in their love of order and cleanliness ; in the vigilance 
with wMch they watched over the economy of the Idtehen,' and 
the functions of the servants; munificently rewarding, with 
silver sixpence in shoe, the tidy housemaid, but venting .their 
direful 'wrath, in, midnight hobs and pinches, upon the sluttish 
dairymaid. , ,I think I can trace the good effects of .'this ancient 
fairy sway over household concerns, .in .the .care that prevails , 
to the present clay among English housemaids, to put their 
kitchens in order before they go to bed. 
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I have said, too, that these fairy superstitions seemed to me 
to accord' with the nature of English scenery. They suit these 
small landscapes, which are dhdded by honeysuckled hedges; 
into sheltered fields and meadows, where the grass is mingled 
with daisies, buttercups, and harebells. When I first found 
myself among English scenei'y, I was continually reminded of 
the sweet pastoral images which distinguish their fairy my- 
thology ; and when for the first time a circle in the grass was 
Ijointed out to me as one of the rings where they were formerly 
supposed to have held their moonlight revels, it seemed for a 
moment as if faiiy-land were no longer a fablb. Brown, in his 
Britannia’s Pastorals, gives a picture of the kind of scenery to 
which I allude: 

“ A pleasant mead 

Where fairies often did their measures tread ; 

Which in the meadows make such circles green. 

As if with garlands it had crowned been. 

Within one of these rounds was to be seen 
A hillock rise, where oft the fairy queen 
At twilight sat.” 

And there is another picture of the same, in a poem ascribed to 
BenJonson. 

“ wells and rills in meadows green, 

We nightly dance our heyday guise, 

And to our fairy king and queen 

We chant our moonlight minstrelsies.” 

Indeed, it seems to me, that the older British poets, with that 
true feehng for nature which distinguishes them, have closely 
adhered to the simple and familiar imagery which they found 
in these popular superstitions; and have thus given to theii* 
fairy mythology those continual allusions to the farm-house 
and the dairy, the green meadow and the fountain-head, that 
fin our minds with the delightful associations of rural life. I 
is curious to observe how the most beautiful fictions have their 
origin among the rude and ignorant. There is an indescribable 
charm about the illusions with which chimerical ignorance once 
clothed every subject. These twilight views of nature are 
often more captivating than any which are revealed by the 
rays of enlightened philosophy. The most accomplishecl and 
poetical minds, therefore, have been fain to search back into 
these accidental conceptions of what are termed barbarous ages, 
and to draw from them their finest imagery and machinery. 
If we look through our most admired poets, we shaU find that 
their minds have been impregnated by these popular fancies, 
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and that those have siiccceeded best who have adhered closest to 
the simplicity of them rastic originals. Such is the case with 
Shakspeare in his Mdsuinmer-Night’ s Dream, which so minutely 
describes the employments and amusements of fairies, and em- 
bodies all the notions concerning them which were current 
among the vulgar. It is thus that poetry in England has 
echoed back every rustic note, softened into perfect melody; it 
is thus that it has spread its charms over every-day life, dis- 
placing notiling, taking things as it found them, but tinting 
them up with its own magical hues, until every green hill and 
fountain-head, every fresh meadow, nay, every humble flower, 
is full of song and story. 

I am dwelling too long, perhaps, upon a threadbare subject ; 
yet it brings up with it a thousand delicious recollections of 
those happy days of childhood, when the imperfect knowledge 
I have since obtained had not yet dawned upon my mind, and 
when a fairy tale was true history to me. I have often been 
so transported by the pleasure of these recollections, as almost 
to wish that I had been born in the days when the fictions of 
poetry were believed. Even now I cannot look upon those 
fanciful creations of ignorance and credulity, without a lurk- 
ing regret that they have all passed away. The experience of 
my early days tells me, that they were sources of exquisite de- 
light; and I sometimes question whether the naturalist who 
can dissect the flowers of the field, receives half the pleasure 
from contemplating them, that he did who considered them 
the abode of elves and fairies. I feel convinced that the true 
interests and solid happiness of man are promoted by the 
advancement of truth; yet I cannot but mourn over the plea- 
sant errors which it has trampled down in its progress. The 
fauns and sylphs, the household sprite, the moonlight revel, 
Oberon, Queen Mab, and the delicious realms of fairy -land, all 
vanish before the light of true philosophy; but who does not 
sometimes turn with distaste from the cold realities of mom 
ing, and seek to recall the sweet visions of the night? 
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THE CULPEIT. 

From fire, from water, and all things amiss, 

Deliver the house of an honest justice.— 27ie 

The serenity of the Hal has been suddenly interrupted by a 
verjT- important occurrence. In the course of this morning a 
posse of -villagers was seen trooping up the avenue, with boys 
shouting in advance. As it drew near, we perceived Eeady- 
Money Jack Tibbets striding along, wielding his cudgel in one 
hand, and with the other grasping the collar of a tall fellow, 
whom, on still nearer approach, we recognized for the redoubt- 
able gipsy hero, St^iiiight Tom. He was now, however, com- 
pletely cowed and crestfallen, and his courage seemed to have 
quailed in the iron gripe of the lion-hearted Jack. 

The whole gang of gipsy women and children came dragging 
in the rear; some in tears, others making a violent clamour 
about the ears of old Ready-Money, who, however, trudged on 
in silence with his prey, heeding their abuse as little as a hawk 
that has pounced upon a barn-door hero regards the outcries 
and cackiings of his whole feathered seraglio. 

He had passed through the village on Ms way to the HaU, 
and of course had made a great sensation in that most excita- 
ble place, where every event is a matter of gaze and gossip. 
The report flew like wildfire, that Starlight Tom was in custody. 
The ale-drinkers forthwith abandoned the tap-room; Slingsby’s 
school broke loose, and master and hoys swelled the tide that 
came rolling at the heels of old Ready-Money and his captive. 

The uproar increased, as they approached the Hall; it 
aroused the whole garrison of dogs, and the crew of hangers- 
on. The great mastiff barked from the dog-house; the stag- 
hound, and the grayhound, and the spaniel, issued barking 
from the hall-door, and my Lady Lilly craft’s little dogs 
ramped and barked from the parlour window. I remarked, 
however, that the gipsy dogs made no reply to all these 
menaces and insults, hut crept close to the gang, looking round 
with a guilty, poaching air, and now and then glancing up a 
dubious eye to their owners; which shows that the moral 
dignity, even of dogs, may be ruined by bad company ! 

When the throng reached the front of the house, they wei-e 
brought to a halt by a kind of advanced guard, composed of 
old Christy, the gamekeeper, and two or three servants of the 
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house, who had been brought out by the noise. The common 
herd of the village fell back with respect ; the boys were driven 
back by Christy and his compeers; while Ready-Money Jack 
maintained his ground and his hold of the prisoner, and was 
suiTOunded by the tailor, the schoolmaster, and several other 
dignitaries of the village, and by the clamorous brood of 
gipsies, who were neither to be silenced nor intimidated. 

By this time the whole household were brought to the doors 
and windows, and the Squire to the portal. An audience was 
demanded by Eeady-Money Jack, who had detected the prisoner 
in the very act of sheep-stealing on his domains, and had borne 
him off to be examined before the Squire, who is in the com- 
mission of the peace. 

A kind of tribunal was immediately held in the servants’ 
hall, a large chamber, with a stone floor, and a long table in 
the centre, at one end of which, just under an enormous clock, 
was placed the Squke’s chair of justice, while Master Simon 
took his place at the table as clerk of the court. An attempt 
had been made by old Chiisty to keep out the gipsy gang, but 
in vain, and they, with the village worthies, and the house- 
hold, half filled the hall. The old housekeeper and the butler 
were in a panic at this dangerous irruption. They hurried 
away all the valuable things and portable articles that were at 
hand, and even kept a dragon watch on the gipsies, lest they 
should carry off the house clock, or the deal table. 

Old Christy, and his faithful coadjutor the gamekeeper, acted 
as constables to guard the imisoner, triumphing in having at 
last got this terrible offender in their clutches. Indeed, I am 
inclined to think the old man bore some peevish recollection of 
having been handled rather roughly by the gipsy , in the chance- 
medley affair of May-day. 

Silence was now conmianded by Master Simon; but it was 
difficult to be enforced, in such a motley assemblage. There 
was a continual snarling and yelping of dogs, and, as fast as it 
was quelled in one corner, it broke out in another. The poor 
gipsy curs, who, like errant thieves, could not hold up their 
heads in an honest house, were worried and insulted by the 
gentlemen dogs of the establishment, without offering to make 
resistance ; the very curs of my Lady Lillycraft bullied them 
•with impunity. ■, 

The examination was conducted with great mildness and in- 
dulgeiice by the Squire, partly from the kindness of Ms nature, 
and partly, I suspect, because his heart yeariiecl towards the 
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culprit, wlio liacl found great favour in liis eyes, as I liave 
already observed, from the skill he had at various times dis- 
played ill archery, morris-dancing, and other obsolete accom- 
plishments. Proofs, however, w§re too strong, Eeady-Money, 
Jack told Ms story in a straight-forward, independent way, 
nothing daunted by the presence in which he found himself. 
He had suffered from various depredations on his sheepfold 
and poultry-yard, and had at length kept watch, and caught 
the delinquent in the very act of making off with a sheep on 
his shoulders. 

Tibbets was repeatedly interrupted, in the course of his tes- 
timony, by the culprit’s mother, a furious old beldame, with 
an insufferable tongue, and who, in fact, was several times 
kept, with some difficulty, from flying at Mm tooth and naO. 
The wife, too, of the prisoner, whom I am told he does not beat 
above haff-a-dozen times a week, completely interested Lady 
Lfllycraft in her husband’s behalf, by her tears and supplica- 
tions; and several of the other gipsy women were awakening 
strong sympathy among the young girls and maid-servants in 
the back-ground. The pretty, black-eyed gipsy girl whom I 
have mentioned on a former occasion as the sibyl that read the 
fortunes of the general, endeavoured to wheedle that doughty 
warrior into their interests, and even made some approaches 
to her old acquaintance, Master Simon; but was repelled by 
the latter with all the digmty of office, having assumed a look 
of gravity and importance suitable to the occasion. 

I was a little surprised, at flrst, to And honest Slingshy, the 
schoolmaster, rather opposed to his old crony Tibbets, and 
coming forward as a Mnd of advocate for the accused. It 
seems that he had taken compassion on the forlorn fortunes of 
Starlight Tom, and had been trying his eloquence in his favour 
the whole way from the village, hut without effect. During 
the examination of Eeady-Money Jack, Slingshy had stood like 

dejected Pity at Ms side,” seeking every now and then, by a 
soft word, to soothe any exacerbation of his ire, or to qualify 
any harsh expression. He now ventured to make a few obser- 
vations to the Squire, in palliation of the delinquent’s offence ; 
but poor Slingsby spoke more from the heart than the head, 
and was evidently actuated merely by a general sympathy for 
every poor devil in trouble, and a liberal toleration for ail kinds 
of vagabond existence. 

The ladies, too, large and small, with the kind-heartedness 
of the sex, were zealous on the side of mercy, and interceded 
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strenuously with the Squire; insomuch that the prisonerj find- 
ing himself unexpectedly surroimded hy active friends, once 
more reared his crest, and seemed disposed, for a time, to put 
on the air of injured innocence. The Squire, however, with all 
his benevolence of heart, and his lurkmg weakness towards the 
prisoner, v/as too. conscientious to swerve from the strict path 
of justice. There was abundant concurring testimony that 
made the proof of guilt incontrovertible, and Starlight Tom’s 
mittimus was made out accordingly. 

The sympathy of th. ladies was now greater than ever; they 
even made some attempts to mollify the ire of Eeady-Money 
Jack ; but that sturdy potentate had been too much incensed 
by the repeated incursions that had been made into Ms terri- 
tories by the predatory band of Starlight Tom, and he was 
resolved, he said, to drive the ‘‘varment reptiles” out of fche 
neighbourhood. To avoid all further importunities, as soon as 
the mittimus was made out, he girded up his loins, and strode 
back to Ms seat of empire, accompanied by Ms interceding 
friend, Slingsby, and followed by a detacMnent of the gipsy 
gang, who hung on Ms rear, assailing Inm wth mingled pray- 
ers and execrations. 

The question now was, how to dispose of the prisoner— a 
matter of great moment in this peaceful establishment, where 
so formidable a character as Starhght Tom wm like a hawk en- 
trapped in a dove-cote As the hubbub and examination had 
occupied a considerable time, it was too late in the day to send 
him to the county prison, and that of the village was sadly out 
of repair, from long want of occupation. Old Christy, who 
took great interest in the affair, proposed that the culprit 
should be committed for the mght to an upper loft of a kmd of 
tower in one of the outhouses, where* he and the gamekeeper 
would mount guard. After much deliberation, this measure 
Tvas adopted; the premises in question were examined and 
made secure, and Christy and Ms trusty ally, the one armed 
with a fowling-piece, the other with an ancient blunderbuss, 
turned out as sentries to keep watch over this donjon-keep. 

Such is the momentous, affair' that has just taken place, and 
it is an event of too great moment intMs quiet httle woild, not 
kitum it completely topsy-turvy. Labour is at a stand: the 
house has been a scene of confusion the whole evening. It has 
been beleagured by gipsy women, with their children on their 
backs, wailing and lamenting; while the old virago of a mother 
has cruised lip and down the lawn in front, shaking her heach 
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and miitteriiig to herself, or now and then breaking into a 
paroxysm of rage, brandisMng her fist at the Hail, and de- 
nouncing illduck upon Eeady-Money Jack, and even upon the 
S<piire himself. 

Lady Lilly craft has given repeated audiences to the culprit’s 
weeping wife, at the Hall door; and the servant maids have 
stolen out, to confer with the gipsy women under the trees. 
As to the little ladies of the family, they are all outrageous on 
Eeady-Money Jack, whom they look upon in the light of a ty- 
rannical giant of fairy tale. Phoebe Wilkins, contrary to her 
usual nature, is the only one that is pitiless in the affair. She 
thinks Mr. Tibbets quite in the right; and tliinks the gipsies 
deserve to be punished severely, for meddling with the sheep 
of the Tibhets’s, 

In the mean time, the females of the family eraiced all the 
provident kindness of the sex, ever ready to soothe and succour 
the distressed, right or wrong. Lady Liliycraft has had a 
mattress taken to the outhouse, and comforts and delicacies of 
all kinds have been taken to the prisoner; even the little girls 
have sent their cakes and sweetmeats; so that, I’ll warrant, 
the vagabond has never fared so well in his life before. Old 
Christy, it is true, looks upon every thing with a wary eye ; 
stimts about with his blunderbuss with the air of a veteran 
campaigner, and will hardly allow liimself to be spoken to. 
The gipsy women dare not come within gun-shot, and every 
tatterdemalion of a boy has been frightened from the park. 
The old fellow is determined to lodge Starlight Tom in prison 
with his own hands ; and hopes, he says, to see one of the 
poaching crew made an examine of. 

I doubt, after all, whether the worthy Squire is not the great- 
est sufferer in the whole affaii\ His honourable sense of duty 
obliges him to be rigid, but the overflowing kindness of his 
nature makes this a grievous trial to him. 

He is not accustomed to have such demands upon his Justice, 
in his truly patriarchal domain; and it wounds bis benevolent 
spirit, that while prosperity and happiness are flowing in thus 
. hourTfceously upon him, he should have to inflict misery upon a 
feUow-being. 

He has been troubled and cast down tne whole evening ; took 
leave of the family, on going to bed, with a sigh, instead of Ms 
usual hearty and affectionate tone ; and wiU, in all probability, 
have a far more sleepless night than Ms prisoner. Indeed, tMs 
unlucky aflair has cast a damp upon the whole household, as 
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there appears to he an universal opinion that the unlucky cul- 
prit will come to the gallows. 

Morning. — The clouds of last evening are all blown over. A 
load has been taken from the Squire’c heart, and every face is 
once more in smiles. The gamekeeper made his appearance at 
an early hour, completely shamefaced and crestfallen. Star- 
light Tom had made his escape in the night ; how he had got 
out of the loft, no one could tell: the Devil, they think, must 
have assisted him. Old Ohristy was so mortified that he would 
not show his face, but had shut himself up in his stronghold at 
the dog-kennel, and would not be spoken wdth. What has par- 
ticularly relieved the Squire, is, that there is very little likeli- 
hood of the culprit’s being retaken, having gone off on one of 
the old gentleman’s best hunters. 


FAMILY MISFOETUNES. 

■’ The night has been unruly; where we lay, 

The chimnej^s w’-ere blown ^awvL.—Machetli. 

We have for a day or two past had a flow of unruly weather, 
which has intruded itself into this fair and flowery month, 
and for a time has quite marred the beauty of the landscape. 
Last night, the storm attained its crisis; the rain beat in tor- 
rents against the casements, and the wind piped and blustered 
about the old Hah with, quite a wintry vehemence. The morn- 
ing, however, da%vned clear and serene ; the face^of the heavens 
seemed as if newly washed, and the sun shone with a brightness 
that was undimmed by a single vapoui*. Notliing over-head 
gave traces of the recent storm ; but on looking from my win- 
dow, I beheld sad ravage among the shrubs and flowers; the 
garden-walks had formed the channels for httle torrents ; trees 
were lopped of their branches ; and a small silver stream that 
wound through the park, and ran at the bottom of the lawn, 
had swelled into a turbid yellow sheet of water. 

In an establishment like this, where the mansion is vast, 
ancient, and somewhat afflicted with the infirmities of age, and 
where there are numerous and extensive dependencies, a storm 
is an event of a very grave nature, and brings in its train a 
multiplicity of cares and disasters. 

■ While the Squire was taking his breakfast in the great hall, 
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lie was continiially iiiterrapted by some bearer of ill-tidings 
from some part or other of his doinains; he appeared tome like 
the commander of a besieged city, after some grand assault, 
receiving at his headquarters reports of damages sustained in 
the various quarters of the place. At one time the house- 
keeper brought him intelligence of a chimney blown down, and 
a desperate leak sprung in the I'oof over the picture gallery, 
Vv^hich threatened to obHterate a whole generation of Ms an- 
cestors. Then the steward came in with a doleful story of 
the mischief done in the woodlands; while the gamekeeper be- 
moaned the loss of one of his finest bucks, whose bloated car- 
cass was seen floating along the swoln current of the fiver. 

When the Squire issued forth, he was accosted, before the 
door, by the old, paralytic gardener, wuth a face fuE of trouble, 
reporting, as I supposed, the devastation of his flower-beds, and 
the destruction of his wall-fruit. I remarked, however, that 
his intelligence caused a peculiar expression of concern, not 
only with the Squire and Master Simon, but with the fair Julia 
and Lady Lillycraft, who happened to be present. From a 
few words wMch reached my ear, I found there was some tale 
of domestic calamity in the case, and that some unfortunate 
family had been rendered houseless by the storm. Many ejacu- 
lations of pity broke from the ladies; I heard the expressions of 
‘‘poor, helpless beings,” and “ unfoi'timate little creatures,” 
several times repeated; to wMch the old gardener re|)lied by 
very melancholy shakes of the head. 

I felt so interested, that I could not help calling to the gardener, 
as he was retiring, and asldng what unfortunate family it was 
that had suffered so severely ? The old man touched Ms hat, 
and gazed at me for an instant, as if hardly comprehending my 
question. “Family I” replied he, “there be no family in the 
case, your honour; but here have been sad mischief done in 
the rookery!” 

I had noticed, the day before, that the Mgh and gusty winds 
wMch prevailed had occasioned great disquiet among these airy 
householders; their nests being all filled with young, wlio were 
in danger of being tilted out of their tree-rocked cradles. In- 
deed, the old birds themselves seemed to have hard work to 
maintain a foothold; some kept hovering and cawing in the 
air ; or, if they ventured to alight, they had to hold fast, flap 
their -wings, and spread their tails, and thus remain see-saw- 
ing on the topmost tmgs. 

In the course of the night, however, an a-wful calamity had 
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taken place in tMs most sage and politic connminity. There 
was a great tree, the tallest in the grove, which seemed to have 
been a kind of conrt-end of the metropolis, and crowded with 
the residence of those whom Master Simon considers the nobility 
and gentry. A decayed limb of this tree had given way with 
the violence of this storm, and had come down with all its air- 
castles. 

One should be well aware of the humours of the good Squire 
and his household, to understand the general concern expressed 
at this disaster. It was quite a public calamity in this rural 
empire, and all seemod to feel for the poor rooks as for fellow- 
citizens in distress. 

The ground had been strewed with the callow young, which 
were now cherished in the aprons and bosoms of the maid-ser- 
vants, and the little ladies of the family. I was pleased with 
this touch of nature; this feminine sympathy in the sufferings 
of the offspring, and the maternal anxiety of the parent birds. 

It was interesting, too, to witness the general agitation and 
distress that seemed to prevail throughout the feathered com- 
munity ; the common cause that was made of it; and the inces- 
sant hovering, and fluttering, and lamenting, that took place 
in the whole I'ookery. There is a cord of sympathy, that runs 
through the whole feathered race, as to any misfortunes of the 
young ; and the cries of a wounded bird in the breeding season 
will throw a whole grove in a flutter and an alarm. Indeed, 
why should I confine it to the feathered tribe? Nature seems 
to me to have implanted an exquisite sympathy on this subject, 
which extends through all her works. It is an invariable at- 
tribute of the female heart, to melt at the cry of early helpless- 
ness, and to take an instinctive interest in the distresses of the 
parent and its young. On the present occasion, the ladies of 
the family were full of pity and commiseration; and I shall 
never forget the look that Lady Lillycraft gave the general, on 
his observing that the young birds would make an excellent 
curry, or an especial good rook-pie. 
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LOVERS’ TROUBLES. 

The poor soul sat singing by a sycamore tree, 

Sing all a green willow ; 

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee 
Sing willow, willow, willow; 

Sing all a green willow must be my garland.— OM Bong, 

The fair Julia haYing nearly recovered from the effects of 
her hawking disaster, it begins to be thought high time to 
appoint a day for the wedding. As every domestiq event in 
a venerable and aristocratic family connexion like this is a 
matter of moment, the fixing upon this important day has 
of course given rise to much conference and debate. 

Some slight difficulties and demurs have lately sprung up, 
originating in the peculiar humours that are prevalent at the 
Hall. Thus, I have overheard a very solemn consultation 
between Lady Lillyci'aft, the parson, and Master Simon, as to 
whether the marriage ought not to he postponed until the 
coming month. 

With all the charms of the flowery month of May, ther’e is, 
I find, an ancient prejudice against it as a marrying month. 
An old proverb says, “To wed in May is to wed poverty.” 
Now, as Lady Lillycraft is very much given to believe in lucky 
and unlucky times and seasons, and indeed is very supersti- 
tious on all points relating to the tender passion, this old pi*o- 
veiffi seems to have taken great hold upon her mind. She 
recollects two or three instances, in her own knowledge, of 
matches that took place in this month, and proved very un- 
fortunate. Indeed, an own cousin of hers, who married on a 
May-day, lost her husband by a fall from his horse, after they 
had lived happily together for twenty years. 

The parson appeared to give great weight to her ladyship’s 
objections, and acknowledged the existence of a pi^ejudice of 
the kind, not merely confined to modern times, but prevalent 
likewise among the ancients. In confirmation of this, he 
quoted a passage from Ovid, which had a great effect on Lady 
Lillycraft, being given in a language which she did not imder- 
stand. Even Master Simon was staggered by it ; for he listened 
with a puzzled air; and then, shaking his head, sagaciously 
observed, that Ovid was certainly a very wise man. 

. From this sage conference I likewise gathered several othor 
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iraporcant pieces of inf ormation, relative to weddings; such as 
thatj if two were celebrated in the same church, on the same 
day, the first would be happy, the second unfortunate. If, on 
going to church, the bridal party should meet the funeral of a 
female, it was an omen that the bride would die first; if of a 
male, the bridegroom. If the newly-married couple were to 
dance together on their wedding-day, the wife would thence- 
forth rule the roast ; with many other curious and unquestion - 
able facts of the same nature, all which made me ponder more 
than ever upon the perils which surround tliis happy state, and 
the thoughtless ignorance of mortals as to the awful risks they 
run in venturing upon it. I abstain, however, from enlarging 
upon this topic, having no inclination to promote the increase 
of bachelors. 

Notmthstanding the due weight which the Squire gives to 
traditional saws and ancient opinions, yet I am happy to find 
that he makes a firm stand for the credit of this loving month, 
and brings to his aid a whole legion of poetical authorities; all 
which, I presume, have been conclusive vutli the young couple, 
as I understand they are perfectly willing to marry in May, 
and abide the consequences. In a few days, therefore, the 
wedding is to take place, and the Hall is in a buzz of anticipa- 
tion. The housekeeper is bustling about from morning till 
night, with a look full of business and importance, having a 
thousand arrangements to make, the Squire intending to keep 
open house on the occasion; and as to the house-maids, you 
cannot look one of them in the face, but the rogue begins to 
colour up and simper. 

While, however, this leading love affair is going on with a 
tranquillity quite inconsistent with the rules of romance, I can- 
not say that the under-i^lots ai'e equally propitious. The 
'‘opening bud of love” between the general and Lady Lilly- 
craft seems to have experienced some blight in the course of 
this genial season. I do not think the general has ever been 
able to retrieve the ground he lost, when he fell asleep during 
the captain’s story. Indeed, Mastei* Simon thinks his case is 
completely desperate, her ladyship having determined that h^ 
is quite destitute of sentiment. 

The season has been equally unpropitioiis to the lovelox,^^ 
Phoebe Wilkins. I fear the reader will be impatient at havii^F 
this humble amour so often alluded to ; but I confess I am • 
to take a great interest in the love troubles of simple giii^ 
this class. Few people have an idea of the world of care . 
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■perplexity that tliese poor damsels have, in managing- the 
affairs of the heart. . ^ ■ ■ . 

We talk and write about the tender passion ; we give it all 
the nolonrings' of ' sentiment and romance, and lay the scene of 
its influence in high life; but, after all^ I doubt whether its 
sway is not more absolute among females of an hunibier sphere. 
How often, could we but look into the heart, should we find 
the sentiment throbbing in aU its Tioience in the bosom of the 
poor lady’s-maid, rather than in that of the brilliant beauty she 
is decking out for conquest ; whose brain is probably bewildered 
with beaux, ball-rooms, and wax-light chaiideliers. 

With these humble beings, love is an honest, engrossing con- 
cern. They have no ideas of settlements, establishments, equi- 
pages, and pin-money. The heart— -the heart, is alMn-all with 
them, poor things 1 There is seldom one of them but has her 
love cares, and love secrets; her doubts, and hopes, and fears, 
equal to those of any heroine of romance, and ten times as 
sincere. And then, too, there is her secret hoard of love docu- 
ments;— the broken sixpence, the gilded brooch, the lock of 
hair, the unintelligible love scrawl, all treasured up in her box 
of Sunday finery, for private contemplation. 

How many crosses and trials is she exposed to from some 
lynx-eyed dame, or staid old vestal of a mistress, who keeps 
a dragon watch over her virtue, and scouts the lover from 
the door! But then, how sweet are the little love scenes, 
snatched at distant intervals of holiday, and fondly dwelt on 
through many a long day of household labour and confine- 
ment! If in the country, it is the dance at the fair or wake, 
the interview in the church-yard after service, or the evening 
stroll in the green lane. If in town, it is perhaps merely 
a stolen moment of delicious talk between the bars of the 
area, fearful every instant of being seen; and then, how 
lightly will the simple creature carol all day afterwards at her 
labour ! 

Poor baggage ! after al her crosses and difficidties, when she 
marries, what is it but to exchange a life of comparative ease 
and comfort, for one of toil and uncertainty? Perhaps, too, 
the lover for whom in the fondness of her nature she has com 
initted herself to fortune’s freaks, turns out a worthless churl, 
the dissolute, hard-hearted husband of low life; who, taking to 
the ale-house, leaves her to a cheerless home, to labour, penury, 
and chM-bearing. 

When I see poor Phoebe going about with drooping eye, and 
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her head hanging ‘‘all o’ one side/’ I cannot help calling to 
mind the pathetic little picture dra^vn by Desdemona 

My mother had a maid, called Barbara ; 

She was in love; and he she loved proved mad, 

. And did forsake her; she had a song of willow, 

An old thing ’twas; but it express’d her fortune, 

And she died singing it. 

I hope, however, that a better lot is in reserve for Phoebe 
Wilkins, and that she may yet “rule the roast,” in the ancient 
empire of the Tibbets ! She is not fit to battle with hard hearts 
or hard times. She was, I am told, the pet of her poor mdther, 
who was proud of the beauty of her child, and brought her up 
more tenderly than a village girl ought to be; and ever since 
she has been left an orphan, the good ladies at the Hall have 
completed the softening and spoiling of her. 

I have recently observed her holding long conferences in the 
church-yard, and up and dowm one of the lanes near the vil- 
lage, with Slingsby, the schoolmaster. I at first thought the 
pedagogue might be touched wdth the tender malady so preva- 
lent in these parts of late; but I did him injustice. Honest 
Slingsb 3 ^, it seems, was a friend and crony of her late father, 
the parish clerk; and is on intimate terms with the Tibbets 
family. Prompted, therefore, by his good-will towards all par- 
ties, and secretly instigated, perhaps, by the managing dame 
Tibbets, he has undertaken to talk with Phoebe upon the sub- 
ject. He gives her, however, but little encouragement. 
Slingsby has a formidable opinion of the aristocratical feeling of 
old Ready-Money, and thinks, if Phoebe were even to make the 
matier up with the son, she would find the father totally hos- 
tile to the match. The poor damsel, therefore, is reduced 
almost to despair; and Slingsb}^, who is too good-natured not 
to sympathize in her distress, has advised her to give up all 
thoughts of young Jack, and has proposed as a substitute his 
learned coadjutor, the prodigal son. He has even, in the full- 
ness of his heart, offered to give up the school-house to them; 
though it would leave h im once more adrift in the wide world. 
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THE HISTOEIAN. 

Bermione. Pray you sit by us, 

And toll’s a tale. 

Mamilius. Merry or sad shall’fc be? 

Berm ione. As merry as you will. 

Mamilius. A sad tale’s best for ’^vinter. 

I have one of sprites and goblins. 

Bermione. Let’s have that, sir. 

—TTwter’s TaU. 


As this is a story-telling age, I have been tempted occasion- 
ally to give the reader one of the many tales that are sei’ved 
up with supper at the Hah. I might, indeed, have furnished a 
series almost equal in number to the Arabian Nights ; but some 
were rather hackneyed and tedious ; others I did not feel war-* 
ranted in betraying into print; and many more were of the 
old general’s relating, and turned principally upon tiger-hunt- 
ing, elephant-x’iding, and Seringapatam ; enlivened by the won- 
derful deeds of Tippoo Saib, and the excellent jokes of Major 
Pendergast. 

I had all along maintained a quiet post at a comer of the 
table, where I had been able to indulge my humour undis- 
turbed: listening attentively when the story was very good, 
and dozing a little when it was rather dull, which I consider 
the perfection of auditorship. 

I was roused the other evening from a slight trance into 
which I had fallen during one of the general’s histories, by a 
sudden call from the Squire to furnish some entertainment of 
the kind in my turn. Having been so profound a listener to 


others, I could not in conscience refuse; but neither my mem- 
ory nor invention being ready to answer so unexpected a 
demand, I beg^d leave to read a manuscript tale from the pen 
of my fellow-eolntryman, the late Mr. Biedrich Knickerbocker, 
the historian ol New-York. As this ancient chronicler may 
not he better k A wn to my readers than he was to the company 
at the Hall, a "Ard or two concerning him may not be amiss, 
before proceedit to his manuscript. 

Biedrich Kni Aerhocker was a native of New-York, a descen- 
dant from one cl the ancient Butch families which originally 
settled that prlince, and remained there after it was taken 
possession of bylhe English in 1664. The descendants of these 
Butch families *11 remain in villages and neighbourhoods in 
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various parts of the country, regaining with singular obstinacy, 
the dresses, manners, and even language of their ancestors, and 
forming a very distmct and curious feature in the motley pop- 
ulation of the State. In a hamlet whose spire may be seen from 
New-York, rising from above the brow of a hill on the opposite 
side of the Hudson, many of the old folks, even at the present 
day, speak English with an accent, and the Dominie preaches 
ill Dutch; and so completely is the hereditary love of quiet and 
silence maintained, that in one of these drowsy villages, in the 
middle of a warm summer’s day, the buzzing of a stout blue- 
bottle fly will resound from one end of the place to the other. 

With the laudable hereditary feeling thus kept up among 
these worthy people, did Mr. Knickerbocker undertake to 
write a Mstory of liis native city, comprising the reign of its 
three Dutch governors during the time that it was yet under the 
domination of the Hogenmogens of Holland. In the execution 
of this design, the httle Dutchman has displayed great histori- 
cal research, and a wonderful consciousness of the dignity of 
his subject. His work, however, has been so little understood, 
as to be pronounced a mere work of humour, satirizing the fol- 
lies of the times, both in pohtics and morals, and giving whim- 
sical views of human nature. 

Be this as it may : — among the papers left behind liim were 
several tales of a lighter nature, apparently thro^vn together 
from mateidals which he had gathered during his profound 
researches for his history, and which he seems to have cast by 
with neglect, as unworthy of publication. Some of these have 
fallen into my hands, by an accident which it is needless at 
present to mention; and one of these very stories, with its pre- 
lude in the words of Mr. Knickerbocker, I undertook to read, 
by way of acquitting myself of the debt which I owed to the 
other story-tellers at the Hall. I subjoin it, for such of my 
readers as are fond of stories.* 


=*'1 find that the tale of Rip Van Winkle, given in the Sketch-Book, has been dis- 
covered by divers writers in magazines to have been founded on a little German 
tradition, and the matter has been revealed to the world as if it were a foul 
instance of plagiarism marvellously brought to light. In a note which follows 
that tale, I had alluded to the superstition on which it was founded, and I thought 
a mere allusion was sufficient, as the tradition was so notorious as to be inserted 
in almost every collection of German legends. I had seen it myself in three. I 
could hardly have hoped, therefore, in the present age, wlien every source of ghost 
and goblin story is ransacked, that the origin of the tale would escape discovery. 
In fact, I had considered popular traditions of the kind as fair foundations for au- 
thors of fiction to build upon, and made use of the one in question accordingly. I 
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

FROM THE MSS. OF THE LATE DIEDKICH KliilCKBEEOCKEE. 

Formerly, almost every place had a house of this kind. If a house was seated on 
some melancholy place, or built in some old romantic manner, or if any particular 
accident had happened in it, such as murder, sudden death, or the like, to be 
sure that house had a mark set upon it, and was afterwards esteemed the habita- 
tion of a ghost.— Bourne's Antiquities. 

In tlie neiglibourliood of tbe ancient city of tlie Manliattoes, 
there stood, not very many years since, an old mansion, 
■wliich, when I was a boy, went by the name of the Haunted 
House. It was one of the very few remains of the architecture 
of the early Dutch settlers, and must have been a house of 
some consequence at the time when it was built. It consisted 
of a centre and two mngs, the gable-ends of -which were shaped 
like stairs. It was built partly of wood, and partly of small 
Dutch bricks, such as the worthy colonists brought with them 
from Holland, before they discovered that bricks could be man- 
ufactured elsewhere. The house stood remote from the road, 
in the centre of a large field, with an avenue of old locust 
trees leading up to it, several of which had been shivered by 
lightning, and two or three blown down. A few apple-trees 
grew straggling about the field; there were traces also of what 
had been a kitchen-garden; but the fences were broken do-wn, 
the vegetables had disappeared, or had grown wild, and t urned 
to little better than weeds, with here and there a ragged rose- 
bush, or a tall sunflower shooting up from among brambles, 
and hanging its head sorrowfully, as if contemplating the sur- 
rounding desolation. Part of the roof of the old house had 
fallen in, the windows were shattered, the panels of the doors 
broken, and mended with rough boards ; and there were two 
rusty weathercocks at the ends of the house, which made a 
great jingling and wliistling as they whirled about, but always 
I>ointed -wrong. The appearance of the whole place was forlorn 
and desolate, at the best of times ; but, in unruly weather, the 
howling of the wind about the crazy old mansion, the screech- 


am not disposed to contest the matter, however, and indeed consider myself so com- 
pletely ovoirpaid hy the x>ublic for my trivial performances, that lam content to 
submit to any deduction, which, in their after-thoughts, they may thh^k proper to 
make. 

* Acacias. 
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ing of tlie -weathercocks, the slaimning and banging of ,a few 
loose -^^andow-sliiitters, had altogether so wild and dreary an 
effect, that the neighbourhood stood perfectl3^ in awe of the 
place, and pronounced it the rendezvous of hobgoblins. I 
recollect the old building well ; for I remember how many 
times, when an idle, unlucky urchin, I have prowled round its 
precincts, with some of mj graceless companions, on holiday 
afternoons, when out on a freebooting cruise among the 
orchards. There was a tree standing near the house, that bore 
the most beautiful and tempting fruit ; but then it was on 
enchanted ground, for the place was so charmed bj- frightful 
stories that we dreaded to approach it. Sonietiines we would 
venture in a body, and get near the Hesperian tree, keeping an 
eye upon the old mansion, and darting fearful glances into its 
shattered vdndow ; when, just as we were about to seize upon 
our prize, an exclamation from some one of the gang, or an 
accidental noise, would throw us ail into a panic, and we would 
scamper headlong from the place, nor stop until we had got 
quite into the road. Then there were sure to be a host of fear- 
ful anecdotes told of strange cries and groans, or of some 
hideous face suddenly seen staring out of one of the windows. 
B}’- degrees we ceased to venture into these loneb;' grounds, 
but would stand at a distance and throw stones at the build- 
ing; and there wms something fearfullj^ pleasing in the sound, 
as the}-^ rattled along the roof, or sometimes struck some ' jing- 
ling fragments of glass out of the -windows. 

The origin of this house was lost, in the obscurity that covers 
the early period of the province, while under the government of 
their high mightinesses the states-generaL ' Some reported it to 
have been a couiitr}^ residence of Wilheimiis Kieft, commonly 
called the Testy, one of the Dutch governors of New- Amster- 
dam; others said that it had been built by a naval commander' 
who served, under Yan Tromp, and who, on being disappointed 
of preferment, retired from the ser-vice in disgust, became n- 
piliiiosoplier through sheer spite, and brought over all .Ms 
wealth to the province, . that he might live according to his 
.humour,- and despise the world. The reason of its having . 
fallen to decay, was likewise a matter of dispute; some, said 
that it was. in chancery, and 'had already cost more than .its. 
worth in legal. expenses; but the most current, and, of course, 
the most, probable account, was that it was haunted, and that 
nobody could live quietly in it.', Th'ere can, in fact, bo very 
little doubt that this' last was the case, there .were so many 
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corroborating stories to prove xt, — ^not an old woman in tbe 
heighbonrboodbnt could furnish at least a score. There was a 
gray-headed curmudgeon of a negro that lived hard by, who 
had a whole budget of them to tell, many of which had happened 
to himself. I recollect many a time stopjping with my school- 
mates, and getting him to relate some. The old crone lived in 
a .hovel, in the midst of a small patch of potatoes and Indian 
corn, which his master had given him on setting him free. 
He would come to us, with Ms hoe in Ms hand, and as we sat 
perched, like a row of swallows; on the rail of the fence, in the 
mellow twihght of a. summer evening, he would tell us such 
fearful stories, accom|)amed by such awful rollings of his 
white eyes, that we were almost afraid of oiu* own footsteps as 
we returned home afterwards in the dark. 

Poor old Pompey ! many year's are past since he died, and 
went to keep company with the ghosts he was so fond of talk- 
ing about. He was buried in a corner of his own little potato- 
patch ; the plough soon passed over Msgi*ave, and levelled it 
with the rest of the field, and nobody thought any more of the 
gray-headed negro. By a singular chance, I was strolling in that 
neighbourhood several years afterwards, when I had grown 
up to he a young man, and I found a knot of gossips speculating 
on a skull wMch had just been turned up by a ploughshare. 
They of course determined it to be the remains of some one that 
had been murdered, and they had raked up with it some of 
the traditionary tales of the haunted house. I knew it at once 
to be the relic of poor Pompey, hut I held my tongue; for I 
am too considerate of other people’s enjoyment, ever to mar a 
story of a ghost or a murder. I took care, however, to see the 
bones of my old friend once more buried in a place where they 
were not likely to he disturbed. As I sat on the turf and 
watched the interment, I fell into a long conversation mtii an 
old gentleman of the neighbourhood, John Josse Yandermoere, 
a pleasant gossiping man, whose whole life was spent in hear- 
ing and telling the news of the province. He recollected old 
Pompey, and his stories about the Haunted House; but he as- 
sured me he could give me one still more strange than any that 
Pompey had related: and on my expressing a gi’eat curiosity 
to hear it, he sat down beside me on the turf, and told the 
following tale. I have endeavoured to give it as nearly as 
possible in his words ; but it is now many years since, aiid I 
am grown old, and my memory is not over-good. I cannot 
therefore vouch for the language, but I am always scrupulous 
as to facts. ' B. K, 
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DOLPH HEYLIGEE. 

“ I take the town of Concord, where I dwell. 

All Kilborn be my witness, if I were not 

Begot in bashfulness, brought up in shamefacedness. 

Let ’iiri bring a dog but to my vace that can 
Zay I have beat ’im, and -without a vault; 

Or but a cat wdll swear upon a book, 

I have as much as zet a vire her tail. 

And I’ll give him or her a crown for ’mends.”— TaZe of a Tub* 

IisT the early time of the province of New-York, -while it 
groaned under the tyranny of the English governor, Lord 
Cornbiiry, who carried his cruelties towards the Dutch inhabi- 
tants so far as to allow no Dominie, or sclioolmaster, to officiate 
in their language, without his special license; about this time, 
there lived in the jolly little old city of the Manhattoes, a kind 
motherly dame, known by the name of Dame Heyliger. She 
was the widow of a Dutch sea-captain, who died suddenly of a 
fever, in consequence of working too hard, and eating too 
heai‘tily, at the time when all the inhabitants turned out in a 
panic, to fortify the place against the invasion of a small 
French privateer.-^' He left her with very little money, and one 
infant son, the only survivor of several children. The good 
woman had need of much management, to make both ends 
meet, and keep up a decent appearance. However, as her hus- 
band had fallen a victim to his zeal for the public safety, it 
was universally agreed that something ought to be done for 
the widow;” and on the hopes of this “something” she lived 
tolerably for some years; in the meantime, every body pitied 
and spoke well of ber ; and that helped along. 

She lived in a small house, in a small street, called Garden- 
street, very probably from a garden wliich may have flourished 
there some time or other. As her necessities every year grew 
greater, and the talk of the public about doing “ something for 
her” grew less, she had to cast about for some mode of doing 
something for herself, by way of helping out her slender means, 
and maintaining her independence, of winch she was somewhat 
tenacious. , 

Living in a mercantile town, she had caught something of 
the spirit, and determined to ventime a little in the great lot- 
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tery of eomiiierce. On a .juddcn, therefore^ to tlie great, sur- 
prise of tiie street, there appeared at her window a grand army 
of gingerhread kings and queens, with their arms stuck 
a-kimbo, after the invariable royal manner. There were also 
several broken tuniblers, some filled with siigai'-plimis, some 
■with marblcG-; there were, -moreover, cakes of various kinds, 
and barley sugar, and Holland dolls, and wooden horses, with 
here and there gilt-covered picture-hooks, and now and then a 
skem of thread, ora dangling pound, of candles. At the door 
of the house sat the good old dame’s cat, a decent demiire-look- 
ing personage, that seemed to scan every body that passed, to 
criticise their dress, and now and then to stretch her neck, 
and look out with sudden curiosity, to see what was going on 
at the other end of the street; but if by chance any idle vaga- 
bond dog came by, and offered to be uncivil — hoity-toity !— how 
she would bristle up, and growl, and spit, and strike out her 
paws ! she was as indignant as ever was an ancient and ugly 
spinster, on the approach of some graceless profligate. 

But though the good woman had to come down to these 
humble means of subsistence, yet she still kept up a feeling of 
family pride, having descended from the Vanderspiegels, of 
Amsterdam ; and she had the family arms painted and framed, 
and hung over her mantel-piece. She was, in truth, much re- 
spected by all the poorer people of the place; her house was 
quite a resort of the old wives of the neighbourhood ; they would 
drop in there of a winter’s afternoon, as she sat knitting on 
one side of her fire-place, her cat purring on the other, and the 
tea-kettle singing before it; and they would gossip with her 
until late in the evening. There was always an arm-chair for 
Peter de Groodt, sometimes called Long Peter, and sometimes 
Peter Longlegs, the clerk and sexton of the little Lutheran 
church, who was her great crony, and indeed the oracle of her 
fire-side. Nay, the Dominie himself did not disdain, now and 
then, to step in, converse about the state of her iiiincl, and take 
a glass of her special good cherr^^-brandy Indeed, he never 
failed to call on new-year’s day, and wish her a happy new 
year ; and the good dame, who was a little vain on some points, 
mways piqued herself on giving him as large a cake as any one 
in town. 

I have said that she had one son. He was the cMld of her 
old age; but could hardly be called the comfort— for, of all mi- 
lucky iircliins, Dolph Heyliger was the most miscliievoiis. 
Not that the whipster was really vicious; he was only Ml of 
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fun and frolic, and had that daring, gamesome spirit, which is 
extolled in a rich man’s ciiiid, but execrated in a poor man’s. 

He was continually getting into scrapes: his mother was in- 
cessantly harassed with complaints of some waggish pranks 
which he had played off; bills were sent in for wdndows that he 
had broken ; in a word, he had not reached his fourteenth year 
before he was pronounced, by all the neigiibourhood, to be a 
'Svicked dog, the wickedest dog in the street!” Nay, one old 
gentleman, in a claret-coloured coat, with a tliin red face, and 
ferret eyes, went so far as to assure Dame Heyliger, that her 
son would, one day or other, come to the gallows I 
Yet, notwithstanding all this, the poor old soul loved her 
boy. It seemed as though she loved him the better, the worse 
he behaved; and that he grew more in her favour, "the more he 
groAv out of favour wdth the world. Mothers are foolish, fond- 
hearted beings; there’s no reasoning them out of their dotage; 
and, indeed, this poor woman’s child was all that was left to 
love her in this ^vorld ;— so we must not tliink it hard that she 
turned a deaf ear to her good friends, who sought to prove to 
her that Dolph would come to a halter. ' 

To do the varlet justice, too, he was strongly attached to his I 

parent. He would not willingly have given her pain on any ; 

account; and %vhen he had been doing wrong, it was but for 
him to catch his poor mother’s eye fixed wistfully and sorrow- ; 

fully upon him, to fill his heart with bitterness and contrition. | 

Blit he was "’a heedless youngster, and could not, for the life of 
him, resist any new temptation to fun and mischief. Though ; 

quick at his learning, 'whenever he could be brought to apply 
himself, yet he “was always prone to be led aw^ay by idle com- 
pany, and would play truant to hunt after birds’-nests, to rob 
orchards, or to swim in the Hudson. 

In this "way he grew up, a tall, lubberly boy ; and Ms mother I 

began to be greatly perplexed what to do with Mm, or how to 
put liini in a ivay to do ■ for himself ; for he had acquired such 
(Un unlucky reputation, that no one seemed -willing to employ 


him. ' ■ ■ 

.Many ivere the consultations that she held with Peter de 
.Groodt, the clerk and sexton, who was her prime counsellor. , . 

Peter wnis as niiich perplexed as herself, for he had no great 
opinion of the boy, and thought he wmuld never .eoiue to good, 
lie at one time advised her to send liim to sea— a jiieco of advice 
only given, in the most, desperate .cases; .but Dame Heyliger 
would not listen to such an idea;* she could not think of letting 
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Dolpli go out of Iier sight. She was sitting one day knitting 
hy her fireside, in great perplexity, when the sexton entered 
with an air of unusual vivacity and briskness. He had just 
come from a funeral. It had been that of a boy of Dolph’s 
years, who had been apprentice to a famous German doctor, 
and had died of a consumption. It is true, there had been a 
whisper that the deceased had been brought to his end by being 
made the subject of the doctor’s experiments, on which he was 
apt to try the effects of a new compoimd, or a quieting draught. 
This, however, it is likely, was a mere scandal; at any rate, 
Peter de Groodt did not think it worth mentioning; though, 
had we time to philosophize, it would he a curious matter for 
speculation, why a doctor’s family is apt to be so lean and 
cadaverous, and a butcher’s so jolly and rubicund. 

Peter de Groodt, as I said before, entered the house of Dame 
Heyliger, with unusual alacrity. He was full of a bright idea 
that had popped into his head at the funeral, and over which 
ho had chuckled as he shovelled the earth into the grave of the 
doctor’s disciple. It had occurred to him, that, as the situation 
of the deceased was vacant at the doctor’s, it vrould be the very 
place for Dolph. The boy had parts, and could pound a pestle 
and nm an errand mth any boy in the town— and what more 
was wanted in a student? 

The suggestion of the sage Peter was a vision of glory to the 
mother. She already saw Dolph, in her mind’s eye, with a 
cane at his nose, a knocker at his door, and an M. D. at the end 
of his name— one of the established dignitaries of the tomi. 

The matter, once undertaken, was soon effected ; the sexton 
had some influence with the doctor, they having had much 
dealing together in the way of their separate professions; and 
the very next morning he called and conducted the urchin, 
clad in his Sunday clothes, to undergo the inspection of Dr. 
Karl Lodovick Knipperhausen. 

They found the doctor seated in an elbow-chair, in one corner 
of his study, or labox’atory, with a large volume, in German 
print, before him. He was a short, fat man, with a dark, 
square face, rendered inore dark by a black velvet cap. He 
had a little, knobbed nose, not unlike the ace of spades, with a 
pail* of spectacles gleaming on each side of his dusky coimte- 
nance, like a couple of how-windows. 

Dolph felt struck with awe, on entering into the presence of 
this learned man; and gazed about him with boyish wonder at 
the furniture of this chamber of knowledge, which appeared 
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to Mm almost as the den A a magician. In the centre stood a 
claw-footed table, with pestle and mortar, pMals and gallipots, 
and a pair of small, burnished scales. At one end was a heavy 
clothes-press, turned into a receptacle for drugs and compounds ; 
against which hung the doctor’s hat and cloak, and gold-headed 
cane, and on the top grinned a human skull. Along the mantel- 
piece were glass vessels, in wliich were snakes and lizards, and 
a human foetus preserved in spirits. A closet, the doors of 
wMch were taken off, contained three whole shelves of books, 
and some, too, of mighty foho dimensions — a collection, the 
like of which Dolph had never before beheld. As, however, 
the library did not take up the whole of the closet, the doctor’s 
thrifty housekeeper had occupied the rest with pots of pickles 
and preserves; and had hung about the room, among awful 
implements of the healing art, strings of red pepper and cor- 
pulent cucumbers, carefully preserved for seed. 

Peter de Groodt, and Ms protege, were received with great 
gravity and stateliness by the doctor, who was a very wise, 
dignified little man, and never smiled. He surveyed Dolph 
from head to foot, above, and under, and through his spectacles ; 
and the poor lad's heart quailed as these great glasses glared on 
him like two full moons. The doctor heard all that Peter de 
Groodt had to say in favour of the youthful candidate; and 
thei^ wetting Ms thumb with the end of Ms tongue, he began 
deliberately to turn over page after page of the great black 
volume before Mm. At length, after many hums and haws, 
and strokings of the cMn, and all that hesitation and delibera- 
tion with which a wise man proceeds to do w^hat he intended to 
do from the very first, the doctor agi*eed to take the lad as a 
disciple; to give him bed, board, and clothing, and to instruct 
him in the healing art; in return for which, he was to have Ms 
services until his twenty-first year. 

Behold, then, our hero, aU at once transformed from an 
unlucky urchin, ruiming wild about the streets, to a student 
of medicine, diligently pounding a pestle, under the auspices of 
the learned Doctor Karl Lodo^dck Knipperhauseii. It was a 
happy transition for Ms fond old mother. She was delighted 
with the idea of her boy’s being brought up worthy ' of ^ Ms 
ancestors ; and anticipated the day when he would be able to 
hold, up Ms head with the lawyer, that lived in, the large house 
opposite; or, peradventure, with the Dominie himself. 

Doctor Knipperhausen was a native of the Palatinate of Ger- 
many ; from whence, in company with many of his countrymen. 
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thiinping of Dolph’s pestle, or, perhaps, the drowsy buzzing of 
the suiimier flies, would now and then lull the little man into a 
slumber ; but then his spectacles were always wide awake, and 
studioiisl^^ regarding the book. 

There was another personage in the house, however, to whom 
Bolph was obliged to pay allegiance. Though a bachelor, and 
a man of such great dignity and importance, yefc the doctor 
was, like many other wise men, subject to petticoat govern- 
ment. He was completely under the sway of his housekeeper ; 
a spare, busy, fretting housewife, in a little, round, quilted, 
German cap, with a huge bunch of keys jingling at the girdle 
of an exceedingly long waist. Frau Ilse (or Frow Ilsy, as it 
was pronounced) had accompanied him in his various migra- 
tions from Germany to England, and from England to the 
province ; managing Ms establishment and lihnself too : ruling 
him, it is true, with a gentle hand, but carrying a high hand 
with all the world beside. How she had acquired such ascen- 
dency, I do not pretend to say. People, it is true, did talk- 
hut have not people been prone to talk ever since the world 
began? Who can tell how women generally contrive to get the 
upper hand? A husband, it is true, may now and then be 
master in his own house ; but who ever knew a bachelor that 
was not managed by his housekeeper? 

Indeed, Frau Ilsy ’s power was not conflned to the doctor’s 
household. She was one of those prying gossips that know 
every one’s business better than they do themselves ; and whose 
all-seeing eyes, and all-tellmg tongues, are terrors thi*oughout 
a neighbourhood. 

Nothing of any moment transpired in the world of scandal of 
this little burgh, but it was known to Frau Ilsy. She had her 
crew of cronies, that were perpetually hurrying to her little 
parlour, with some precious bit of news; nay, she would some- 
times discuss a whole volume of secret history, as she held the 
street-door ajar, and gossiped with one of these garrulous 
cronies in the very teeth of a December blast. 

Between the doctor and the housekeeper, it may easily be 
supposed that Dolpii had a busy life of it. As Frau Ilsy kept 
the keys, and literally, ruled, the roast,, it was starvation to 
offend her, thoxigh he found the study of her temper more per- 
plexing even than that of medicine. When not busy in the 
laboratory, she kept Mm running hither and thither on her 
errands; and on Bimdays he was obliged to accompany her to 
and from church,; and carry her Bible, llany a time has the 
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poor varlet stood shivering ana blowing his fingers, or holding 
ills .frost-bitten nose, in the chiirch-yai‘d, while Ilsy and her 
eroiiies were hTidclled together, wagging their heads, and tear- 
ing some unlucky character to pieces. 

With all his advantages, however, Dolph made vei’y slow' 
progress in his art. Tliis was no fault of the doctor’s, certainly, 
for he took unwearied pains with the lad, keeping him close to 
the pestle and mortar, or on the trot about town -witli phials 
and piil-hoxes; and if he ever flagged in his industry, which he 
was rather apt to do, the doctor would fly into a passion, and 
ask him if he ever expected to learn his j^rofession, urile>ss he 
applied himself closer to the study. The fact is, he still retained 
the fondness for sport and mischief that had marked his eliiid- 
hood ; the habit, indeed, had strengthened with his years, and 
gained force from being thwarted and constrained. He daily 
grew more and more untractahle, and lost favour in the eyes 
both of the doctor and the housekeeper. 

In the meantime the doctor went on, wmxing wealthy and 
renowned. He was famous for his skill in managmg cases not 
laid down in the books. He had cured several old women and 
young girls of witchcraft; a terrible complaint, nearly as 
prevalent in the province in those days as hydrophobia is at 
present. He had even restored one strapping country girl to 
pjerfect health, who had gone ■ so far as to vomit crooked pins 
and needles; which is considered a desperate stage of the 
malady. It was whispered, also, that he was possessed of the 
art of preparing love-powders; and many applications had he 
in consequence from love-sick patients of both sexes. But all 
these cases formed the mysterious part of his practice, in which, 
according to the cant phrase, “secrecy and honour inigiit be 
depended on.” Dolph, therefore, was obliged to turn out of 
the study whenever such consul^tioiis occurred, though it is 
said he learnt more of the secrets of the art at the key-hole, 
than by all the rest of his studies put together. 

As the doctor increased in wealth, he began to extend bis 
possessions, and to look forward, like other great men, to the 
time when he should retire to the repose of a country-seat. For 
this purpose he had purchased a farm, or, as the Dutch settlers 
called it, a howerie, a few miles from town. It had been the 
residence of a %vealthy family, that had returned sometime 
since to Holland. A large mansion-house stood in the centre of 
it, very much out of repair, and which, in consequence of cer- 
tain reports, had received the appellation of the Haunted 
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House. Eitlier from these reports, or from its actual dreariness, 
the doctor had found it impossible to get a tenant; and, that 
the place might not fall to ruin before he could reside in it him- 
self, he had placed a countiy boor, with his family, in one wing, 
with the privilege of cultivating the farm on shares. 

' The doctor now felt ah the dignity of a landholder rising 
within him. He had a little of the German pride of teiTitory 
in his composition, and almost looked upon himself as owner 
of a principality. He began to complain of the fatigue of busi- 
ness; and was fond of riding out ‘‘‘to look at his estate.” His 
little expeditions to his lands were attended with a bustle and 
parade that created a sensation throughout the neighbourhood. 
His ^'vurU-'eyed horse stood, stamping and whisking off the flies, 
for a full hour before the house. Then the doctor’s saddle-bags 
would be brought out and adjusted ; then, after a little while, 
his cloak would be rolled up and strapped to the saddle; then 
his umbrella would be buckled to the cloak; while, in the 
meantime, a group of ragged boys, that observant class of 
beings, would gather before the door. At length, the doctor 
would issue forth, in a pair of jack-boots that reached above 
his knees, and a cocked hat flapped down in front. As he was a 
short, fat man, he took some time to mount into the saddle ; 
and when there, he took some time to have the saddle and 
stirrups propexiy adjusted, enjoying the wonder and admira- 
tion of the urchin crowd. Even after he had set olf , he would 
pause in the middle of the street, or trot back two or three 
times to give some parting orders ; which were answered by 
the housekeeper from the door, or Doli3li from the study, or 
the black cook from the cellar, or the chambermaid from the 
garret- window ; and there were generally some last words 
bavded after him, just as he was turning the corner. 

The whole neighbourhood would be ai’oused by this pomp and 
circumstance. The cobbler w^ould leave his last; the barber 
would thrust out his frizzed head, with a comb sticking in h; 
a knot would collect at the grocer’s door; and the word would 
be buzzed from one end of the street to the other, “ The doctor’s 
riding out to his country-seat !” 

These were golden moments for Dolph. No sooner was' the 
doctor out of sight, than pestle and mortar were abandoned ; 
the laboratory was left. to take care of itself, and the student 
was off on some . madcap frolic. ' 

Indeed, it must be confessed, the youngster, as he grew up, 
seemed in a, fair way to fulfil the prediction of the old claret- 
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coloured gentleman. He was- the ringleader of all holiday 
sports, and midnight gambols; ready for all kinds of miscMev- 
mis pranks, and harebrained adventoes. 

There is nothing so troublesome as a hero on a »sniall scale, 
or,, rather, a hero in a small town., , Dolph soon became the ab- 
horrence of all drowsy, housekeeping old citizens, "who hated 
noise, and had no relish for waggery. The good dames, too, 
considered him as little better than a reprobate, gathered their 
daiigliters mider their wings whenever he approached, and 
pointed hmi out as a warning to their sons. No one seemed to 
hold him ui much regard, excepting the -wild striplings of the 
place, who were captivated by Ms open-hearted, daring man- 
ners, and the negroes, who always look upon evein^ idle, do- 
notlihig 3^oungster as a kind of gentleman. Even the good 
Peter de G-roodt, who had considered himself a kind of patron 
of the lad, began to despair of him; and would shake his head 
dubiously, as he listened to a long complaint from the house- 
keeper, and sipped a glass of her raspberry brand}’. 

Still his mother was not to be wearied out of lier affection, 
by all the ’way'wardness of her boy ; nor disheartened the 
stories of his misdeeds, with wMch her good friends V'ere con- 
tinually regaling her. She had, it is true, very little of the 
pleasure which rich people enjoy, in always hearing their chil- 
dren praised ; but she considered aH tMs ill-Avill as a kind of 
persecution wdiich he suffered, and she liked him the better on 
that account. She saw him growing up, a fine, tail, good-look- 
ing youngster, and she looked at hmi with the secret pride of a 
mother’s heart. It was her great desire that Dolph should 
appear like a gentleman, and all the money she could save 
went towards helping out bis pocket and his wardrobe. She 
would look out of the wiadow after him, as he sallied forth in 
his best array, and ber heart would yearn with delight; and 
once, when Peter de Groodt, struck with the y-oiiiigster’s 
gaUant appearance on a bright Sunday morning, observed, 
‘‘Well, after all, Dolph does gx'ow a ^comely fellow!” the tear 
of pride started into the mother’s eye : * ‘ ‘ All, neighbour I neigh- 
bour 1” exclaimed she, “they may say what the}^ please; poor 
Dolph win 3-et hold up his head ivith the best of them. ” 

Dolph. Heyliger had now nearly attained Ms one-and-tweiiti- 
eth year, and the term of his medical studies was Just expiring ; 
yet it must be confessed that he knew little more of the pro- 
fession than -when he first entered the doctor’s doors. This, 
however, could not be from want of quickness of parts, for he 
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showed amazing aptness in mastering other branches of knowl- 
edge, which lie could only have studied at intervals. He was, 
.for instance, a sure marksman, and won all the geese and 
turkeys at Christmas holidays.' He was a bold rider; he was 
famous for leaping and wrestling; he j)Iayed tolerably: on the 
fiddle; could swim like' a fish; and was the best hand in the 
whole place at fives or nine-pins. 

All these accomplishments, however, procured liim no favour 
in the eyes of the doctor, who grew more and more crabbed 
and intolerant, the nearer the term of apprenticeship ap- 
proached. Frau Ilsy, too, was for ever finding some occasion 
to raise a windy tempest about his ears ; and seldom encoun- 
tered him about the house, without a clatter of , the tongue; so 
that at length the jingling of her keys, as she approached, was 
to Dolph like the ringing of the prompter’s bell, that gives 
notice of a theatrical thimder-stonii. Nothing but the infinite 
good-humour of the heedless youngster, enabled liim to bear all 
this domestic tyranny without open rebellion. It was evident 
that the doctor and his housekeeper vrere prei^aring to beat the 
poor youth out of the nest, the moment his term should have 
expired ; a shorthand mode which the doctor had of providing 
for useless disciples. 

Indeed, the little man had been rendered more than usually 
irritable lately, in consequence of various cares and vexations 
which his country estate had brought upon him. The doctor 
had been repeatedly annoyed by the rumours and tales which 
prevailed concerning the old mansion; and found it difficult to 
prevail even upon the countryman and his family to remain 
there rent-free. Every time he rode out to the farm, he was 
teased by some fresh complaint of strange noises and fearful 
sights, with which, the tenants were disturbed ,at night;' and 
the doctor would come home fretting and fuming, and vent his 
.spleen upon the whole household. It was iiideecl a sore .griev- 
ance, that affected him both in pride and purse. He was. 
threatened with an absolute loss of the profits of his property; 
and then, what a blow to liis territorial consequence, to .be the 
laiicEord of a haunted house ! 

It was observed, however, that with all his vexation, the 
doctor never proposed to sleep , in the house himself ; nay, he 
could never be prevailed upon to remain in, the jireinises after 
dark, lait made the best of his way for town, as soon as the 
bats began to flit about in the- twilight.- The fact was, the doc- 
tor had a secret belief , in ghosts, ha^dng passed the early part 
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of Ms life in a country wliere they particiilaiiy aboiiiicl; 'and 
indeed the story went, that, when a boy, he had once seen the 
devil upon the Hartz moimtams'in Grermany. 

, At length, the doctor’s vexations on tliis head were brought 
to a crisis. , One morning, as he sat dozing over a voliime in 
his study, he was suddenly started from Ms slumbers by the 
bustling in of the housekeeper. 

“Here’s a fine to do!” ciied she, as she entered the, room. 
“Here’s Claus Hopper come in, hag and baggage, from the 
farm, and swear’s hell have nothing more to do vith it. Tbe 
whole family have been frightened out of their wits; for there’s 
such racketing and rummaging about the old house, that they 
can’t sleep quiet in their beds!” 

“ Bonner iind blitzen !” cxled the doctor, impatiently ; “ will 
they never have done chattering about that house? What a 
pack of fools, to let a few rats and mice frighten tlieiii out of 
good quarters !” 

“ Nay, nay,” said the housekeeper, wagging her head know- 
ingly, and piqued at having a good ghost story doubted, 
“there’s more in it than rats and mice. xVll the iieigiiboiir- 
hood talks about the house ; and then such sights have been 
seen in it ! Peter de Groodt tells me, that the family that sold 
you the house and went to Holland, dropped several strange 
hints about it, and said, fthey wished you joy of your bargain; ’ 
and you know yourself there’s no getting any family to live 
in it.” 

“ Peter de G-roodt’s a ninny— an old woman,” said the doctor, 
peevisMy; “ I’ll warrant he’s been filling these people’s heads 
full of stories. It’s just like Ms nonsense about the ghost that 
haunted the church belfry, as an excuse for not ringing the 
hell that cold night when Harmanus Brinkerhoff’s house was 
on fire. Send Claus to me.” 

Claus Hopper now made his appearance: a simple country 
lout, full of awe at finding Mmself in the very study of Br. 
Knipperhausen, and too much embarrassed to enter into much 
detail of the matters that had caused his alarm. He stood 
twirling his hat in one hand, resting sometimes on one leg, 
sometimes on the other, looking occasionally at the doctoi’, and 
now and then stealing a fearful glance at the death’s-head that 
seemed ogling him from the top of the clothes-press. 

The doctor tried every means to persuade him to return to 
the farm, but all in vain; he maintained a dogged deteianina- 
tion on the subject; and at the close of every argiunent or 
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Bolicitationj would make the same brief, inflexible reply, ^^Ich 
kan niclit, m^mheer.” The doctor was a ‘kittle pot, and soon 
hot;” his patience was exhausted by these continual vexations 
about Ms estate. The stubborn refusal of Claus Hopper seeiiied 
to liiin like flat rebellion; Ms temper- suddenly boiled over, and. 
Claus was glad to make a rapid retreat to escape scalding. 

When the bumpkin got to the housekeeper's room, lie found 
Peter de Ctroodt, and several other tiue believers, I'eady to 
receive him. Here lie indemnifled himself for the restraint he 
had suffered in the study, and opened a budget of stories about 
the haiiiite-cl house that astonished ail Ms hearers. The house- 
keeper believed them all, if it was only to spite the doctor for 
having received her intelligence so uncourteously. Peter de 
Groodt matched them with many a wonderful l€\gend -of the 
times of the Dutch dynasty, and of theBevil'’s Stepping-stones ; 
and of the pirate that was hanged at Gibbet Island, and con- 
tinued to swing there at night long after the gallows was taken 
down ; and of the ghost of the unfortunate G overnor Leisler, 
who was hanged for treason, which haunted the old fort and 
the government house. The gossiping knot dispei'sed, each 
charged wuth direful intelligence. The sexton disburdened 
liiiiiself at a vesti*y meeting that wus lield that very da3^, and 
the black cook forsook her kitchen, and spent half the clay at 
the street pump, that gossiping place of servants, dealing forth 
the news to all that came for water. In a little time, the wiiole- 
town was in a buzz with, tales about the haunted house. Some 
said that Claus Hopper, had seen the devil, while others hinted 
that the house ' was haunted' by 'the ghosts of 'some of the 
patients wdiom the doctor had physicked out of the and 

that was the reason why he did not venture to live in it him- 
self. 

All this put the little doctor in a terrible fimie. He threat- 
ened vengeance on any one wMo should affect the value of his 
property by exciting popular prejudices. He complained 
loiiclly of thus being in a manner dispossessed of his teiril oriels 
biT- mere bugbears; but he secretly determ, iiied .to lia\'e the 
house exorcised by the .Dominie. . Great was his relief, i here- 
fore, wiien, in the midst of his perplexities, Dolph stepped 
forw'-ard and undertook to garrison ' the haunted house. The 
youngster had been listening to all the stories of Glaus Ho]:)})er 
and Peter de Groodt: he was Tond of adventure, he loved the 
marvellous, and liis imagination- had become quite excited by 
these tales of wonder. Besides, he' had led such an imconifort- 
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able life at tlie doctor’s, oeing subjected to the intolerable 
thraldom of early hours, that he was delighted at the .prospect 
of having a house to liimself, even though it should be a 
hsointed one. His offer was eagerly accepted, and it' was de- 
terixiined that he should momit guard' that very -night. His 
only stipulation was, that the enterprise should be kept secret 
from his mother; for he knew the poor soul would not sleep a 
wink, if she knew that her son was waging v/ar with the 
powers of darkness. 

When night came on, he set out on this perilous expedition. 
The old black cook, his only friend in the household, had pro- 
vided him with a little mess for supper, and a riishligiit : and 
she tied roimd his neck an amulet, given her hy an African 
conjurer, as a cliariii against evil sphuts. Dolph was escorced 
on his way by the doctor and Peter de Groodt, who had agreed 
to accompany him to the house, and to see him safe lodged. 
The night was overcast, and it was very dark when tney 
arrived at the grounds which surrounded the niansion. The 
sexton led the way with a lantern. As they wuilked along the 
avenue of acacias, the fitful light, catching from ])ii.sh to bush, 
and tree to tree, often startled the doughty Peter, and made 
him fall back upon his followers ; and the doctor grabbed still 
closer hold of Dolph’s arm, observing that the ground was 
very slippery and uneven. At one time they were nearly mit 
to a total rout by a bat, which came flitting about the lan- 
tern; and the notes of the insects from the trees, and the fro^'S 
from a neighbouring pond, formed a most drowsy and doleful 
concert. 

The front door of the mansion opened with a gloating sound, 
that made the doctor turn j)ale. They entered a tole"*abIy 
large hall, such as is common in American country-ho^ises, 
and which serves for a sitting-room in warm weather. From 
hence they went up a wide staircase, that groaned and creaked 
as they trod, every step making its particular note, like the 
key of a harpsichord. Tins led to another hall on the second 
story, from whence they entered the room where Dolnh was 
to sleep. It was large, and scantily furnished; the shutters 
were closed ; but as they were much broken, there was no want 
of a circulation of air. It appeared to liave been that sacred 
chamber, known among Dutch housewives by the name of 
‘‘the best bed-room;” which is the best furnislied room m the 
house, but in which scarce any body is ever permitted to sk^ep. 
Its splendour, however, was all at an end. There were a few 
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broken articles of fiiriiiture about tlie room,- and in the centre 
stood, a liea,vy deal table and a large arm-chair, both of which 
]..iad the look of being coeval with the mansion. The fire-place 
was wide, and ' had been faced with Dutch tiles, representing 
sciipture stories ; ■ but some of them had fallen out of their 
places, and lay shattered about the hea.rtli. Tiie sexton had lit 
the rusliiight; and the doctor, looking fear£iil].y about the 
room, was Just exliorting , Dolph to be of good cheer, and to 
jjluck up a stout heart, when a noise in the chimney, like 
voices and struggling, struck a sudden panic into the sexton. 
He took to his heels with the lantern ; the doctor followed hard 
after hiiii; the stairs groaned and creaked as they hurried 
down, increasing their agitation and sireed by its noises. The 
front door slammed after them; and Dolph heard them scrab- 
blingdownthe avenue, till the soimd of tlieii‘ feet was lost in 
the distance. That he did not Join in this precipitate retreat, 
might have been owing to bis possessing a little more courage 
than his companions, or perhaps that he had caught a glimj>se 
of the cause of their dismay, in a nest of chimney swallows, 
tiiat came tiunbling down into the fire-place. 

Being now left to himself, he secured the front door by a 
strong bolt and bar ; and having seen that the other entrances 
were fastened, he I’eturned to his desolate chamber. Having 
made liis supper from the basket whieli the good old cook had 
provided, he locked the chamber door, and retired to rest on a 
mattress in one corner. The night ■ was ■ cami and still; and 
nothing broke upon the pi^ofound quiet but the lonely chirping 
of a cricket from the chimney of a distant chamber. Tlie 
rusliiight, which stood in the centre of the deal table, shed a 
feeble yellow ray, dimly illumining the chamber, and making 
uncouth shapes and shadov/s on the' wahs, from the clothes 
which Dolpli had tlirown over a chair, 

'With all his boldness of heart, there was something subduing 
In this desolate scene; and he felt Ms spirits flag within him* 
as he on his hard bed and ga-zed aliout the room. He wiiH 
turning over in his mind his idle habits, his doulitfiil prospects, 
and now and then heaving a heavy sigh, a,s he thought on Ms 
poor old mother; foi* there is nothing like the silence and loin^- 
liiiess of iiiglit to bring dark shadows over the brightest mind. 
By-and-by, he Uioiiglit he heard a 'sound as if some one w^as 
wMkiiig bclow^ stairs. He listened, and distinct1>' hea.rd a step 
on the great staircase. It- approached solemnly and HV>wly, 
traiiip~-tiuoip™-traiup! It. was' evidently the tread of some 
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lieavy personage; and jet how could lie have got into tlie 
lioiisG: without' making a noise'?. He had examined all the 
fastenings, and was certain that every, entrance was secime. 
Still, .the steps advanced, tramp — ^tranip — tramp ! It was evi- 
dent that the person approaching could not be a robber-— the 
step was too loud and dehberate; a robber would eitiier.be 
stealthy or 'precipitate. And now the footsteps had ascended 
the. staircase; they were slowly advancing along the passage, 
resounding through the silent and empty apartments. The 
very cricket had ceased its melancholy note, and nothing 
interrupted their awful distinctness. The door, which had 
been locked on the inside, slowly swung open, as if self-moved. 
The footsteps entered the room; but no one w^as to be seen. 
They passed slowly and audibly across it, tramp — tramp- 
tramp! but wTiatever made the sound was invisible. Dolph 
rubbed his eyes, and stared about bim : he could see to every 
part of the dimly-lighted chamber; all was vacant; yet still 
he heard those mysterious footsteps, solemnly ■walking about 
the chamber. They ceased, and all ivas dead silence. There 
was something more appalling in this invisible visitat ion, than 
there would have been in anything that addressed itself to the 
eyesight. It was awfully vague and indefinite. He felt his 
heart beat against his ribs ; a cold sweat broke out upon his 
forehead; he lay for some time in a state of violent agitation; 
nothing, however, occurred to increase his alarm. His light 
gradually burnt down into the socket, and he fell asleep. 
When he awoke it was broad daylight; the sun was peering 
through the cracks of the window-shutters, and the birds vrere 
merrily singing about the house. The bright, cheery day soon 
put to fiiglit all the terrors of the preceding night. Bolph 
laughed, or raibher tried to laugh, at all that had passed, and 
endeavoured to persuade himself that it was a mere freak of 
the imagination, conjured up by the stories he had heard; but 
Ae was a little puzzled to find the door of his room locked on 
the inside, notwithstanding that he had positively seen it 
swing open as the footsteps had entered. He returned to town 
in a state of considerable perplexity ; but he determined to say 
nothing on the subject, until his doubts were either confirmed 
or removed by another night’s watching. His silence was a 
gi’ievous disappointment to the gossips who had gathered at 
the doctor’s mansion. They had prepared their minds to hear 
direful tales; and they were almost in a rage at being assured 
that he had nothing to relate. 
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Tlie next night, then, Dolph repeated Ms vigil. He now 
entered the hoxise with some trepidation. He was partiGiilar 
in examining the fastenings of all the doors, and securing them 
well. He locked the door of his chamber, and placed a chair 
against it ; then, having despatched his supper, he threw him- 
self on his mattress and endeavoured to sleep. It was all in 
vain— a thousand crowding fancies kept him waking. The 
time slowly dragged on, as if minutes were spinning out them- 
selves into hours. As the night advanced, he grew more and 
more nervous ; and he almost started from Ms couch, when he 
heard the mysterious footstep again on the staircase. Up it 
came, as before, solemnly and slowly, tramp— tramp— tramp ! 
It approached along the passage ; the door again swung open., 
as if there had been neither lock nor impediment, and a strange- 
looking figure stalked into the room. It was an elderly man, 
large and robust, clothed in the old Flemish fashion. He had 
on a kind of short cloak, with a garment under it, helted 
round the waist ; truiM hose, mth great bunches or bows at 
the knees; and a pair of russet boots, very large at top, and 
standing widely from bis legs. His hat was broad and slouched, 
with a feather trailing over one side. His iron-gray hair hung 
ill thick masses on his neck ; and he had a short grizzled beard. 
He walked slowly round the room, as if examining that all wars 
safe; then, hanging his hat on a peg beside the door, he sat 
dowm ill the elbowr-chair, and, leaning his elbow on the table, 
he fixed Ms eyes on Dolph with an unmoving and deadening 
stare.:, 

Dolph was not naturally a coward ; but he had been brought 
up in an implicit belief in ghosts and goblins. A thousand 
stories came swarming to his mind, that he had heard about 
this building; and as he looked at this strange personage, with 
his iincoutii garb, his pale visage, Ms grizzly beard, and liis 
fixed, staring, fi.sh-like eye, his teeth began to chatter, Ms hair' 
to rise on his head, and a cold sweat to break out all over his 
body. How long he remained in tMs situation he could not 
tell, for he iras like one fascinated. He could not take liis gaze 
off from the spectre; but lay staring at him with his wdiole 
intellect absorbed in the contemplation. The old man remained 
seated behind the table, without stirring or turning an eye, 
always keeping a dead steady glare upon Dolph. At length 
the household cock from a neighbouring farm ' clapped his 
wings, and gave a loud cheerful crow that ■rung over the fields. 
At the sound, the old man ■ slowly rose, and took, : down, his hat 
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peg;, the door opened and closed after him; lie was 
heard to go slowly down the staiioase -di'amp™-traiiip--tranip I 
—and when. he had got to the bottom, all was again silent. 
Boiph lay and listened earnestly; counted every footfall; 
listened and, MstenecI if the steps, should return— iiiitiJ,, ex- 
hausted by watching and agitation, he fell into a troubled 
sleep. 

.Daylight again brought fresh courage and assurance. Ho 
■would fain have considered all that had passed as a mere 
dream; yet there stood the chair in "which the iiiiknovni bad 
seated bimself; there was the table on which he had leaned; 
them was the peg on which he had hung his hat; and tliere 
was the door, locked precisely as he himself had locked it, 'with 
the chair placed agahist it. He hastened dowinstairs and 
examined the doors and windows; all %vere exactly in tlie same 
state in which be had left them, and there was no apparent 
way by which any being could have entered and left the house 
without leaving some trace behind. “Pooh I” said Dolpli to 
himself, “it was all a dream;'’ — ^but it ■would not do; the more 
lie endeavoured to shake the scene oil: from his mind, the 
more it haunted him. 

Though he persisted hi a strict silence as to all that he bad seen 
or heard, yet bis looks betrayed tlie uncomfortable night that 
he had passed. It was evident that there was something won- 
derful hidden under this mysterious reserve. The doctor took 
him. into the study, locked the door, and sought to have a full 
and confidential communication; but lie could get notliiiig -out 
of him. Frau Ilsy took him aside into the pantry, but to as 
little purpose; and Peter de Groodt held him by tbe button for 
a full hour in the chux’ch-yard, the very place to get at the 
bottom of a ghost story, but came off not a wliit wiser than the 
rest. It is always the case, however, that one truth concealed 
makes a dozen current lies, it is like a guinea locked up in a 
bank, that has a dozen paper repi’esentatives. Before tiio <]ay 
was over, the neiglibourhood was full of reports. Sunie said 
that Dolpli Heyliger watched in the haunted house witb ]v’stoLs 
loaded with silver bullets; others, that he had a long talk with 
the spectre without a head; others, that Doctor Enipjierliaiison 
and the sexton had been hunted down the Bowery lane, and 
quite into town, by a legion of ghosts of their custonlers. aae 
shook their heads, and thought it a shame that tlie th.,ctor 
should put Dolph to pass the night alone in that dismal iraise, 
where he might be spirited away, no one knew wliither: while ■ 
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others observed, with a shrug, that if the devil did carry off 
the youngster, it would he but taldng his own. 

These rumours at length reached the ears of the good Dame 
Heyliger, and, as iiiay be supposed, threw her into a terrible 
alarm. For her son to have opposed himself to danger from 
living foes, would have been nothing so dreadful in her eyes as 
to dare alone the terrors of the haunted house. She hastened 
to the doctor’s, and passed a great part of the day in attempt- 
ing to dissuade Dolph from repeating his vigil ; she told him a 
scoic of tales, which her gossiping friends had just related to 
Jicr, of persons who had been carried off when watching alone 
in old ruinous houses. It was all to no effect. Dolph ’s pride, 
as well as curiosity, was piqued. He endeavoured to calm the 
apprehensions of his mother, and to assure her that there was 
no truth ill all the rumours she had heard; she looked at him 
dubiously, and shook her head ; hut finding his deteimination 
was not to lie shaken, she brought him a little thick Dutch Bible, 
with brass clasps, to take with him, as a. sword wherewith to 
fight the poweiis of darkness ; and, lest that might not be suffi- 
cient, the housekeeper gave him the Heidelburgh catechism by 
way of dagger. 

The next night, therefore, Dolph took up his quarters for the 
third time in the old mansion. ‘Whether dream or not, the 
same thing was repeated. Towards -midnight, when every 
thing vras still, tlie same sound echoed through the empty 
halls— tramp — tramp— tramp 1 The stairs were again ascended ; 
the door again swung open ; the old man entered, walked round 
the room, hung up his hat, and seated himself by the table. 
The same fear and trembling came over poor Dolph, though 
not in so violent a degree. He lay in the same way, motion- 
less and fascinated, staring at the figure, which regarded him, 
as before, with a clead, fixed, chilling ga,.ze: .In this way They 
3:‘emained for a long time, till, by. degrees, Dolph’s cour- 
age, began gradually to revive. 'Whether alive or dead,, tins 
being had certainly some object in his visitation.;., and lie .re- 
colic'cted to have heard it said, that spirits have no power to 
speak until they are spoken to. Summoning up I'osriiition, 
therefore, and making two or tlmee attempts before he could 
.get Ms parched tongue in motion, he addressed the unknown 
ill tlie^ most solemn form of adjuration that he could 
recollect, and demanded .to know what, was the motive of his . 
visit. ■ 

No sooner had he finished, than the old man rose, took 
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down Ms hat, the door opened, and he w’-eiit otit, looking back 
upon Bolph Just as he crossed the tlireshokl, as if expecting 
Mill' to follows , The youngster did not hesitate an instant. He 
took the candle in Ms hand, and the Bible under his arm, and 
obeyed the tacit iiwitation. The candle emitted a feeble, 
uncertain ray; but still he could see the" figure before him, 
slowly descend the stairs. He followed, trembling. When it 
had reached the bottom of the stairs, it turned tln-oiigh the 
hail towards the back door of the mansion. Dolph held the 
light OTer the balustrades; but, in Ms eagerness to catch a 
sight of the unknown, he flared Ms feeble taper so suddeiiiy, 
that it went out. Still there was suflicient light from tlie pale 
moonbeams, that fell through a narrow- wdndow, to give him 
an indistinct of the figure, near the door. He follow-ed, 
therefore, down-stairs, and turned towards the place ; but wdien 
he had got there, the unknown had disappeared. The door 
remained fast barred and bolted ; there w^as no other mode of 
exit; yet the being, whatever he might be, w-as gone. He 
unfastened the door, and looked out into the fields. It was a 
hazy, moonlight night, so that the eye could distinginsh objects 
at some distance. He thought he sfiw the unknowm in a foot- 
path that led from the door. He was not mistaken; but how 
had he got out of ohe house? He did not pause to think, but 
followed on. The old man proceeded at a measured pace, with- 
out looking about him, his footsteps sounding on the hard 
ground. He passed through the orchard of apple-trees that 
stood near the house, always keeping the footpath. It led to 
a weU, situated in a little hollow, which had supplied the farm 
with water. Just at tMs well, Dolph lost sight of him. He 
rubbed Ms eyes, and looked again ; but notMng was to be seen 
of the unknown. He reached the well, but nobody was there. 
All the surrounding ground was open and clear; there "was no 
hush nor hiding-place. He looked down the well, and saiv, at 
a great depth, the reflection of the sky in the still water. After 
remaining here for some time, without seeing or hearing any 
thing more of Ms mysterious conductor, he returned to the 
house, fun of awe and wonder. He bolted the door, groped Ms 
way back to bed, and it was long before he could compose liiin.- 
self ’to sleep. 

His dreams were strange and troubled. He thought he was 
following the old man along the side of a gi*eat river, until they 
came to a vessel that was on the point of sailing; and that Ms 
conductor led Mm on board and vanished. He remenibered 
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the commander of the vessel, a short swarthy man, with 
crisped black hair, blind of one eye, and lame of one leg; hut 
the rest of his dream was very confused. Sometimes he was 
sailing; sometimes on shore; now amidst storms and tem- 
pests, and now wandering quietly in unknown streets. The 
figure of the old man was strangely mingied up with the in- 
cidents of the dream; and the whole distinctly wound up by 
his finding himself on board of the vessel again, retimning 
home, with a great ba.r of money 1 

When he woke, the gray, cool light of dawn was streaking 
the horizon, and the cocks passing the r^ml from farm to farm 
throughout the comitr^^. He rose more harassed and perplexed 
than ever. He was singularly confounded by all that he had 
seen and dreamt, and began to doubt whether his mind was 
not aifected, and whether all that was passing in his thoughts 
iiiigiit not be more feverish fantasy. In his present state of 
mind, he did not feel disposed to return immediately to the 
doctor’s, and undergo tlie cross-questioning of the houseiiold. 
lie ma de a scanty breakfast, therefore, on the remauis of the 
last night’s provisions, and then wandered out into the fields to 
meditate on all that had befallen him. Lost in thought, he 
raiiil}ied about, graduaUy approacbmg the town, until the 
morning was far advanced, when he was roused by a hurry 
and bustle around liim. He found himself near the water’s 
edge, in a throng of people, hurrying to a x'>icr, where there 
was a vessel ready to make sail. He was unconsciously car- 
ried along by the impulse of the crowd, and found that it was. 
a sloop, on the point of sailing up the Hudson to Albany. 
There was much leave-taking and kissing of old women and 
children, and great activity in carrying on board baskets of 
bread and cakes, and provisions of aU kinds, notwithstanding 
the mighty joints of meat that dangled over the stem; for a 
voyage to Albany was an exj^edition of great moment in those 
days. The commander of the sloop was hurrying about, and 
giving a world of orders, which were not very strictly attend- 
ed to; one man being busy in lighting his pipe, and another 
in sliarpening his snicker-snee. 

The appearance of the commander suddenly caught Bolph’s 
attention. He was short, and swarthy, with crisped . black 
hair; blind, of one eye, and lamC' of one leg — the very, com- 
mander that he had seen in his dream !- .Surprised and aroused, 
lie considered' the scene more attentively, and recalled still 
further traces of Ms dream: the appeai'ance of the vessel, of 
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tii,e river,, and of a variety of othor objects, accorded -witli tlie 
imperfect images vagaiel^^ rising to recollection. 

As lie stood imising on these circimistances, the captain 
suddenly called out to him in Dutch, “Stepson board, young 
man, or yoiili be left behind I” He was startled by the sum- 
mons ; he saw that the sioo|) was cast ■ loose, and was actually 
moving from the pier ; it seemed as if he was actuated some 
irresistible impulse; he sprang upon the deck, and the next 
iiioinent the sloop was hurried oE by the wind and lido. 
Doiph’s thoughts and feelings were all in tumult and cnnuisitju. 
He had been strongly worked ui3on by the events that had 
recently befallen him, and could not but think that there wa:S 
some coimexioii between his p>resent situation and his last 
night’s dream. He felt as if he was imcler sujiornatiirai in- 
fhieiice; and he tried to assure himself with an old and favour- 
ite iiia,.xim of Ms, that “ one way or other, all would turn out 
for the best.” For a moment, the indignation of the doctor at 
his departure without leave, passed across his mind— but that 
was matter of little moment. Then he thought of the distress 
of his mother at his strange disappearance, and the idea gave 
him a sudden pang; he would have entreated to be put on 
shore ; but he knew with such wind and tide the entreaty 
would have been in vain. Then, the inspiring love of novelty 
and adventure came rushing in full tide through Ms bosom; he 
felt himself launched strangely and suddenly on the world, and 
under full way to explore the regions of wonder that lay up 
.this mighty river, and beyond those blue mountams that liaci 
bounded his horizon since childhood. While he was lost in this 
whirl of thought, the sails strained to the breeze ; the shores 
seemed to hurry away beMnd Mm; and, before he perfectly 
recovered Ms self-possession, the sloop was ploughing her way 
past Bpiking-devil and Yonlmrs, and the tallest chimney of the 
Manhattoes had faded from Ms sight. 

I have said, that a voyage up the Hudson in those days was 
an iiiidertaldng of some moment; indeed, it was as much 
thought of as a voyage to Europe is at present. The sloops 
were often many days' on the way;, the cautious navigators 
taking in sail when it blew fresh, and coming to anchor at 
night; and stopping to send the boat ashore for milk for tea, 
without which it was 'Impossible for the worth}’- rfid ladc' pas- 
sengers to subsist. And there w-ere the mueh-talkecl-of perils 
of the Tappaan Zee, and rihe .highlands. In'short, a prudent 
Dutch burgher wouicl talk of such a voyage for months, and 
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even years, beforehand; and never undertook it without put- 
ting Ms affairs in order, making his will, and having prayers 
said for him in the Low Dutch churches. 

In the course of such a voyage, therefore, Dolph was satisfied 
he would have time enough to reflect, and to make up his mind 
as to what he should do when he arrived at Albany. The cap- 
tain, with his blind eje and lame leg, vroidd, it is true, bring his 
strange dream to mind, and perplex him sadly for a few mo- 
ments ;bnt, of late, his life had been made up so much of 
dreams and realities, his nights and day^s had been so jumbled 
together, that he seemed to be moving continually in a de- 
lusion. There is always, however, a kind of vagabond con- 
solation in a man’s having nothing in tMs world to lose ; ivith 
this Dolph comforted his heart, and determined to make the 
most of the present enjoyment. 

In the second day of the voyage they came to the high- 
lands. It was the latter part of a calm, sultry day, that they 
floated gently w-itii the tide between these stern mountains. 

There was that perfect quiet which prevails over nature in 
the languor of summer heat; the turning of a plank, or the 
accidental falling of an oar on deck, was echoed from the 
mountain side and reverberated along the shores; and if by 
chance the captain gave a shout of command, there were airy 
tongues that mocked it from every cliff. 

Dolph gazed about him in mute delight and wonder, at these 
scenes of nature’s magnificence. To the left the Dunderberg 
reared its woody precipices, height over height, forest over 
forest, away into the deep summer sky. To the right strutted 
forth the hold promontory of Anthony’s Nose, with a solitary 
eagle wheeling about it ; while beyond, moimtain succeeded to 
moimtain, until they seemed to lock their arms together, and 
confine this mighty river in their embraces. Theiu was a feel- 
ing of quiet luxury in gazing at the broad, green bosoms here 
and there scooped out among the precipices ; or at woodlands 
high in air, nodding over the edge of some beetling bluff', and 
their foliage ail transparent in the yellow sunshine. . ; 

. Ill; , the midst , of Ms admiration, Dolph remarked a pile of ! 

. bright, snowy clouds peering ahove the \Festern heights. It J 

was succeeded by another, and another,, each seemingly push- i 

ing onwards its .predecessor, and .towering, with dazzling bril- | 

liancy, in the deep-bine atmosphere: and now muttering peals . ' 

of thunder were faintly heard rolling behind tlie moiintarns. j 

The rivei; Mtlierto still and .glassy, - reflecting .pictures of the j 
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sky and land, now showed a dark ripple a.t a distaii^^e. as the 
breeze came .creeping up it. The fish-hawks wiii^elod and 
screamed, and sought their nests on the Iiigh dry trees: the 
crows flew clamorously to the crevices of the rocks, and. ah 
nature seemed’ conscious of the approaching thunder-gust. 

The clouds now rolled in volumes over the mor.iitaiii tops; 
their sunnnits still bright and snowy, hut the lower parts of an 
inky blackness. The rain began to patter clown in broad and 
scattered drops; the mnd fi'eshened, and curled up the waves; 
at length it seemed as if the bellying clouds were torn open by 
the niouiitain tops, and complete torrents of rain came rattling 
down. The lightning leaped from cloud to cloud, and streamed 
(Quivering against the rocks, splitting and r<n,iding the stoutest 
forest trees. The thunder burst in tremendous explosions ; the 
peals were echoed from mountain to mountain ; they crashed 
upon Dunderherg, and rolled up the long defile of the high- 
lands, each headland maldng a new echo, until old Bull hill 
seemed to bellow back the storm. 

For a time the scudding rack and mist, and the sheeted rain, 
almost hid the landscape from the sight. There was a fearful 
gloom, illumined still more fearfully by the streams of light- 
ning which glittered among the rain-drops. Never had Dolpli 
beheld such an absolute warring of the elements: it seemed as 
if the storm was tearing and rending, its way through this 
.mountain defile, and had brought all the artillery of heaven 
into action. 

The vessel was hurried on by the increasing wind, until she 
came to where the river makes a sudden bend, the only one in 
the whole course of its majestic cai’eer."^ Just as they turned 
the point, a violent flaw of wind came sweeping down a moun- 
tain gully, bending the forest before it, and, in a moment, lash- 
ing up the river into white froth and foam. The captain saw 
the danger, and cried out to lower the sail. Before the order 
could he obeyed, the flaw struck the sloop, and threw her on 
her beam-ends. Everything was now fright and confusion: 
the flapping of the sails, the whistling and rushing of the wind, 
the bawling of the captain and crew, the shrieking of the pas- 
sengers, all mingled with the rolling and bellowing of the thun- 
der. In the midst of the uproar, the sloop righted; at the 
same time the mainsail shifted, the boom came sweeping the 


^ Tliis miiBi iiave been the bend at West-Point. 
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quarter-deck, and .Dolpli, vrlio was gazii\£^ uiigiiarcledly at tlie 
clouds, found luiBself, in a moment, floundering in the river. 

For once in Ms life, one of Ills idle accom.pIiHhn'uuits was 
use to Mm. Tlie man j tniaiit hours wMcli be had dev<d;ed to 
sporting in the Hudson, Imd made him an exi)e'rt swiinioei*: 
yet, with all his strength and skill, he found great in 

reaching the shore. His disappearance from the deck had ro> 
been noticed by the crew, who were all occupied by th(‘ir 
danger. The sloop was clriTon along witli ineoiiceiTahle rapid- 
ity. She had hard work to weather a long promontory on the 
eastern shore, round which the river turned, and wliich com- 
pletely shut Iier from Bolplrs view. 

It was on a point of the western shore that lie lauded, mid, 
scrambling up the rocks, he threw liiinself, faint and (whausted, 
at the foot of a ti'ce. By degrees, the thunder-gust ])a.ssed 
over. The clouds rolled away to the east, where they lay piled 
in feathery mass(‘s, tinted with tlie last rosy rays oi‘ tlie sun. 
Tlie distant play of the lightning might seen about tlse tlajk 
bases, and now and then might he Inward the faint muttering of 
the thniider. Dolpli rose, and sought al>out to see if any path 
led from tlie shoi-e: but all was savage and trackless. riie 
rocks were piled upon each other; great trunks of trees lay 
shattered about, as tlieyhad been blown down by the stremg 
winds which draw through these mountains, or liad fallen 
through ago. The rocks, too, were overhung with wild viia^s 
and briers, which completely matted themselves together, v.iid 
opposed a barrier to all ingress; every movement that lie 
made, shook down shower from the dripping foliage*, rie 
attempted to scale one of these almost perpendicular heights; 
but, though strong and agile, he found it an HcTCulean under- 
taking. Often he was supported merely by crumbling pne 
jections of the rock, ..,.nd sometimes he clung to rcjots and. 
branches of trees, and hung almost suspended in tlie air. The 
wood-pigeon came cleawng his whistling flight by him. and 
the eagle screamed from, the brow of the impending elii!. As 
he was thus clambering, he was on the point of seizing hold f if: 
a shrub to aid his asexmt, when something rustled amnng da* 
leaves, and he saw a Si.jke quivering along like ligidiifiig, 
almost from under his hand. It culled Itself up fnimt*diaiel\ . 
in ail attitude of defiance, w;itn ihiiieiml ht^ad, dlstcaidtd jaw’*-, 
and (|idckly-vibrating tongue, that phiyed like a littkr .ilaitit^ 
about its mouth. Dolplfs L.arc turned faint within hlin, mui 
ho had well-nigh let go his hold, and iumbled down llic* prcid- 
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pice, '^riie serpent stood. on the defenswe but for an instant; it 
■was. aii.'instiiictive moTement of. defence; and finding tliere 
was no attaekj it glided away into a cleft of the rock. Bolph’s 
eye foEowed with fearful intensity; and he saw at a, glan.ce 
.that he . was in the Ticinity of a nest of adders, that lay knot- 
ted,. and writhing, and hissing in the chasm. He hastened 
with all speed to escape -from so frightful a iieigiiboiirhood. 
His imagination was full- of this mew horror; he saw an adder 
.ill every curling vine, and heard the tail of a rattlesnake in 
every dry leaf that rustled. 

^ :h.t' length ' he succeeded in .scramhling to the siiromit of a 
.precipice.; but it, was c.overed by a dense forest. Whei*erer he 
.could gain a look-out between, the trees, he saw that the c<:)ast 
rose ill heights and cliffs,- one rising beyond another, until 
huge, .nioimtaiiis overtopped the-' whole. There were no signs 
of . cultivation, .nor any smoke curling amongst the trees, to 
indicate ..a human residence. Every tiling was ivild and solitary. 
As he was standing on the edge, of a preeijiice that oveiiooked 
a deep ravine -fringed. with trees,- -his feet detached a great frag- 
ment of rock ; it fell, crashing its way through the tree tops, 
down into the chasm. A loud, whoop, or rather yell, issued 
from the bottom of the glen; .the moment after, there was the 
report of a gun; and a ball came whistling over his head, 
cutting the twigs and leaves, and burying itself deep in the 
hark of a chestnut-tree. 

Bolph did not wait for a -second shot,' but made a precipitate 
retreat; fearing every moment to' hear the enemy in -pursuit. 
He succeeded, however, in returning unmolested to the shore, 
and determined to penetrate, no. farther into a country so beset 
•#ith savage perils. * '. 

He sat himself down, dripping, disconsolately, on a wet stone. 
What was to be done? Where was he to shelter himself ? The 
hour of repose was approaching; -the birds were see.ldng their 
nests, the bat began to flit abont in .the twilight, a-iid the night- 
hawk soaring high in heaven, .seemed to be calling out the stars. 
Fight gradually closed in, and ' wrapped every thing in giooin; 
and though it was the latter part of simimer, yet the breeze, 

■ stealing along the river, and among ' these. drippi.n.g forests, was 
chilly and penetrating, espeeially to a half-drowiuxl man. 

As he sat drooping and- despondent in this cr»mfortle,ss con- 
dition, he perceived a light gleaming through the trees near 
the shore, where the winding of the river made a deep hay. It 
cheered Mm with the hopes that here might be some human 
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liabitation, where lie imgln get soBietliing to appease the clam- 
orous crawings of his stomach, and, what was^ equally neces- 
sary in his ship-wrecked ' condition, a comfortable shelter 
for the night. It wms with extreme difficulty that he made , 
his way towards the light, along ledges of rocks, down 
which lie ' ivas in danger of sliding into the river, and over 
great trunks of fallen trees: some of which had been blown 
down in the late storm, and lay so thickly together, that 
he had to struggle through their branches. , At length he came 
to the brow of a rock that overhung a small dell, from whence 
the light proceeded. It wms from a fire at the foot of a great 
tree, that stood in the midst of a grassy interval, or plat, 
among the rocks. The fire cast up a red glare among the gray 
CT*ags and imjieiid'ing trees; leaving chasms of deep gloom, tliat 
reseiri]>led entrances to caverns. A small brook rippled close 
by, l)otra.yed hy the quivering reflection of the dame. There 
wore two iigiircs moving about the fire, and others squatted 
l>oforo it. As they were between him and the light, they were 
in c< Jinrdete pfi^idow ; but one of them happening to move round 
to the opposite side, llolph was startled at perceiving, by the 
bill glare falling on jiainted features, and ghttering on silver 
ornauieiits; that he was an Indian. He now looked more nar- 
rowly, and saw guns leaning against a tree, and a dead body 
lying on the ground. 

Dolph began to doubt whether he was not in a w^orse condi- 
tion than before; here was the very foe that had fired at him 
from the gien. He endeavoured to retreat quietly, not caring to 
entrust himself to these half- human beings in so savage and 
Lvnely a place. It was too late: the Indian, with that eagle 
quickRess of eye so remarkable in Ms race, perceived something 
stirring among the bushes on the rock: he seized one of llio 
guns that leaned against the tree; one moment more, andDol])h 
mig] it have had his passion for adventure cured by a hulle't. 
He hallooed loudly, -with the Indian salutation of friojidship : 
the wh<.)le party sprang upon their feet; the sahitation was 
returned, and the straggler was invited to join them at the 
fire. 

On approaching, he found, to his consolation, that the party 
■was composed of white men as well as Indians. One, who was 
c\u‘dentiy the principM personage, or commander, -was seated 
on the tmnli of a tree before the fire. lie was a large, stout 
man, somewhat advanced in ' life, hut hale and hearty. His 
face was bronzed almost to thO' colour of an Indian’s; he had 
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strong blit rather Jovial featoes, an aquiline nose, and a mouth 
shaped like a mastiff ’s. His face was half thrown in sliade 
bya broad hat, with a biick’s-tail in it. His gray hair hang 
short ill Ms neck. He Avore a hunting-froek, vdth Indian leg-' 
gings, and moccasons, and a tomahawk in the broad ivannuini 
beltammd hisiAmist. As'Bolph caught a distinct vieiv of his 
person and features^ he was struck with something that re- 
minded him of the old man of the haunted house. The man 
before iiim, however, was different in his dress and age ; he 
was more cheery, too, in liis aspect, and it was hard to define 
Avhere the ra-giie resemblance lay — but a resemblance there cer- 
tainly was. Dolpli felt some degi’ee of aive in approacMng iiim; 
but Avas assured by the frank, hearty AA^elcoine Avitli Avhicli he 
was received. As he cast his eyes about, too, he Avas still further 
encouraged, by percemng that the dead body, Avhich had 
caused him some alarm, was that of a deer; and his satisfac- 
tion was complete, in discerning, by the savoury steams 
which issued from a kettle suspended by a hooked stick OA^er 
the fire, that there Avas a part cooking for the ca- ening’s repast. 

He now found that he had fallen in with a rambling himting 
party, such as often took place in those days among the set- 
tlers along the river. The hunter is always hospitable; and 
nothing makes men more social and miceremonions, than meet- 
ing in the Avilderness. The commander of the X->urty poured 
him out a dram of cheering liquor, wMch he gaA^e him Avith a 
merry leer, to Avarin his heart ; and ordered one of Ms folloAV- 
ers to fetch some garments from a pinnace, which was moored 
in a cove close by, while those in wMch our hero Avas dripping 
might be dried before the fire. 

Dolph found, as he had suspected, that the shot from the 
glen, wMch had come so near giving him Ms quietus when on 
the x>recipice, Avas from the party, before Mm. He had nearly 
crushed one of them by the fragment of rock Avliicli lie Is ad 
detached; and the joAdal old hunter, in the broad hat aiid iaicJc- 
tail, had fired at the place where he saAA^ the bushes move, sup- 
posing it to be some wild animal. He laughed heartily at the 
blunder r it being what is considered an exceeding good joke 
among hunters; ‘^but faith, my lad,” said he, “if I had ]>uti 
caught a glimpse of you to take sight at, you Avould liaAT^ fob 
loAved the rock. Antony Vender Heyclen is seldom knoAMi t'o 
miss his aim. ” These last words' Avere at once ,a clue Dolpl I's 
curiosity; and a few questions let Mm completely intu 
character of the man before Mm, and of Ms band of AcoeMHantl 
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rangers. The commander in the broad'-hat and hunting-frock 
was no less a personage than the Heer Antony Yander Hoyden, 
of iHlbany, of wdiom Dolph had many a time heard. lie wms, 
in fact, the hei'o of many a story; being a man of singular 
humoiirs and wdiimsical habits, that were matters of wonder 
to his quiet Butch neighbours. As lie was a man of property, 
having had a father before him, from whom he inherited large 
tracts of wild land, and whole barrels full of wampum, he could 
indulge his humours without control. Instead of staying quietly 
at home, eating and drinking at regular meal times ; amusing 
himself by smoking his pixDe on the bench before the door, and 
then turning into a comfortable bed at night ; he delighted in 
all kinds of rough, wild expeditions. He was never so happy 
as when on a hunting party in the wdlderness, sleeping under 
trees or bark >sheds, or cruising down the river, or on some wood- 
land lake, fishing and fowling, and living the Lord knows how. 

He was a great friend to Indians, and to an Indian mode of 
life ; wiiicli he considered true natural liberty and manly enjoy- 
ment. When at honie, he had always several Indian hangers-^ 
on, who loitered about his house, sleeping like hounds iix the 
suiishiiie, or preparing hunting and fishing-tackle for some new 
expedition, or shooting at marks with bows and arrows. 

Over these vagrant beings, Heer Antony had as perfect com- 
mand as a huntsman over his pack; though they were gi^eat 
nuisances to the regular people of his neighbourhood. As he 
was a rich man, no one ventured to thwart Ms humours; In- 
deed, he had a heai'ty, joyous manner about iiim, that made 
Mm universally popular. He would troll a Butch song, as he 
tramped along the street; hail every one a mile off; and when 
he entered a house, he would slap the good man familiarly on 
the back, shake him by the hand till ' he roared, and kiss Ms 
wife and daughters before his face — in short, there was no |)ride 
nor ill-humour about Heer Antony. 

Besides iiis Indian hangers-on, he had three or four liumlxle 
iriendsanioiigthew'liitemen, who looked up to 'Mm as a x'^atron, 
and had the run of his kitchen, and the favour of being taken 
with Mm' occasionally on his expeditions. It was with a med- 
ley of such retainers that he was at present on a cruise along 
1 he shores of the Hudson, in a pinnace which he kept for his 
own recreation. There were two wMte men wdtli Mm, di’ossed 
partly ill the Jiidiaii style, with moccasons and iiunting-slilrts; 
the, rr^qt of his (uxuv consisted.of four'-favouiite India ns. Tliey 
Jnd hem ixrowlliig about the liyer, without- any definite object, 
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tmtil til ay foimd themselves m ttie MgMands ; 'ivliere they had 
passed two or tlir(3e clays, hunting the deer wliieli still lingered 
imiong these mountains. 

“ It . is a "lucky circumstance, young man,''* said Antony 
Vander Heyden, ‘'that you happened to be knocked overt)oard 
to-day,, as to-morrow morning we stai*t early on our ref urn 
homewards, and you might then have looked in vain fora ineal 
among the mountains— hut come, lads, stir about! stirabout! 
Let’s see what prog we have for supper; the kettle has boiled 
long eiioiigb; my stoiiiacb cries cupboard; and 111 warrant our 
guest is in no mood to dally with bis trencher.” 

There was a bustle now in the lit tie encampment. One took 
off the kettle, and turned a part of the contents into a huge 
vrooden bowl; another prepared a flat rock for a- table' ; while a 
third brought various utensils from the piimace, w]ii(*b was 
moored close by ; and Heer Antony Mrnself brought a liask or 
two of precious licpior from liis own private locker — knowing 
his boon companions too well to trust any of tlieiii with, tlie key. 

A . rude but hearty repast was soon spread; consisting or 
veniBoii smokingfromtbe kettle, with cold bacon, boiled Indian 
corn, and mighty loaves of good brown household bread. Never 
had Dolph made a more delicious repast ; and when he had 
washed it down with two or three draughts from the Heer 
Antony’s ffask, and felt the jolly liquor sending its warmth 
through his veins, and glowing round his very heart, he would 
not have changed his situation, no, not -with the governor of 
the province. 

The Heer Antony, too, p^ew chirping and joyous; told half- 
a-dozen fat stories, at winch Ms white followers laughed 
immoderately, though the Indians, as usual, maintained an 
invincible gravity. 

“ This is your true life, my boy 1” said he, slapping Do]] >li on 
the shoulder; “a man is never a man till he can defy end 

W'eather, range woods and wilds, sleep under a tree, and live 
on bass-wood leaves !” 

And then would he sing a stave or two of a Diiteli drfr-khig 
song, swaying a short squab Dutch bottle in his hand, wkili^ 
his myrmidons would join in chorus, until the woods echoed 
again as the good old song has it : 

“They all with a shout made the elements ring, 

So soon as the olSce was o’er; 

To feasting they went with true men-knent, 

And tippled strong liquor giliore.’” 
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: In the midst of liis joYialtj, however, Heer . 

lose sight of discretion. ' Though he xmshed the ^ 

reserve to Dolpli, yet he always took care to help hi^ y ^ 
liimself,. knowing the beings he had to deal with; , 

■particular in granting but a moderate allowance to 
The repast being ended, the Indians haring drunk then 
and smoked their pipes, now wrapped theinselrcs 
blankets, stretched themseires on the ground with tbctr ^ ^ ^ 
the fire, and soon fell asleep, like so many tired ^ ^ ^ | 

rest of the party remained chatting before the fin ^ 
gloom of the forest, and the dampness of the air iVoia^ 
storm, rendered extremely grateful and comforting. I 
rersationgradiially moderated from, the hilarity of 
and turned upon liuntiiig adreiitures, and exploits a 
in the wilderness; many of which were so strange 
able, tlmt I wfill not venture to repeat them, lest 
of Antony Vander Jleyaenand his comrades should hv fava/ot 
into question. , There were -many legendary lales tnid* 
about the river, and the settlements on its borders; in 


valuable kind of lore, the Heer Antony seemed de(q‘ly \ . r-* O 
As the sturdy bush-Dt\ater sat in the twisted root of*a u m • A ' * ’ 
served him . for a kind of a.rnnehai.r, dealing Corth Id 

stories, with the fire gleaming on his strongiy-marlonl w 
Dolph was again repeatedly perplexed by something tiial i** 
minded him of the |>hantom of the haunted house; shiiic \ 
resemblance, that could not be 'fixed upon any pr4*cise 
or lineament,', but which pervaded, the general air of ' 

tenance and 'figure. , 

The circumstance of Dolph’S falling overboard being ai^aiii 
discussed, led to the relation of divers disasters and singnftr 
.mishaps that had befallen voyagers on tins great river, pnrH« o 
laiiyin the earlier pexiods of colonial history: most rd wdiiAi 
the Heer deliberately attributed to supeniatura I cause »'<. Mi * 1 1 h 
stared at this suggestion ; but the old gentleman assn n‘d luisf 
that it -was very currently believed by the setllei'H along th»^ 
river, that these highlands wem under the dominion of >iip» t 
natural and mischievous beings, wdiieli seemed havt^ taloai 
some pique against the Dutch colonists in the early iime of lit*' 
settlement. In consequence of this, they haveever since tala n 
particular delight .in venting their spleen, and indiilging 
humours, upon the Dutch .skippei^; 'bothering tliem with 
head winds, counter, ciiiTents, and afi kinds of iiiqtcdimciits 
insoiiiucli, that a Dutch navigator wns always oldigt^i to In* 
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exceedingly wary and deliberate in nis proceedings ; to come to 
anchor at .dusk; to drop Ms peak,, or take in sail, whenever he 
saw a swa.g-bellied cloud I’olling over the mountains; in short, 
to take so many p.recautions,- that he was often apt to be an 
incredible time in toiling up the river. 

Some, he said, beheved these miseiilevons powers of the air 
to be evil spirits conjured up by the Indian wizards, in the early 
times of the province, to revenge themselves on the strangers 
who had dispossessed them of t.heir country. They even 
attributed to their incantations the misadventure which befeU 
the renowned Hendrick Hudson, when he sailed so gallantly up 
tMs river in quest of a north-west passage^ and, as he thought, 
run his ship aground; which they affirm was nothing more nor* 
less than a spell of these same wizards, to j^reveiit his getting 
to China in this direction. 

The greater part, however, Heer Antony observed, accounted 
for all the extraordinary circumstances attending tMs river, 
and the perplexities of the skippers which na%dgated it, by the 
old legend of the Storm-sMp, wMch haunted Point-no-point. 
On finding Dolph to he utterly ignorant of tliis tradition, the 
Heer stared at him for a moment with surprise, and wondered 
where he had passed his life, to be uninformed on so impoi*tant 
a point of history. To pass away the remainder of the even- 
ing, therefore, he undertook the tale, as far as his memory 
would serve, in the very words in which it had been written 
out by Mynheer Selyne, an early poet of the New-Nederlandts. 
Giving, then, a stir to the fire, that sent up its sparks among 
the trees like a little volcano, he adjusted himself comfoxdably 
in Ms root of a tree; and thromng back his head, and closing 
Ms eyes for a few moments, to summon up his recollection, lie 
related the following legend. 


THE STOEM-SHIP. 

In the golden age of the province of the New-Netlierlands, 
when it was under the sway of Wouter Van Twiller, otherwise 
called the Doubter, the people of the Manhattoes were alarmed, 
one sultry afternoon, Just about the time of the summer solstice, 
by a tremendous storm of thunder and lightning. The rain 
descended in such torrents, as absolutely to spatter up and 
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BiBoke along the ground. ^ It seemed as if the thunder rattled' 
and roiled over the very roofs of the houses; the iightning was 
seen to play about the church of St. Nicholas, and to strive three 
times, in vain, to strike its weather-cock. G-arret Yan Horne’s 
new cliimiiey was split almost from top to bottom ; and Boffue 
MMeberger was struck speecMess from' his' bald-faced mare, 
just as he was riding into town. In a word, it was one of those 
imparaileled storms, that only happen once within the memory 
of that venerable personage, known in all towns by the appella- 
tion of “the oldest inhabitant.” 

Great was the terror of the good old women of the Manliat- 
toes. Tho}' gathei’ed their children together, and took I’efuge 
in the cellars ; after having hung a shoe on the iron point of 
every bed-post, lest it should attract the lightning. At length 
the storm abated ; the thimder sunk into a growl ; and the set- 
ting sun, breaking from under the fringed borders of the clouds, 
made the broad bosom of the bay to gleam like a sea of molten 
gold. 

The word was given from the fort, that a sliip was standing 
up the bay. It passed from mouth to mouth, and street to 
street, and soon put the little capital in a hustle. The arrival 
of a ship, in those early times of the settlement, was an event 
ot vast importance to the inhabitants. It brought them news 
from the old world, from the land of their birth, from which 
they were so completely severed : to the j^early ship, too, they 
looked for their supply of luxuries, of finery, of comforts, and 
almost of necessaries. The good vrouw could not have her 
new cap, nor new gown, until the arrival of the sliip ; the artist 
waited for it for his tools, the birngomaster for his pljiG and Ms 
supply of Hollands, the school-boy for his top and marbles, and 
the lordly landholder for the bricks with wliich he was to build 
Ms new mansion. Thus every one, rich and poor, great and 
small, looked out for the axTival of the ship. It was the great 
yearly event of the town of New-Amsterdam ; and from one 
end of the year to the other, the ship—the ship — ^the ship— was 
the continual topic of conversation. 

The news from the fort, therefore, brought all tlie jiopulace 
down to the battery, to behold the wished-for sight. It was 
not exactly the time when she liad been expected to arrive, and 
the circumstance was a matter of some speculation. Many 
V’Cre the groups collected about the battery. Here and there 
might, be seen a burgomaster, -of , slow and .pompous gravity, 
,giTOig M»s opinion with great confidence .to a .crowd of old 
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women and idle boys. At another place was a knot of. old 
weatherbeaten fellows, who had been seamen or fi.shermeii in 
their. times, and were great anthorities on such occasions; these 
gave different opinions, and caused great disputes aiB.ong their 
several adherents: hut the man most looked up to, and followed 
and watched by the crowd, was Hans Van Felt, an oM Dutch 
sea-oaptain retired from service, the nautical oracle of the 
place. He reconnoitred the ship thi*ough an ancient televscope, 
covered with tarry canvas, hummed a Dutch tune to liiinself, 
and said notliing. A hum, however, from Hans Van Felt had 
always more weight with the public than a speech from am 
other man. 

In the meantime, the sMp became more distinctito the naked 
eye: she was a stout, round Dutch-built vessel, with high bow 
and poop, and bearing Dutch colom’S. The evening sun gilded 
her bellying canvas, as she came riding over tiie long waving 
billows. The sentinel who had given notice of her ai>proacli, 
declared, that he first got sight of her when she was in the cen- 
tre of the hay; and that she broke suddenly on his sight, just 
as if she had come out of the bosom or the black thunder-cloud. 
The bystanders looked at Hans Van Felt, to see what he would 
say to this report : Hans Van Pelt screwed Ms mouth closer to- 
gether, and said nothing; upon wMch some shook their heads, 
and others shrugged their shoulders. 

The ship was now repeatedly hailed, but made no reply, and, 
passing by the fort, stood on np the Hudson. A gun was 
brought to hear on her, and, with some difficulty, loaded and 
&ed by Hans Van Felt, tne garrison not being expert in artil- 
lery. The shot seemed absolutely to pass through the ship, and 
to sldp along the water on the other side, but no notice was taken 
of it 1 What was strange, she had aH her sails set, and sailed 
right against wind and tide, which were both down the river. 
Upon this Hans Van Felt, who was likewise harbour-master, 
ordered his boat, and set ofi to board her; but after rowing 
two or three hours, he returned without success. Sometimes 
he would getwitMn one or two himdred yards of her, and 
then, in a twinkling, she would be half a mOe off. Some said 
it was because Ms oarsmen, who were rather pursy and short- 
winded, stopped every now and then to take breath, and spit 
on their hands; hut this, it is probable, was a mere scandal 
He got near enough, however, to see the crew; who were all 
dressed in the Dutch style, the officers in doublets and high 
hats and feathers : not a word was spoken by any one on board ; 
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they stood as motionless as so many statues, and the ship 
seemed as if left to her own government. Thus she kept on, 
away up the river, lessening and lessening in the evening sun- 
shine, until she faded from sight, like a little white cloud melt- 
ing away in the summer, sky. 

The appearance of this ship threw the governor into one of 
the deepest doubts that ever beset him in the whole course of 
Ms administration. Fears were entertained for the security 
of the infant settlements on the river, lest this might be an 
enemy's ship in disguise, sent to take possession. The govern 
nor called together his council repeatedly to assist him with 
their conjectures. He sat in his chair of state, built of timber 
from the sacred forest of the Hague, and smoking his long Jas- 
rnine pipe, and listened to all that his counsellors liad to say on 
a subject about which they knew nothing; but, in spite of all 
the conjee tiiring of the sagest and oldest heads, the governor 
still continued to doubt. 

Messengers were despatched to different places on the river ; 
but they returned without any tidings— the ship had made no 
port. Baj?' after day, and ^veek after week, elapsed; but she 
never returned down the Hudson. As, however, the* councii 
seemed solicitous for intelligeir:*e, they had it in abundance. 
The captains of the sloops seldom arrived without bringing 
some report of iiamng seen the strange ship at different parts 
of the river ; sometimes near the Palisadoes; sometimes od: 
Croton Point, and sometimes in the highlands; but she never 
was reported as having been seen above the highlands. The 
crews of the sloops, it is true, generally differed among them- 
selves in their accounts of these apparitions; but they may 
have arisen from the uncertain situations in which they saw 
her. Sometimes it was by the flashes of the thunder-storm 
lighting up a pitchy night, and gmng glimpses of her careering 
across Tappaan Zee, or the wide waste of HaverstrawBay. At 
one moment she would appear close upon them, as if likely, to , , 
1’u.n them down, and would throw them into gi'eat hustle and 
alarm ; but the next flash would show her far off, ahwiys sail- 
ing against the wind. Sometimes, in (luiet moonlight nights, 
she wiaild be seen under some liigii bluff of the highlands, ail 
in deep shadow, excepting her top-sails glittering in the moon- 
beams; by the time, howrever, that the voyagers 'would reach 
the place, there would be no ship to be seen; and when they 
had passed on for some distance, and looked back, behold ! 
there she was agai,n with he? fcop-sails in the moonshine I Her 
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appearance was always Just after, or just before, or Just in the 
midst of, rinriily .weather; and she was known by ail the skip- 
pers and voyagers of the Hudson, by the' name of “ the storiii- 
ship.'’ 

These reports perplexed the governor and his coiiiieil more 
than ever ; and it '^voiild be endless to repeat the eon joetures 
and opinions that were uttered on the subject. Some quoted 
cases in point, of ships seen off the coast of New-Engiand, 
navigated by witches and goblins. Old Hans Yaii Pelt, who 
had been more than once to the Dutch colony at the Cape of 
Good Hope, insisted that this must be the Plying Dutchman 
which had so long haunted Table Bay, but. being unable to 
make port, had now sought another harbour. Others sug- 
gested, that, if it really was a supernatural apparition, as there 
was every natural reason to beheve, it might be Hendrick 
Hudson, and Ms crew of the Half-Moon; who, it was well- 
known, had once run aground in the upper part of the river, in 
seeking a north- west passage to CMna. Tins opinion had veiy 
little weight with the governor, hut it passed current out of 
doors; for indeed it had akeady been reported, that Hendrick 
Hudson and his crew haunted the Kaatskiil Mountain ; and it 
appeared very reasonable to suppose, that his ship might infest 
the river, where the enterprise was baffled, or that it might 
bear the shadowy- crew to their periodical revels in the moun- 
tain. 

Other events occurred to occupy the thoughts and doubts of 
the sage Wouter and his council, and the storm-ship ceased to 
be a subject of deliberation at the board. It continued, how- 
ever, to be a matter of popular belief and marvellous anecdote 
through the whole time of the Dutch government, and particu- 
larly just before the capture of New- Amsterdam, and the sub- 
jugation of the province by the English squadron. x4.bout that 
time the storm-ship wms repeatedly seen in the Tappaan Zee, 
and about Weehawk, and even down as far as Hoboken; and 
her appearance was supposed to be ominous of the approacMng 
squall in public affairs, and the downfall of Dutch domination. 

Since that time, we have no authentic accounts of her; 
though it is said she still haunts the highlands and cruises 
about Point-no-point. People who live along the river, insist 
that they sometimes see her in summer moonlight; and that in 
a deep still midnight, they have heard the chant of her crew, 
as if heaving the lead: but sights and sounds are so deceptive 
along the mountainous shores', and about the wide bays and 
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long readies of this great .river, that I confess I have very- 
strong doubts upon the subject. 

It is certain, nevertheless, that strange things havo seen 
in these higidaiids ill storms, which are eonsiclered as ('onnected 
with the old story of the ship. The CvUptains of the ri\’er craft 
talk pf a little biilboiis-bottonied Butch goblin, in inuik hose 
and sugar-loafed hat, with a speaking tniiapet in las iKind, 
wHch they say keeps about the Duiiderberg.''' They dc»daro 
they have heard liiiii, in stormy weather, in the midst of the 
turmoil, giving orders in Low Butch for the pijving up of a 
fresh gust of wind, or the rattling off of another tlnnnler-eJa]x 
That sometimes he lias been seen surrounded by a crew onitlle 
imps in broad breeches and short doublets ; tumbling hi.‘aih( jvei*- 
heels in the-rack and mist, and playing a thousnnd gmnbuB in 
the aii‘; or buzzing like a swarm of liies about AnhmN'''s Xuse; 
and that, at such tiihes, the hurry-scurry of the btorm was 
always greatest. One time, a sloop, in passing by Bunder- 
berg, was overtaken by a thunder-gust, that came scouring 
round the moimtain, and seemed to burst Just over the %acss(‘l. 
Though tight and well ballasted, yet she laboured dreadfully, 
until the water came over the gunwale. All the <,/rew ivero 
amazed, when it was discovered that there was a liitle white 
sugar-loaf hat on the mast-head, which was known at once to 
be tliat of the Heer of the Dunderberg. Nobt^dy, luAMwor, 
dared to climb to the mast-head, and get rid of this terrible 
hat. Tlie sloop continued labouring .and rocking; 'as if she 
would have rolled her mast overboard. Bhe seeintHl in con- 
tinual danger either of upsetting or of running on shoiw In 
this way she drove quite tiirough the highlands, unlil sluj htid 
passed, PollopoFs Island, where, it is said, the Jurisdiction of 
the Bunderberg potentate ceases. No sooner hati slic passed 
tills bourne, than the little hat, all at once, spun up into tlie ah* 
like a top, whhied up all the clouds into a vortex, and hurried 
them back to the summit of the Bunderberg; while tlK‘ sloop 
righted herself, and sailed on as quietly as if In a mill-pond, 
K’otliing saved her from utter wreck, but the fortunate cir(*um- 
stance of having a horse-slioe nailed against the juast— a wise 
precaution against evil spirits, which has sinta* been aili|>ted by 
all the Butch captains that navigate this haimt<*d ri\a*r. 

There is another story told of this ibui-weathcr ureliim by 


* le.t tlie ‘‘ T!n,mder-M.oiiritalnC’ so called froni its edroes. 
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Skipper Daniel Oiislestickor, of wlio was never known 

to tell a lie. He declared, that, in a severe squall, he saw luin 
seated astride of Ms bowsprit, riding the sloop o.sliorc, full butt 
against Antony’s Nose; and that he %vas.exoreised by Dtnuinie 
Tan Gieson, of Esopiis, who happened to be on board, and who 
sung the liynm of St. Nicholas ; whereupon the goblin thre%\^ 
himself up in the air like a hall, and went off in a wliiriwiiid, ■ 
carrying away with Mni the nightcap of the Dominie’s wife ; 
which was discovered the next Sunday morning hanging on the 
weather-cock of Esopiis church steeple, at least forty miles oif ! 
After several events of tliis kind had taken place, the regular 
skippers of the river, for a long time, did not venture to pass 
the Dunderberg, without lowering their peaks, out of homage 
to the Heer of the mountain; and it was observed that all such 
as paid tMs tribute of respect were suffered to pass unmolested.'^ 


*‘Buch,” said Antony Vander Heyden, *Mre a few of the 
stories written dowmby Selyne the poet concerning this storm- 
ship; which he affirms to have brought this colony of mis- 
cliievous imps into the province, from some old ghost-ridden 
country of Europe. I could give you a, host more, if necessary ; 
for all the accidents that so often befall the river craft in the 
highlands, are said to be tricks played oE hy these imps of the 
Dunderberg; bat I see that you are nodding, so let us turn in 
for the night.” 

The moon had just raised her silver horns above the round 
back of old BuU-Hill, and lit up the gray rocks and shagged 


* Among the superstitions wliich prevailed in the colonies dilring the early times 
of the settlements, there seems to have been a singular one about phantom ships. 
The superstitious fancies of men are always apt to turn upon those objects which 
concern their daily occupations. The solitary ship, -which, from year to year, came 
like a raven in the wilderness, bringing to the inhabitants of a settlement the com- 
forts of life from the world from which they -were cut off, was apt to be present to 
their dreams, whether sleeping or waking. The accidental sight from shore, of a 
sail gUditig along the horizon, in those, as yet, lonely seas, was apt to be a matter 
of much talk and speculation. There is mention made in one of the ear].y New- 
England writers, of a ship navigated by witches, with a great horse that stood iy 
the mainmast. I have met with another story, somewdiere, of a ship that drove on 
shore, in fair, sunny, tranquil w^eather, with sails all set, and a table spread in the 
cabin, as if to regale a number of guests, yet not a living being on board. These 
phantom ships ahvays sailed in the eye of the -wind; or ploughed their way with great 
velocity, making the smooth sea foam before their bows, wiien not a breatii /d air 
. was stirring. 

Moore has finely wrought up one of these legends of the sea into a little tale 
which, within a small compass, contains the very essence of this species of snpa** 
natural fiction. I allude to his Spectre-Ship bound to Dead-man’s Isle. 
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forestSj and glittered on the waving bosom of the river. The 
niglit-dew was falling, and the late gloomy moiintains began to 
soften, and put on a gray aerial tint in the dewy light. The 
hunters stirred the fire, and threw on fresh fuel to qualify the 
damp of the night air. They then prepared a bed of branches 
and dry leaves under a ledge of rocks, for Dolph; while An- 
tony Vander Hey den, wrapping himself up in a huge coat 
made of skins, stretched himself before the fire. It was some 
time, howevex', before Dolph could close his eyes. He lay con- 
templating the strange scene before him: the wild woods and 
rocks around-— the fire, throwing fitful gleams on the faces of 
the sleeping savages — and the Heer Antony, too, who so singu- 
larly, yet vaguely reminded him of the nightly visitant to the 
haunted house. How and then he heard the cry of some 
animal from the f oldest ; or the hooting of the owl ; or the notes 
of the whip-poor-will, wliich seemed to abound among these 
solitudes; or the splash of a sturgeon, leaping out of the river, 
and falling back full length on its placid surface. He con- 
trasted all this with his accustomed nest in the garret-room of 
the doctor’s mansion; where the only sounds he heard at night 
were the church-clock telling the hour; the drowsy voice of 
the watchman, drawling out all was well; the deep snoring of 
the doctor’s clubbed nose from below stairs; or the cautious 
labours of some carpenter rat gnawing in the wainscot. His 
thoughts then wandered to his poor old mother: what would 
she think of his mysterious disappearance?— what anxiety and 
distress would she not suffer? This was the thought that 
would continually intrude itself, to mar his present enjoyment. 
It brought w'ith it a feeling of pain and compunction, and he 
fell asleep with the tears yet standing in his eyes. 

Were this a mere tale of fancy, here would fee a fine oppor- 
tunity for weaving in strange adventures among these wild 
mountains and roving hunters ; and, after involving my hero 
in a variety of perils and difficulties, rescuing him from them 
all by some miraculous contrivance : but as this is absolutely a 
true story, I must content myself with simi3le facts, andkeex^ 
tO; probabilities. 

At an early hour the next day, therefore, after a hearty 
morning’s meal, the encampment broke up, and our adven- 
turers embarked in the pinnace of Antony Vander Hey den. 
There being no wind for the sails, the Indians rowed her 
gently along, keeping time to a kind of chant of one of the 
white men. The day was serene and beautiful ; the river with* 
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out a waveband as the vessei cleft the glassy water, it left a 
long, midiiiating track behind. The crows, 'who had scented 
the hunters’ banquet, were already gathering and hoTcring in 
the air, just where a coluinn of thin, blue smok(?, rising irom 
among the trees, showed the place of their last night's quarters. 
Kb they, coasted along the bases of the nioimtains, tlie Heer 
Antony pointed out to Dolph a bald eagle, tlie sovereign ol 
these regions, who sat perched on a dry tree that projected 
over the ” river; and, with eye tinned upwards, seemed to bo 
drinldng in the splendour of the morning sun. Their approach 
disturbed the monarch’s meditations. He first spread one 
wing, and then the other; balanced himself for a moment : and 
then, quitting his perch with dignified composure, wheeled 
slowly over their hei^ds. Dolph snatched up a gun, and sent 
a whistling ball after him, that cut some of the feathers from 
his wing; the report of the gun leaped sharply from rock to 
rock, and awakened a thousand echoes; but the monarch of 
the aii‘ sailed calmly on, ascending Mglier and higher, and 
wheeling widely as he ascended, soaring up the green bosom of 
the woody mountain, until he disappeared over the brow of a 
beetling precipice. Dolph felt in a manner rebuked by this 
proud tranquillity, and almost reproached himself for having 
so wantonly insulted this majestic bird. Heer Antony told 
him, laughing, to remember that lie was not yet out of the 
territories of the lord of the Dundef berg; and an old Indian 
shook his head, and observed that there was bad luck in killing 
an eagle~the hunter, on the contrary, should always leave 
him a portion of his spoils. 

Nothing, however, occurred to molest them on their voyage. 
They passed pleasantly through magnificent and lonely scenes, 
until they came to where PonopoTs Island lay, like a floating 
bower, at the extremity of the highlands. Here they landed, 
until the heat of the day should abate, or a breeze spring up, 
that might supersede the labour of the oar. Some prepared 
the mid-day meal, while others reposed under the shade of the 
trees in luxurious summer indolence, iooMng drowsily forth 
upon the beauty of the scene. On the one side were the high- 
lands, vast and cragged, feathered to the top with forests, and 
throwing their shadows on the glassy water that dimpled at 
their feet. On the other side was a wide expanse of the river, 
like a broad lake, with long sunny reaches, and green head- 
lands; and the distant line of Shawungunk mountains waving 
along a clear horizon, or checkered by a fleecy cloud. 
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But I forbear to dwell on tlie particulars of their cruise along 
the river ; this vag2*ant, amphibious life, careering across silver 
sheets of water; coasting wild woodland shores; banqueting 
on shady promontories, with the spreading tree overhead, the 
river curling its light foam to one’s feet, and distant nioimtain, 
and rock, and tree, and snowy cloud, and deep-blue sky, all 
mingling in summer beauty before one ; all this, though never 
cloying in the enjoyment, would be but tedious in narration. 

When encamped by tlie water-side, some of the party would 
go into the woods and hunt ; others would fish ; sometimes they 
would amuse themselves by shooting at a mark, by leaping, by 
running, by wrestling; and Dolph gained great favour in the 
eyes of Antony Yander Hey den, by his skill and adroitness in 
all these exercises; wliich the Heer considered as the highest 
of manly accomplislmients. 

Thus did they coast jollfiy on, choosing only the pleasant 
hours for voyaging; sometimes in the cool moiming dawn, 
sometimes in the sober evening twilight, and sometimes when 
the moonshine spangled the crisp curling waves that wliispered 
along the sides of their little bark. Never had Dolph felt so 
completely in his element ; never had he met with any thing 
so completely to his taste as this wild, hap-hazard life. He 
was the very man to second Antony Yander Hey den in his 
rambling humours, and gained continually on his affections. 
The heart of the old bushwhacker yearned toward the young 
man, who seemed thus growing up in his own likeness; and as 
they approached to the end of them voyage, he could not help 
inquiring a little into his history. Dolph frankly told him his 
course of life, his severe medical studies, his little proficiency, 
and his very dubious prospects. The Heer was shocked to find 
that such amazing talents and accomplishments were to be 
cramped and buried under a doctor’s wig. He had a sovereign 
•contempt for the healing art, having never had any other phy- 
sician than the butcher. He bore a mortal grudge to all kinds 
of study also, ever since he had been flogged about an unintel- 
ligible book when he was a hoy. But to think that a young fel- 
low like Dolph, of such wonderful abilities, who cquld shoot, 
fish, rim, jump, ride, and wrestle, should be obliged to roll 
pills and administer Juleps for a living— ’twas monstrous ! He 
told Dolph never to despair, but to throw physic to the dogs;” 
for a young fellow of his prodigious talents could never fail to 
make his way. ‘ ^ As you seem to have no acquaintance in Al- 
bany,” said Heer Antony,- ‘'' you /Shall go home mth me, and 
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remain under my roof until yon '■ean look akoiit yon : and in 
tlie meantime \re can take an occasionarbout at sliooting and 
fishing, for it is a pity siitdi talents bIioiiM lie idle.-’ 

Bolpli, who was at the mercy of cliance, %Ta.s not hard to 
be persuaded. Indeed, on turning oTer matters in his mind, 
.which lie did very sagely and deliberately, he could not but 
.think that Antony Vander Hey den was, some how or other,” 
connected with the story of the Haunted House ; that the misad- 
venture in the highlands, which had thrown them so sTrangely 
together, wms, ‘bsome how or other,” to -work out somtUliing 
good: in vShort, there is notliing so convenient as this “some 
how or other” way of accommodating one's self to cir(‘um- 
stances it is ■ the . main-stay ■ of a heedless actor, and tardy 
reasoner, like Dolpli Heyliger ; and he wdio can, in this loose, 
easy way, link foregone evil to anticipated good, possesses a 
seemt of happiness almost equal to the philosopher's stone. 

On their arrival at Albany, the sight of Dolph’s companion 
seemed to cause universal satisfaction. Many were the greet- 
ings at the river side, and the salutations in the streets: the 
dogs bomided before liiin ; the boys whooped as he passed ; 
everybody seemed to know Antony Vander Heyden. Dolph 
followed on in silence, admiiing the neatness of this worthy 
burgh ; for in those days Albany was in all its glory, and in- 
habited almost exclusively by the descendants of the original 
Dutch settlers, for it had not as yet been discovered and colo- 
nized by the restless people of New-Biigland. Every thing 
was quiet and orderly ; every thing was conducted calmly and 
leisurely; no hurry, no bustle, no struggling and scrambling 
for existence. The grass grew about the uiipaved streets, and 
relieved the eye by its refreshing verdure. The tall sj^carnores 
or pendent willows shaded the houses, with caterpillars swing- 
ing, in long silken strings, from their branches, or moths, flut- 
tering about like coxcombs, in joy at their gay transforma- 
tion. The houses were built in the old Dutch style, with the 
gable-ends towards the street. The thrifty housewife was 
seated on a bench before her door, in close crimped cap, bright 
iiowered gown, and white apron, busily employed in knitting. 
The husband smoked his pipe on the opposite bench, and the 
littl3 pet negro girl, seated on the step at her mistress’ feet, 
was industriously plying her needle. The swallow^'s sported 
about the eaves, or skimmed along the streets, and brought 
back some rich booty for their clamorous young; and the little 
housekeex)iiig wren flew in and out of a Lilliputian house, or 
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an ole! liat nailed against tiae wall. . The cows were coming 
home, .lowing through the streets, to he milked at their owner’s' 
door; and if, pe.rchaiice, there were any loiterers, some negro 
urchin, with a long goad, was gently urging them homewards. 

As Dolph’s companion passed on, he received a tranquil nod 
froiii the burghers, and a friendly word from their wives; all 
calling Mm familiarly by the name of Antony ; for it was the 
custom in this strong-hold of the patriarchs, whei’e they had 
all gromi up together from childhood, to call every one by the 
Christian name. The Heer did not pause to have Ms usual 
jolses wnth them, for he was impatient to reach his home. At 
length they arrived at Ms mansion. It wms of some magni- 
tude, in the Dutch stjde, with large iron figures on the gables, 
that gave the date of its erection, and showed that it had been 
built hi the earliest times of the settlement. 

The news of Heer Antony’s arrival had preceded him ; and 
tlie whole household was on the look-out. A crew of negroes, 
large and small, had collected in front of the house to receive 
him. The old, white-headed ones, who had grown gray in his 
service, grinned for joy and made many awkward bows and 
grimaces, and the little ones capered about Ms knees. But the 
most happy being in the household was a little, plump, bloom- 
ing lass, his only cliild, and the darling of Ms heart. She came 
bounding out of the house; but the sight of a strange young 
man ivith her father called up, for a moment, all the bashful- 
ness of a homebred damsel. Dolph gazed at her ■with wonder 
and delight; never had he seen, as he thought, any thing so 
comely in the shape of woman. She was dressed in the good 
old Dutch taste, mth long stays, and full, short petticoats, so 
admirably adapted to show and set o£^ the female form. Her 
hair, turned up under a small round cap, displayed the fairness 
of her forehead ; she had fine, blue, laughing eyes, a trim, slen- 
der waist, and soft swell— hut, in a word, she was a little 
Dutch divinity ; and Dolph, who never stopt half-way in a new 
impulse, fell despei’ately in love with her. 

Dolph was now ushered into the house with a hearty wel- 
come. In the interior was a mingled display of Heer Antony’s 
taste and habits, and of the opulence of Ms predecessors. The 
chambers were furnished with good old mahogany; "the beau- 
fets and cupboards glittered with embossed silver, -and painted 
china. Over the parlour fire-place was, as usual, the family 
coat-of-arms, painted and framed; above which was a long 
duck fowling-piece, flanked by an Indian pouch, and a powder- 
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horn. Tlie room was decorated with man^^ Indian articles, 
such .as pipes of peace, tomahawks, scalping-knives, liirntiiig- 
pouclies, and belts of wampum;, and there were various kiiiils 
of' fishing tackle, and 't'wo ortln*ee.fowliBg-|>ieces in tbe corners. 
The household aifairs seemed to be conducted, in some meas- 
ure, after the master\s humours; corrected, perliaps, a little 
quiet management of the daughter’s. There wns a degree of 
patriarchal simplicity, and good-humoured indulgence. The 
negroes came into the room without being called, merely to 
look £it their master, and hear of his ad%nntures ; they would 
stand listening at the door until he had finished a story, and 
then go off on a. broad grin, to repeat it in the kitchen. A couple 
of pet negro children were playing about the floor -witli the 
dogs, and sharing with them their bread and butter. All the 
domestics looked hearty and happy ; and when the table was 
set for the evening repast, the variety and ahiindanee of good 
household luxuries bore testimony to the opeiihaiided Ill;>eral- 
ity of the Heer, and the notable housewifery of his daughter. 

In the evening there dropped in several of the wortliies of 
the place, the Yan Bennsellaers, and the Gaiisevoorts, and the 
Eosehooms, and others of Antony Yander Heydeii’s intimates, 
to hear an account of his expedition; for he was the Sindbad of 
Albany, and his exploits and adventures were favourite topics 
of conversation among the inhabitants, Wiiile these sat gossip- 
ing together about the door of the hall, and telling long twilight 
stories, Dolphw^as cozily seated, entertaining the daughter on 
a window-bench. He had already got on intimate terms ; for 
those were not times of false reserve and idle ceremony ; and, 
besides, there is something wonderfuEy propitious to a lover’s 
suit, in the delightful dusk of a long smnmer evening; it 
courage to the most timid tongue, and hides the blushes of 
the bashful. The stars alone twinkled brightly ; and now and 
then a fire-fly streamed his transient Mght before the win- 
dow, or, wandering into the room, flew gleannng about the 
ceiling. 

What Dolph whispered in her ear, that long summer even- 
ing, it is impossible to say : his words were so low' and mdistinct, 
that they never reached the ear of the historian. It is proba- 
ble, however, that they were to the purpose; for he had a 
natural talent at pleasing the sex, and was never long in com- 
pany with a petticoat without paying proper court to it. In 
the meantime, tbe visitors, one by one, departed; Antony Ivm- 
der Heyden.j who had fairly talked himself silent, sat nodding 
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alone in his chair by the door, when he was suddenly aroused 
by a hearty salute with which Dolph Heyhger had unguardedly 
rounded oil' one of his periods, and which echoed through tho 
still chamber like the report of a pistol. The Heer started up^ 
rubbed his eyes, called for lights, and observed, that it was 
high time to go to bed; though, on parting for the night, he 
squeezed Dolph heartily by the hand, looked kindly in his face, 
and siiook his head knowingly; for the Heer well remembered 
what he liimself had been at the youngster’s age. 

Tlie chamber in which om- hero was lodged was spacious, and 
panelled vith oak. It was furnished with clothes-presses, and 
mighty chests of drawers, weE waxed, and glittering with 
brass ornaments. These contained ample stock of family linen : 
for the Dutch housewives had always a laudable pride in show- 
ing oil their household treasures to strangei's. 

bolpli’s mind, how’^ever, was too full to take particular note 
of the objects aroimdliim; yet he cordd not help continuidly 
comparing the free, open-hearted cheeriness of tins estabhsh- 
ment with the starveling, sordid, joyless housekeeping at Doc- 
tor Enipperhausen’s. Still there was something that marred 
the enjoyment— the idea that he must talce leave of his hearty 
host and" pretty hostess and cast himself once more adrift upon 
the world. To linger here woidd ho folly; he should only get 
deeper in love : and for a poor varlet like HmseE to aspire to 
the daughter of the great Heer Vander Heyden— it was ma,d- 
ness to think of such a thing! The very kindness that the girl 
had shown towards him pi'ompted him, on reflection, to hasten 
his departure; it would be a poor return for the frank hos- 
pitality of Ms host to entangle his daughter’s heart in an in- 
judicious attachment. In a word, Dolph was like many other 
young reasoners, of exceeding good hearts and giddy heads, 
who think after they act, and act differently from what they 
think; who make excellent determinations overnight and for- 
get to keep them the next morning. 

“Tins is a fine conclusion, traly, of my voyage,” said he, as 
he almost buried himself in a sumptuous feather-bed, and drew 
the fresh white sheets up to Ms cMn. “Here am I, instead of 
finding a bag of money to carry home, launched in a strange 
place, with scarcely a stiver in my pocket; and, what is woi-se, 
have jumped ashore up to my very ears in love into the bar- 
gain. ' However,” added be, after some pause, stretching him- 
b'E and turning'Minself in bed, “ I’m in good quarters for the 
present, at least; so I’E e’en enjoy the present moment, and let 
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the next take care of itself ; 1 dare saj all will work out. ‘ Si auo 
how or other,’ for the best. . 

As he said these words, he reached out his hand to exti.!!-uish 
the candle, when he was suddenly stock with ast^ui .i.ro lu 
and dismay, for he .thought he beheld the phaiiioni uf tlic* 
haunted house staring on him from a dusky part of the cham- 
ber. A second look reassured him, as lie iierecived that wlint 
he had taken for the spectre was, in fact, nothing but a I'lL-in- 
isli portrait, that liimg in a shadowy corner just behind a 
clothes-press. It was, however, the precise representation of 
his nightly visitor i—the same cloak and helted jerkin, t he same 
grizzled heard and fixed eye, the same broad slouched hat, with 
a feather hanging over one side. Bolph now called to mind 
the resemblance he had frequently remarked between Ins liost 
and the old man of the haunted house; and was fully con\'incecI 
that they were in some way connected, and that some especial 
destiny had governed his voyage. He lay gazing on the por- 
trait with almost as much awe as he had gazed on the ghostly 
original, until the shrill house-clock warned him of the lateness 
of the hour. He put out the light; hut remained for a long 
time turning over these curious circumstances and eoiiicidences 
in his mind, until he fell asleep. His dreams partook of the 
nature of liis waking thoughts. He fancied that he still lay 
gazing on the picture, untfi, by degrees, it became animated; 
that the figure descended from the wall and walked out of the 
room; that he followed it and found Mmself by the well, to 
which the old man pointed, smiled on him, and disappeared. 

In the morning when Bolph waked, he found his host stand- 
ing by his bed-side, who gave him a hearty morning s saluta- 
tion, and asked him how he had slept. Dolpli answered 
cheerily ; but took occasion to inquire about the portrait that 
hung against the wall. ‘"Ah,” said Heer Antony, ‘‘that's a 
portrait of old Killian Yander Spiegel, once a hurgoniaster of 
Amsterdam, who, on some popular troubles, abandoned Hol- 
land ancPcame over to the province during the government of 
Peter Stiiyvesant. He was my ancestor by the mother's side, 
and an old miserly curmudgeon he was. When the* English 
took possession of Hew- Amsterdam in 1664, he retired into the 
country. He fell into a melancholy, apprehending that his 
wealth would be taken from him and that he woiiid come to 
beggary. He turned all his property into cash, and used lo 
hide it away. He was for a year or two concealed in varUam 
places, fancying himself sought after by the English, to strip 
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Mm of Ms wealtli ; and finally was Joimd dead in Ms bed one 
morning, without any one being able to discover where lie had 
concealed the greater part of his money.’’ 

When Ms host had left the room, Dolph remained for some 
time lost in thought. His whole mind was occupied by what 
he had heard. Yander Spiegel was his mother’s family name ; 
and he recollected to have heard her speak of this very Killian 
Yander Spiegel as one of her ancestors. He had heard her say, 
too, that her father was KilMan’s rightful heir, only that the 
old man died without leaving any tiling to be inherited. It now 
appeared that Heer Antony was likewise a descendant, and 
perhaps an heir also, of this poor rich man ; and that thus the 
Heyhgers and the Yander Hey dens were remotely connected. 

What,” thought he, if, after ail, this is the interpretation of 
niy dream, that this is the way I am to make my fortune by 
tMs voyage to Albany, and that I am to find the old man’s 
Mdden wealth in the bottom of that well? But what an odd, 
round-about mode of communicating the matter ! Why the 
plague could not the old goblin have told me about the well at 
once, without sending me all the way to Albany to hear a story 
that was to send me all the way back again?” 

These thoughts passed through Ms mind while he was dressing. 
He descended the stairs, full of perplexity, when the bright 
face of Marie Yander Heyden suddenly beamed in smiles upon 
Mm, and seemed to give Mm a clue to the whole mysterj^t^ 
“After all,” thought he, “the old goblin is in the right. If I 
am to get Ms wealth, he means that I shall marry Ms pretty de- 
scendant; thus both branches of the family will be again 
united, and the property go on in the proper channel.” 

"No sooner did this idea enter Ms head, than it carried con- 
viction with it. He was now all impatience to hurry back and 
secure the treasure, which, he did not doubt, lay at the bottom 
of the well, and which he feared ©very moment might be dis- 
covered by some other person. “ Who knows,” thought he, 

“ but tills night-walking old fellow of the haunted house may 
be in the habit of haunting every visitor, and may give a hint 
to some .shrewder fellow than myself, . w.ho will take a shorter 
cut to the well than by the way of Albany ?” He wished a 
thousand times that the habhling old ghost was laid in the Eed 
Sea, and Ms rambling portrait with Mm. . ' He was in a perfect 
fever to depart. Two or three days elapsed before any oppor- 
tunity presented for returning dowm the river. They were ages 
to Dolph, notwithstanding that he was basking in the smiles of 
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the pretty Marie, and daily gettingmore and more enamoured, 

' . 'A.t ‘length the very : sloop from which he had been knocked 
overboard, prepared to make sad. Boiph made an awdcward 
apology to Ms host for Ms sudden departure. Antony Tander 
Heyden was sorely astonished. He had concerted half-a-dozen 
excm*sions into the vdiderness; andhis Indians i-v'ere actually 
preparing for a grand expedition to one of the lakes. He took 
I)olph aside, and exerted his eloquence to get him to ahand »n 
aU thoughts of business, and to remain with Mm — but in vain ; 
and he at length gave up the attempt, obserMng, that it was 
a thousand pities sofine ayoxmg man should throw Id in self 
away.^V Heer Antony, however, gave liim a hearty shake by 
the hand at parting, with a favourite fowling-piece, and an 
invitation to come to his house whenever he revisited Albany. 
The pretty little Marie said nothing; but as he gave her a fare- 
well Idss, her dimpled cheek turned pale, aiid a tear stood in 
her eye. 

Dolph sprang lightly on board of the vessel. They hoi st<Ml 
sail; the wind was fair; they soon lost sight of Albany, and 
its green hhls, and embowered islands. They were wafted 
gayly past the Kaatskili mountains, whose faiiy heights 
bright and cloudless. They passed prosperously through the 
Mghlands, -without any molestation from the Dundei'berg 
goblin and his crew: they swept on across Haverstraw Bay, 
'^nd by Croton Point, and through the Tappaan Zee, and 
under the Palisadoes, until, in the afternoon of the tliird day, 
they saw the promontory of Hoboken, hanging like a cloud in 
the air; and, shortly after, the roofs of the Manhattoes rising 
out of the water, 

Dolx)h’s first care was to repair to his mother’s house; for he 
was continually goaded by the idea of the uneasiiiess she must 
exi)erience on Ms account. He was puzzling Ms brains, as he 
went along, to think how he should account for his absence, 
without betraying the secrets of the haunted house. In the 
midst of these cogitations, he entered the street in which Ms 
mother’s house was situated, when he was thunderstruck at 
beholding it a heap of laiins. 

There had evidently been a great fire, which had destroyed 
several large houses, and the humble dwelling of poor Deome 
Heyliger had been involved in the conflagration. The walls 
were not so completely destroyed hut that Dolph could distin- 
guish some traces of the scene of Ms childhood. The fire-plai/e, 
about wliich he had often played, stiU remained, ornamented 
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witli Dutcli tiles, illxistra .ing passages in Bible history, on 
wMch he had many a time gazed with admiration. Among 
the rubbish lay the wreck of the good dame’s elbow-chair, from 
which she had given him so many a wholesome precept ; and 
hard by it was the family Bible, with brass clasps; now, alas! 
reduced almost to a cinder. 

For a moment Dolph was overcome by this dismal sight, for 
he was seized with the fear that his mother had perished in the 
flames. He was relieved, however, from this horrible appre- 
hension, by one of the neighbours who happened to come by, 
and who informed him that his mother was yet alive. 

The good woman had, indeed, lost every thing by this un- 
looked-for calamity; for the populace had been so intent upon 
saving the fine furniture of her rich neighbours, that the httle 
tenement, and the little ail of poor Dame Heyliger, had been 
suffered to consimie without interruption ; nay, had it not been 
for the gallant assistance of her old crony, Peter de Grroodt, the 
%vorthy dame and her cat might have shared the fate of their 
habitation. 

As it was, she had been overcome with frigiit and affliction, 
and lay ill in body, and sick at heart. The public, however, 
had showed her its wonted kindness. The furniture of her rich 
neighbours being, as far as possible, rescued from the flames; 
themBelves duly and ceremoniously visited and condoled with 
on the injury of their property, and their ladies commiserated 
on the agitation of their nerves ; the public, at lGngi}h, began to 
recollect something about poor Dame Heyliger. She forthwith 
Became again a subject of universal sympathy ; every body 
pitied moi’e than ever; and if pity could but have been coined 
into cash — ^good Lord ! how rich she would have been ! 

It wms now determined, in good earnest, that something 
ought to be done for her without delay. The Dominie, there- 
fore, put up prayers for her on Sunday, in wMch all the con- 
gTegation joined most heartily. Even Cobus Groesbeck, the 
alderman, and Mynheer Milledollar, the great Dutch merchant, 
stood up in their pews, and did not spare their voices on the 
'OCcasion.;,;and it, was thought the prayers of such great men 
could not but liavo their due weight. Doctor Knipperhausen, 
too, visited her i:)rofessioiially, and gave her abundance of ad- 
vice gratis, and was universaliy lauded for Ms charity. As to 
her (M friend, Peter do Groodt, he was a poor man, whose 
pity, and ]yrayers, and advice could be of but little avail, so he 
gave her all that was in his power— he: gave her shelter. 
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, . .Tovtlie^Mmble' 'dwelling of Peter de Groodt; then, did Dolpli 
turn his. steps. ■: On Ills ^ "waj thicher, he recalled all the tender- 
ness and kindness of his simxjle-hearted parent, her indulgence 
of his errors, her blindness to his faults; and then he l>e- 
thoiight himself of his own idle, harum-scarum life. 
been a sad scape-grace,’’ said Bolph, shaking his head sorrow- 
fully. been a complete sink-pocket, that’s the trutl] of 

it !— -But, ” added he, hiiskiy, and clasping his hands, ^ ‘ only let 
her liye— only let her live—and I’ll show myself indeed a son!*' 

As Bolph approached the house, he met Peter de Groo<lt 
coming out of it. The old man started back aghast, doubting 
whether it was not a ghost that stood before Mm. It being 
bright daylight, however, Peter soon plucked up heart, satis- 
fied that no ghost dare show Ms face in such clear sunshine. 
Bolph now leax’ned from the worthy sexton the conster nation 
and ramour to which his mysterious disappearance had given 
rise. It had been universally believed that he had been 
spirited away by those hobgoblin gentry that infested the 
haunted house ; and old Abraham Yandozer, who lived by the 
great button-wood trees, at the tMree-mile stone, afiirmed, that 
he had heard a terrible noise in the air, as he was going homo 
late at night, which seemed just as if a flight of wild geese were 
overhead, passing off towards the northward. The haunted 
house was, in consequence, looked upon with ten times more 
awe than ever; nobody would venture to pass a night in it for 
the world, and even the doctor had ceased to make Ms expedi- 
tions to it in the day-time. 

It required some preparation before Bolph’s return could be 
made known to his mother, the poor soul having bewailed Mni 
as lost ; and her spirits having been sorely broken down by a 
number of comfortei^s, who daily cheered her with stories of 
ghosts, and of people carried away by the devil. He found 
her confined to her bed, with the other member of the Hey- 
liger family, the good dame’s cat, purring beside her, but sacliy 
singed, and utterly despoiled of those whiskers which were the 
glory of her physiognomy. The poor woman threw her arms 
about BolpMs neck: ‘‘My boy! my boy! art thou still alive?” 
For a time she seemed to have forgotten all her losses and 
troubles, in her joy at his return; Even the sage grimalldii 
showed indubitable signs of joy, at the return of the youngster. 
She saw, perhaps, that they were a forlorn and undone faiiiily, 
and felt a touch of that kindliness wMch fellow-siifferers oiiiy 
know. But, in truth, cats are a slandered people; they have 
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more affection in them than the world commonly gives them 
credit for. ■, . ■ ■ ' , 

The good dame’s eyes glistened as she saw one being, at 
least, beside herself, rejoiced at her son’s return. ‘‘Tib knows 
thee! poor dumb beast!” said she, smoothing down the mot- 
tled coat of her favourite; then recollecting herself, with a 
melancholy shake of the head, “Ah, my poor Dolph!” ex- 
claimed she, “thy mother can help thee no longer! She can 
no longer help herself! What will become of thee, my poor 
boy!” 

“ Mother,” said Dolph, don’t talk in that strain; I’ve been 
too long a charge upon you ; it’s now my part to take care of 
you in your old days. Come! be of good heart! you, and I, 
and Tib, win all see better days. I’m here, you see, young, 
and sound, and hearty; then don’t let us despair; I dare say 
things will all, some how or other, turn out for the best.” 

While this scene was going on with the Heyliger family, the 
news was carried to Doctor Enip23erhausen, of the safe return 
of his disciple. The httle doctor scarcely knew whether to re- 
joice or be sorry at the tidings. He was happy at having the 
foul reports which had prevailed concerning his country man- 
sion thus disproved; but he giieved at having his disciple, of 
whom he had supposed himself fairly disencumbered, thus 
drifting back, a heavy charge upon his hands. Wliile he was 
balancing between these two feelings, he was determined by 
the counsels of Frau Ilsy,, who advised him to take advantage 
of the truant absence of the youngster, and shut the door upon 
him for ever. . 

At the hour of bed-time, therefore, when it was supposed the 
recreant discijile would seek his old quartera, every thing was 
prepared for his reception. Dol 2 )h, having talked his mother 
into a state of tranquillity, sought the mansion of his quondam 
master, and raised the knocker with a faltering hand. Scarce- 
ly, however, had it given a dubious rap, when the doctor's 
head, in a red night-cap, popped out of one window, and the 
housekeepers, ill a wiiite night-cap, out of another. He was 
now greeted with a tremendous volley of hard names and hard 
language, mingled with invaluable pieces of advice, such as are 
seldom ventured to be given excepting to a, friend in distress, 
,or a culprit at the bar. In a few moments, not a.; window in 
the street but had its particular night-cap, listening to the 
shrill treble of Frau Ilsy, and the guttural croaking;, of Dr. 
EJlipperhausen;^and the. word went irom window, to.window:, 
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: “ Ah. !, here’s Bolph He^yliger come hack, aad at Ms old pranks 
again.” In 'short, .poor Dolph found he, was likely to get 
.nothing from the doctor .hut good advice— a commodity so 
ahiindant as even to he thrown out of the window; so he was 
fain to he.at a retreat, and take up his quarters for the iiigiit 
under the lowly roof of honest Peter de Groodt. 

The morning, bright and early, Bolph was at the 
haunted house. Every tiling looked Just as he had left it. 
The fields were grass-grown and matted, and it appeared as if 
nobody had traversed them since Ms departure. With pal]>!- 
tating heart, he hastened to the well. He looked down into it, 
and saw that it was of great depth, with water at the bottom. 
He had provided himself with a strong line, such as the fish- 
ermen use on the banks of Newfoundland. At the end was a 
heavy plummet and a large fish-hook. With tMs he began to 
sound the bottom of the well, and to angle about in the water. 
He found that the water was of some depth;, there appeared 
also to be much rubbish, stones from the top having fallen in. 
Several times his hook got entangled, and he came near break- 
ing Ms line. Now and then, too, he hauled up mere trash, 
such as the skull of a horse, an iron hoop, and a shattered 
iron-bound bucket. He had now been several hours employed 
without finding any thing to repay his trouble, or to encourage 
him to proceed. He began to think himself a great fool, to be 
thus decoyed into a wild-goose-chase by mere dreams, and 
was on the point of throwing line and ail into the •well, and 
giving up all further angling. 

One more cast of the line,” said he, ‘‘ and that shall be the 
last.” As he sounded, he felt the plummet slip, as it were, 
through the interstices of loose stones ; and as he drew back 
the hne, he felt that the hook had taken hold of somefcMiig 
heavy. He had to manage his line mth great caution, lest it 
should be broken by the strain upon it. By degrees, the rab- 
bish that lay upon the article wMch he had hooked gave way; 
he drew it to the surface of the water, and what was his rap- 
ture at seeing something like silver glittering at the end of his 
line 1 Almost breathless with anxiety, he drew it up to the 
mouth of the well, surprised at its great weight, and fearing 
every instant that Ms hook would slip from its hold, and his 
prize tumble again to the bottom. At length he landed it safe 
beside the -well. It was a great silver porringer, of an ancient 
form, richly embossed, and -with armorial bearings, sinular to 
those over his mother’s mantel-piece, engraved on its side. 
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Tlie lid was fastened down by several twists of wire; Bolph 
loosened tbem with a trembling hand, and on hfting the lid, 
behold! the vessel was filled with broad golden pieces, of a 
coinage which he had never seen before! It was evident he 
had lit on the place where Kfihan Vander Spiegel had con- 
cealed his treasure. 

Fearful of being seen by some straggler, he cautiously retired, 
and buried his pot of money in a secret place. He now spread 
terrible stories about the haunted house,, and deterred every 
one from approaching it, while he made frequent visits to it on 
stormy days, when no one was sfeing in the neighboming 
fields; though, to tell the truth, he did not care to venture 
there in the dark. For once in his life he was diligent and 
industrious, and followed up his new trade of angling with 
such perseverance and success, that in a little while he had 
hooked up wealth enough to make hhn, in those moderate days, 
a rich burgher for life. 

It would be tedious to detail minutely the rest of this story; 
— ^to tell how he gradually managed to bring his property into 
use without exciting surpise and inquiry— how he satisfied all 
scruples wdth regard to retaining the property, and at the same 
time gratified his owm feelings, by marrying the pretty Marie 
Yander Hey den— and how he and Heer Antony had many a 
merry and roving expedition together. 

I must not omit to say, however, that Bolph took his mother 
home to live with him, and cherished her in her old days. The 
good dame, too, had the satisfaction of no longer hearing her 
son made the theme of censure; on the contrary, he grew daily 
in public esteem; every body spoke well of him and his wines, 
and the lordliest burgomaster was never known to decline Ms 
invitation to dinner. Bolph often related, at his own table, 
the wicked pranks which had once been the abhorrence of the 
town; but they were now considered excellent jokes, and the 
gravest dignitary was fain to hold Ms sides when listening to 
them. No one was more struck with Bolph’s increasing merit, 
than Ms old master the doctor ; and so forgiving was Bolph, that 
he actually employed the doctor as his family physician, only 
taking care that Ms prescriptions should he always thrown out 
of the window. His mother had often her junto of old cronies, 
to take a snug cup of tea -with her in her comfortable little 
parlour; and Peter de Gi*oodt, as he sat by the fire-side, with 
one of her grandchildim on Ms knee, 'would many a time con- 
gratulate her upon her son turning out so great, a man; upon 
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wMcb. tlie good old soul would wag her head with exultation, 
and, exclaim, ‘^Ah, neighbonr, neighhonrl cMd I, not say, that 
Bolph.wouM one day or other hold, tip- Ms head with the best of 
them?” ,' 

Thus did' Dolph Heyliger go on, -cheerily -and prosperously, 
growing merrier as he grew older and wiser, and completely 
felsifymg the old proverb about money got over the devil’s 
back ; for he made good use of Ms wealth, and became a distin- 
guished citizen, and ' a valuable member of the commimity , He 
■was a great promoter of public institutions, such as beef-steak 
societies and catch-clubs. He presided-., at .all public dinners, 
and was the first that introduced turtle- from the West Indies.. 
He improved, the breed of race-horses and game-cocks, and was 
so groat a patron of modest merit, that any one who could sing 
a good song, or tell a good story,, was .sure to find a place at Ms 
table. 

He was a member, too, of the corporation, made several laws 
for the imoteetioii of game and oysters, and bequeathed to the 
board a large silver punch-bowl, made out of the identical 
porringer before mentioned, and which is in the possession of 
the corporation to this very day, , 

Finally, he died, in a florid old age, of an apoplexy, at a cor- 
poration feast, and wms buried with great honours in the yard 
of the little Butch church in Grardefi-street, where Ms tomb- 
stone may still be seen, with a modest epitaph in Butch, by his 
friend Mynheer Justus Benson, an ancient and excellent poet of 
the province. 

The foregoing tale rests on better authority than most tales 
of the kind, as I have it at second-hand from the lips of Bolph 
Heyliger himself. Fie never related it till towards the latter 
part of his life, and then in great confidence, (for he was very 
discreet.) to a few of Ms particular cronies at Ms owm table 
over a supernumerary bowl of punch; and, strange as the hob- 
goblin parts of the story may seem, there never was a single 
doubt expressed on the subject by any of Ms guests. It may 
not be amiss, befoi’e concluding, to observe that, in addition to 
his other accomplishments, Bolph Heyhger was noted for being 
the ablest drawer of the long-bow in the whole province. 
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THE WEDDING. 

No more, no more, much honour aye betide 
The lofty bridegroom and the lovely bride; 

That all of their succeeding days may say. 

Each day appears like to a wedding-day.— BRAiTEnvAiTi;. 

Notwithstanding tlie doubts and demurs of Lady Lillycraft, 
and all the grave objections that were conjured up against the 
month of May, yet the wedding has at length happily taken 
place. It was celebrated at the village church, in presence of a 
miBierous company of relatives and friends, and many of the 
tenantry. The Squire must needs have something of the old 
ceremonies observed on the occasion; so, at the gate of the 
chiirch-jarrd, several little girls of the village, dressed in white, 
were in readiness with baskets of flowem, w’bich they strewed 
before the bride; and the butler bore before her the bride-cup, 
a. gi‘eat silver embossed bowl, one of the family relics from the 
days of the hard drinkers. This was filled with rich wine, and 
decorated with a branch of rosemary, tied %vith gay ribands, 
according to ancient custom. 

“ Happy is the bride that the sun shines on,*” says the old 
proverb; and it was as sunny and auspicious a morning as 
heart could wish. The bride looked uncommonly beautiful; 
but, in fact, what %voman does not look interesting on her 
wedding-dayt I know no sight more chaimiiDg and touching 
than that of a young and timid bride, in her robes of virgin white, 
led up trembling to the altar. When I thus behold a lovely 
girl, in the tenderness of her years, forsaking the house of her 
fathers and the home of her childhood; and, with the implicit 
confiding, and the sweet self-abandonment, wMch belong to 
woman, giving up all the world for the man of her choice : 
when I hear her, in the good old language of the ritual, yielding 
herself to him “ for better for worse, for richer for poorer, in 
sickness and in health, to love, honour and obey, till death us do 
partd’ it brings to my mind the beautiful and affecting self- 
devotion of Buth: “"VvHiither thou goest I will go, and where 
thou lodgest I will lodge; thy people shall be my people, and 
thy Cxod iny 0od.” 

The fair Julia was supported on- the-, trying; occasion by Lady 
Lillycraft, whose heart was .overflowing with' its wonted S 3 nn- 
pathyiii all matters of love and matrimony. As., the bride 
approached the altar, her face would be one moment .covered 


312 


BEACEBEIDGM BALL, 


witli l)liisli€S, and tlie next deadly pale; and she seemc‘d almost 
ready, to shrink from sight among her female eom|>aiiions. 

' I do not know what it is that makes every one serious, aiid^ 
as it were, ,awe-strnck, at a marriage ceremony-— whicii is gen- 
erally considered as an occasion of festivity and rejoieini As 
the ceremony was performing, I observed many a rosy face 
among the coimtry girls turn pale, and I did not see a. smile 
throughout the church. The young ladies from the Hall, were 
'.■.almost as much frightened as if it had been their own eaR% 
.and stole many a look of sympathy at their trenildiiig eom- 
.panion. A tear stood' in the eye of the sensitive Lady Lilly- 
craft* and as' to Fiicebe Wilkins, who was present, she abso- 
lutely wept and sobbed aloud; but it is hard to tell, half the 
time, what these fond foolish creatures are crying abiviit. 

The captain, too, though naturally gay and imeoncerned, 
was much agitated on the occasion; and, in attempting to put 
the ring upon the bride’s finger, dropped it on the floor ; 
which Lady Lillycraft has since assured me is a very lucky 
omen. Even Master Simon had lost his usual vivacity, and 
had assumed a most whimsically solemn face, which he is apt 
to do on all occasions of ceremony. He had much whispering 
with the parson and paxdsh-clerk, for he is always a busy per- 
sonage in the scene, and he echoed the clerk’s amen with a 
solemnity and devotion that edified the whole assemblage. 

The moment, however, that the ceremony was over, the 
transition was magical. The bride-cup was passed round, 
according to ancient usage, for the company to drink to a 
happy union; every one’s feelings seemed to break forth from 
restraint. Master Simon had a world of bachelor pleasantries 
to utter; and as to the gallant genei'al, he bowed and cooed 
about the dulcet Lady Lillycraft, like a mighty cock-pigeon 
about his dame. 

The villagers gathered in the church-yard, to cheer the happy 
couple as they left the church; and the musical tailor had mar- 
shalled his band, and set up a hideous discord, as the blushing 
and smiling bride passed through a lane of honest peasantry to 
her carriage. The children shouted, and threw up their hats ; 
the hells rung a merry peal, that set all the crows and itkiIcs 
flying and cawing about the air, and threatened to bring 
the battlements of the old tower; and there was a contirmal 
popping off of rusty fire-locks from every part of the neigh- 
bourhood. 

The prodigal son distinguished himself on the occasion, liav 
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ing lioisted a flag on tlie top of the school-house, and kept the 
village ill a hubbub from sunrise, with the sound of drum and 
fife and pandean pipe; in which species of music several of his 
scholars are making wonderful proficiency. In his great zeal, 
however, he had nearly done mischief; for on returning from, 
church, the horses of the bride’s carriage took fright from the 
discharge of a row of old gun-barrels, which he had mounted 
as a park of artillery in front of the school-house, to give the 
captain a military salute as he passed. 

The day passed off with great rustic rejoicing. Tables were 
spread under the trees in the park, where all the peasantry of 
the neighbourhood were regaled with roast-beef and plum- 
pudding and oceans of ale. Eeady-Money Jack presided at 
one of the tables, and became so full of good cheer, as to un- 
bend from his usual gravity, to sing a song out of all tune, and 
give two or three shouts of laughter, that almost electrified his 
neiglibours, like so many peals of thunder. The schoolmaster 
and" the apothecary vied with each other in making speeches 
over their hquor; and there were occasional glees and musical 
perfonnances by the village band, that must have frightened 
every faun and dryad from the park. Even old Christy, who 
had got on a new dress from top to toe, and shone in aU. the 
splendour of bright leather breeches and an enormous wedding 
favour in his cap, forgot his usual crustiness, became inspired 
by wine and wassel, and absolutely danced a hornpipe on one 
of the tables, with all the grace and agility of a manikin hung 
.upon 'wires. ■ 

Equal gayety reigned within doors, where a large party of 
friends were entertained. Every one laughed at his own 
pleasantry, without attending to that of his neighbours. 
Loads of bride-cake were distributed. The young ladies were 
ail busy in passing morsels of it through the wedding-ring to 
dream on, and I myself assisted a few little boarding-school 
girls in putting up a quantity for their companions, which I 
have no doubt iviil set all the little heads in the school gadding, 
foi' a week at least.. 

After dinner, all , the company, great and small, gentle and 
simple, abandoned themselves to the dance: not the modern 
quadrille, with its gi^aceful gravity, hut the merry,, .social, old 
eountry-daiiee; the true dance, as the Squire says, for a wed- 
ding occasion, as it sets all the world jigging in couples, hand 
in liand, and makes every eye and every heart dance merrily 
to the music. According to frank, old usage, the gentlefolks of 


314 


BIUilEBBIDGE HALL, 


the Hall aiinglec! for a time in' tlie dance of the pea5>antiy, who 
had a great tent erected for a balhroom; and I think I nt‘\"cr 
saw Master Simon more in bis element, tliaii wlien iigining 
about among liis' rustic admirers, as mastet* of the eerernonies; 
and, with a mingled air of protection and gallantry, l<\‘iding 
out the quondam Queen of May, all blushing at the signal 
honour conferred upon her. 

In the eyeiiiiig the whole ^ullage was illimiinated, excepting 
the house of the radicid, who has not shown his hice during 
the rejoicings. There was a display of fire-works at the 
school-house, got up by the prodigal son, which had well-iiigh 
set fire to the building. The Squii'e is so much pltusod with 
the extraordinary services of tliis last mentioned •uafrthy; that 
he talks of eiirolliiig him in his list of valuable retainer's, ainl 
promoting him to some important post on the i\stat^'^: per- 
adventime to be falconer, if the haw'ks can ever be brought 
into proper training. 

There is a well-known old proverb, that says wechling 
makes many,”— or something to the same purpose; anti I 
should not be surprised if it holds good in the prt^sent instance. 
I have seen several fiirtatioiis among the young people, that 
have been brought together on this occasion ; and a great deal 
of strolling about in paira, among the retired walks and l>los- 
soming shrubberies of the old garden: and if groves wei'e really 
given to whispering, as poets would fain make us believe, 
Heaven knows what love tales the grave-looking old trees 
about this venerable country-seat might blab to the world. 

The general, too, has waxed very zealous in his devotions 
within the last few days, as the time of her ladyship's depar- 
ture approaches. I observed him casting many a tender look 
at her during the wedding dinner, while the courses were 
changing; though he was always liable to be interrupted in 
his adoration by the appearance of any new delicacy. Tlie 
general, in fact, has arrived at that time of life when tlic heart 
and the stomach maintain a kind of balance of power, and 
when a man is apt to he perplexed in his affections betwiMai a 
fine woman and a truffled turkey. Her ladyship was certainly 
rivalled, tiiroiigh the whole of the first course, by a dish rk' 
ste^ved carp; and there was one glance, wdiich wais evidently 
intended to he a point-blank shot at her heart, and cuulli 
scarcely have failed to effect a practicable breach, had it not 
unluckily been directed away to a tempting breast of lamb, in 
which it immediately produced a formidable iiidsioii. 
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Thus did this faitMess general go on, coquetting during the 
whole dinner, and committing an infidehty with every new 
dish; until, in the end, he was so overi3owered by the attentions 
he had paid to fish, fiesh, and fowl; to pastry, jelly, cream, and 
blanc-mange, that he seemed to sink within himself: his eyos 
swam beneath their lids, and their fire was so much slackened, 
that he could no longer discharge a single glance that would 
reach across the table. Upon the whole, I fear the general ate 
himself into as much disgrace, at this memorable dinner, as I 
have seen him sleep himself into on a former occasion. 

I am told, moreover, that young Jack Tibbetsw^as so touched 
by the wedding ceremony, at which he was present, and so 
captivated by the sensibility of poor Phoebe Wilkins, who cer- 
tainly looked all the better for her tears, that he had a recon- 
ciliation with her that very day, after dinner, in one of the 
groves of the park, and danced with her in the evening; to the 
complete confusion of all BameTibbets’ domestic politics. I met 
them walking together in the park, shortly after the reconcili- 
ation must have taken place. Young Jack carried himself 
gayly and manfully; but Phoebe hung her head, blushing, as I 
approached. However, just as she passed me, and dropped a 
curtsy, I caught a shy gleam of her eye from under her bon- 
net ; but it was immediately cast down again. I saw enough 
in that single gleam, and in the involuntary smile that dimpled 
about her rosy lips, to feel satisfied that the little gipsy’s heart 
was happy again. 

What is more, Lady Lillycraft, with her usual benevolence 
and zeal in all matters of this tender nature, on hearing of the 
reconciliation of the lovers, undertook the critical task of 
breaking the matter to Eeady-Money Jack. She thought there 
was no time like the present, and attacked the sturdy old yeo- 
man that very evening in the park, while Ms heart was yet 
lifteci up with the Squire’s good cheer. Jack was a little sur- 
prised at being drawn aside by her ladyship, but was not to be 
flurried by such an honour: he was still more surprised by 
the nature of her communication, and by this first intelligence 
of an affair which had been passing under his eye. He listened, 
however, ’^vith his usual gravity,. as her ladyship represented 
the advantages of the match, the good qualities of the girl, and 
the distress which she had lately suffered: at length his eye 
began to kindle, and his hand to play with the head of Ms 
cudgel. Lad^r Lillycraft : saw that sometMng in the nauTative 
had gone wrong, and, hastened to mollify- Ms ' rising ire. by reiter- 
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ating tlie . soft-hearted Plicehe’s merit and fidelity, and her 
great unhappiness.; when : old .Eeady 'Money suddenly iiiter- 
.rupted her by exclaiming, ' that if Jack did not inai*ry tiie 
wench, he’d break eTery bone in .his body I The matcli, there- 
fore, is considered a settled thing: I)ame Tibbets and the liraise- 
keeper have made friends, and drank tea togetiier; and Fiiahe 
has again recovered her good looks and good spirits, and. Is 
carolling from inoriiing till night like a lark. 

. But the most whimsical caprice of Cupid is one that I' should 
be almost afraid to mention, did I not know that I was writing 
for^ readers well experienced in the waywardness of this most 
mischievous deity. The morning after the wedding, tliiTofore, 
while Lady Lillycraft was making preparations ha* her dt‘par- 
ture, an audience was requested by her immaculate haud-maid* 
Mrs. Hamiah, who, wnth much priniming of the mouth, and 
many maidenly hesitations, requested ledk^e to stay behind, and 
that Lady Liilyoraft would supply her place with some other 
servant. Her ladysMi^ was astonished: '*'WhatI Hamiah 
going to qxiit her, that had lived with her so long!” 

“Why, one could not help it; one- must settle in life some 
time or other,” 

The good lady was still lost in amazement ; at length, the 
secret was gasped from the dry lips of the maiden gentlewoman : 
“She had been some time thinking of changing her condi- 
tion, and at length had given her word, last evening, to Mr. 
Cinisty, the himtsman. 

How, or when, or where this singular courtship had been 
carried on, I have not been able to learn; nor how she has been 
able, wdth the vinegar of her disposition, to soften the stony 
heart of old Nimrod: so, however, it is, and it has astonished 
every one. With all her ladyship’s love of match-making, tins 
last fume of Hymen’s torch has been too much for her. Blie 
has endeavoured to reason with Mrs. Hannah, but all in vpiii: 
her mind was made up, and she grew tart on the least contra- 
diction. Lady Lillycraft applied to the Sqtiire for his Interfer- 
ence. “She did not know what she should do without ]\frs. 
Hannah, she had been used to have her about her so long a 
time.” 

The Squire, on the contrary, rejoiced in the match, as rohex-- 
ing the good lady from a kind of toilet-tyrant, iiiicler wlio.'- o 
sway slie had suffered for jear^. Instead of tliwartfiig Hr * 
affair, therefore, he has given it his full countenance: aitd 
declares that he -will set up the young couple in one of tli<j 
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cottages on his estate. The approbation of the Squire has been 
followed by that of the whole household; they all declai'e, that 
if ever matches are really made inheaven, this must have been; 
for that old Christy and Mrs. Hannah were as evidently formed 
to be linked together, as ever were pepper-box and vinegar- 
cruet. 

x\s soon as this matter was arranged, Lady Lillycraft took 
her leave of the family at the Hall; taking with her the captain 
and his blushing bride, who are to pass the honeymoon with 
her. Master Simon accompanied ‘ them on horseback, and 
indeed means to ride on ahead to make preparations. The gen- 
eral, wdio w^as fishing in vain for an invitation to her seat, 
handed her ladyship into the carriage with a heavy sigh ; upon 
which his bosom friend, Master Simon, who w-as just mounting 
his horse, gave me a knowing wink, made an abominably wry 
face, and, leaning from his saddle, whispered loudly in my ear, 

It wmn’t do I” Then, putting spurs to his horse, away he can- 
tered off. The general stood for sometime waving his hat 
after the carriage as it rolled down the avenue, until he was 
seized with a fit of sneezing, from exposing- his head to the cool 
breeze. I observed that he returned rather thoughtfully to the 
house; wliistling softly to himself, with his hands behind hi's 
back, and an exceedingly dubious air. 

The company have now almost all taken their depai'ture ; I 
have determined to do the same to-morrow morning; and I 
hope my reader may not thinly that I have already lingered too 
long at the Hall I have men tempted to do so, howevei’, 
because I thought I had lit upon one of the retired places where 
there are yet some traces to be met with of old English character, 
A little wliile hence, and all these will probably have passed 
away. Beady-Money Jack will sleep with his fathers : the good 
Squire, and all his peculiarities, will he buried in the neighbour- 
ing church. The old Hall will be modernized into a fashionable 
country-seat, or, perad venture, a manufactory. The park will 
be cut up into petty farms and kitchen-gardens. A daily coach 
will run through the village; it will become, like all other 
commonplace villages, thronged with coachmen, post-boys, 
tipplers/aiidpoliticm^ and Christmas, May-day, and all the 
other hearty merry-makings of the “good old times,” will be 
forgotten. 
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And so without more oircnmstnnce at nil, 

I hold it fit that we shako liauds and part.— Hnmict. 

Having taken leave of the Hall and its iniiiates, and hroiiA'lit 
the history of, my visit to somethin.g like a close, there seems 
to remain nothing further than to make my bow. and exit, it 
is my foible, however, to get on such companionable terins 
with my reader .in the course of a -work., that it really costs me 
some pain to part with him ; and I am apt to keep Iiim by tlie 
hand, and hav^e a few farewell words at the end of my last 
volume. 

When I cast an eye back upon the work I am Just conclii«,i* 
ing, I cannot but be sensible how full it must be of taTors and 
imperfections: indeed, how should it be otherwise, writing as I 
do about subjects and scenes with which, as a stranger, I am 
but partially acquainted? Many wnh doubtless find cause to 
smile at very obvious blunders which I may have matle; nnd I 

many may, perhaps, he offended at what they may (.‘oneeive | 

pi’ejudiced representations. Some will think I might liavesiud 4 

much more on such subjects as may suit their peculiar ttisti'S; ■ 1 

whilst others will think I had done wiser to have left those sub- | 

Jects entirely alone. f 

It will pi’obably be said, too, by some, that I view England ; 

with a partial eye. Perhaps I do ; for I can never bjrget tbai; 
it is my “fatherland.” And yet, the circumstances under 
which I have viewed it have by no means been such as were I 

calculated to produce favourable impressions. For the grt^atcu* * 

part of the time that I have resided in it, I have iive<I almost- 
unknowing and unknown; seeking no favours, and receiving 
none: “ a stranger and a sojourner in the land,” and subject ^ 

to all the chills and neglects that are the common lot of the 
stranger. 

When I consider these circumstances, and recollect hoiv often 
I have taken up my pen, with a mind ill at ease, and s])ii*its ; 

much dejected and cast do-wn, I cannot but think I wa.s not 
likely to err on the favourable side of the picture. Tiie n[)i!n 
ions I have given of Enghsh character have been the result of 
much quiet, dispassionate, and varied observation. It is a 
character not to be hastily studied, for it always puts on a re- 
pulsive and ungracious aspect to a stranger. Let tliose, tiimu 
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TOO c^iirlemn my 3-epresentations as too favourable, observe 
tills iitHipIe as closely and deliberately as I have done, and they 
will, probably, change their opinion. Of one thing, at any 
1 am ceitaiii, that I have spoken honestly and sincerely, 
f]“orii the convictions of my mind, and the dictates of iny heart. 
Wiien I first published my former writings, it was with no 
liope of gaining favour in English eyes, for I little thought they 
were to become ciiiTent out of my own country: and had I 
merely sought popularity among my own countrymen, I should 
have taktai a more direct and obvious way, by gratifying 
3'atlier tlian rebuking the angry feelings that were then preva- 
lent against England. 

jind here let me acknowledge my warm, my thankful feel- 
ings, at the effect produced by one of my trivial lucubrations. 
I aliiido to tlie essay in the Sketch-Book, on the subject of the 
literary feiK.ls between England and America. I cannot ex- 
press the heartfelt delight I have experienced, at the imex- 
pc'cted sympathy and appi‘obation with which those remarks 
have been received on both sides of the Atlantic. I speak this 
xuh from any paltry feelings of gratified vanity; for I attribute 
the effect to no merit of my pen. The paper in question was 
Inief and casual, and the ideas it conveyed were simple and 
obvious. ‘‘It was the cause: it was the cause” alone. There 
TOs a predisposition on the part of my readers to be favourably 
atfeeted. !My countrymen responded in heart to the filial feel- 
ings I had avowed in their name towards the parent country: 
an<I there was a generous sympathy in every English bosom 
toAcards a solitary indi^ndiial, lifting up his voice in a strange 
land, to vindicate the injured character of his nation. There 
arc some causes so sacred as to carry with them an irresistible 
app^eal to every wirtxious bosom ; and he needs but little power 
of eiociuence, who defends the honour of his wife, his mother, 
or his coi;ntry. 

I Iiail, therefore, the success of that brief paper, as showing 
how much good may be done by a kind word, however feeble, 
when spoken in season — as showing how much dormant good- 
feeling actuafiy exists in each country, towards the other, 
which only wants the slightest spark to kindle it into a genial 
fiaine— as showing, in fact, what I have all along believed and 
asserted, that the" two nations would grow together in esteem 
and amity, if 3 neddling and malignant spirits would but throw 
by theii' mischievous pens, and leave kindred hearts to the 
kindly impulses of nature. 
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I once more assert, and I assei*t it. with increased coiiTietion 
'of. its' truth,. that there exists, among the great majority of my 
countrymen, a favourable feeling toward England. I i*e|ieat 
this assertion, because I think it a truth that cannot too oil on 
be reiterated, and because it has met with some contradiction. 
Among a-11 the liberal and enlightened minds of my country- 
men, among all those which eventually give a tone to national 
opinion, there exists a cordial desire to be on temis of courtesy 
..and friendship. But at the same time, there exists in tlictse 
very minds a distrust of reciiDrocal good-wili on the part of 
England. They have been rendered morbidly sensitive by the 
attacks made upon their coiintr}" by the English press ; and 
their occasional irritability on tins subject has been misinter- 
preted into a settled and unnatiirai hostility. 

For my part, I consider this jealous sensibility as belonging 
to generous natures. I should lotA: upon my countrymen as 
fallen indeed from that independence of spirit wMch is their 
birth-gift; as fallen indeed from that pride of character which 
they inlierit from the proud nation from wiiich they sprung, 
could they tamely sit down under the infiiction of contumely 
and insult. Indeed, the very impatience which they show as 
to the misrepresentations of the press, proves their respect for 
English opinion, and their desire for English amity; for there 
is never jealousy where there is not strong regard. 

It is easy to say, thaf these attacks are all the effusions of 
worthless scribblers, and treated with silent contempt by the 
nation; but, alas! the slanders of the scribbler travel abroad, 
and the silent contempt of the nation is only knowui at home. 
With England, then, it remains, as I have formerly asserted, 
to promote a mukial spirit of conciliation ; she has but to hold 
the language of friendship and respect, and she is secure of the 
good-will of every American bosom. 

In expressing these sentiments, I would utter nothing that 
should commit the proper spirit of my coiintrjunen. We seek 
no boon at England’s hands: we ask nothing as a favour. 
Her friendship is not necessary, nor would her hostility be 
dangerous to our well-being. We ask nothing from abroad 
that we cannot reciprocate. But with respect to England, wo 
have a warm feeling of the heart, the glow of consanguinity 
that still lingers in our blood. Interest apart-— past diliei eiiees 
forgotten — ^we extend the hand of old relationship. W e merely 
ask, do not estrange us from you; do not destroy the anefeiit 
tie of blood; do not let scoffers and slanderers drive ti kindred 
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nation from your side; we would fain be friends; do not com- 
pel us to be enemies. 

There needs no better rallying-ground for international 
amity, than that furnished by an eminent English writer: 
“ There is,” say she, “a sacred bond between us of blood and of 
language, which no circumstances can break. Our literature 
must always be theirs; and though their laws are no longer 
the same as ours, we have the same Bible, and we address our 
common Father in the same prayer. Nations are too ready to 
admit that they have natural enemies; why should they be 
less willing to believe that they have natural friends?” 

To the magnanimous spirits of both countries must we trust 
to carry such a natural alhance of affection into full effect. To 
pens more powerful than mine, I leave the noble task of pro- 
moting the cause of national amity. To the intelligent and en- 
lightened of my ovrn country, I address my parting voice, 
entreating them to show themselves superior to the petty 
attacks of the ignorant and the worthless, and still to look with 
dispassionate and philosophic eye to the moral character of 
England, as the intellectual source of our rising greatness; 
■while I appeal to every generous-minded Englishman from the 
slanders which disgi’ace the press, insult the understanding, 
and belie the magnanimity of his country : and I invite him to 
look to America, as to a kindred nation, worthy of its origin; 
giving, in the healthy vigour of its growth, the best of com- 
ments on its parent stock; and reflecting, in the dawning 
brightness of its fame, the moral effulgence of British glory. 

I am sure that such aii appeal will not be made in vain. In- 
deed, I have noticed, for some time past, an essential change ir 
English sentiment with regard to America. In parliament, 
that fountain-head of public opinion, there seems to be an 
emiilation, on both sides of the house, in holding the language 
of courtesy and friendship. The same spirit is daily becoming 
more and more prevalent in good society. There is a growing 
curiosity concerning my country; a craving desire for correct 
information, that cannot fail to lead to a favourable under- 
standing. The scoffer, I trust, has had his day; the time of 
the slaiiclerer is gone by; the ribald jokes, the stale common- 
places, which have so long passed current when America was 


^ From an article isaid to be by Eobert Southey, Esq.) published iu the Quarterly 
Ee%i(nv. It is to be lamented that that publication should so often forget the gea> 
erous text here given ! 
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the theme, are now banished to the ignorant and the ^nilgar, 
or only perpetuated by the liireling scribblers and traditional 
Jesters of the press. The intelligent and high-mintled iio'w 
pride themselves upon making America a study. 

But ho^^ever my feelings may be understood or reciprocated 
on either side of the Atlantic, I utter them without reserve, for 
I have ever found that to speak frankly is to speak safely. I 
am not so sanguine as to believe that the two nations are ever 
to be bound together by any romantic ties of feeling; but I 
believe that much may be done towards keeping alive cor- 
dial sentiments, were every well-disposed mind occasionally to 
throw in a simple word of kindness. If I have, indeed, pro- 
duced any such effect by my writings, it will be a soothing re- 
flection to me, that for once, in the course of a rather negligent 
life, I have been useful; that for once, by the casual exercise 
of a pen which has been in general but too improfltably em- 
ployed, I have awakened a cox'd of sympathy between the land 
of my fathers and the dear land that gave me birth. 

In the spiiit of these sentiments, I now take my fai*ewell of 
the paternal soil. With anxious eye do I behold the clouds of 
doubt and difficulty that are lowering over it, and eaiaiestly do 
I hope that they may all clear up into sei-ene and settled sun- 
shine. In bidding this last adieu, my heai't is filled with fond, . 
yet melancholy emotions; and still I lingei’, and stiB, like a 
child leaving the venei^able abodes of his forefathers, I turn to 
breathe foi'th a filial benediction: Peace be within thy walls, 
O England! and plenteousness within thy palaces; for my' 
brethren and my companions’ sake I will now say, Peace be 
within thee I 



